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By    Dr.     swift. 

ODE, 

TO  THE   HONOURABLE 

SIR    WILLIAM    TEMPLE. 
Written  at  Moor-park,  June,  1689. 

L 

TTIRTUE,  the  greateft  of  all  monarchies ! 
^     Till,  its  firfl  emperor  rebellious  man 

Deposed  from  off  his  feat, 
It  fell,  and  broke  with  its  own  weight 
Into  fmall  dates  and  principalities. 

By  many  a  petty  lord  polfefs'd, 
But  ne'er  fmce  feated  in  one  (ingle  breaft  ? 
*Tis  you  who  muft  this  land  fubdue. 
The  mighty  conqueft  's  left  for  you. 
The  conqueft  and  difcovery  too  ; 
Search  out  this  Utopian  ground, 
Virtue's  Terra  Incognita, 
Where  none  ever  led  the  way, 
Kor  ever  fmce  but  in  defcriptions  found, 

Like  the  philofopher's  (lone, 
With  rules  to  fcarch  it,  yet  obtained  by  none. 

Vol.  L  B  1L  Wt 
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II. 

Wc  have  too  long  been  led  aftray ; 
Too  long  have  duf  mifguide'd  fouls  been  taught 
With  rules  from  mufty  morals  brought^ 
*TIs  you  ihuft  put  us  in  the  Way  ; 
Let  us  (for  fliame !)  no  mote  be  fed 
^ .       With  antique  reliqiieS  of  thfe  dead;. 
The  gleanings  of  philofophy, 
Philofophy,  the  lumber  of  the  fchools. 
The  roguery  of  alchemy ; 
And  we,  the  bubbled  fools, 
Spend  all  our  prefdnt  life  in  hopes  of  gold^  riilei. 

III. 

But  what  does  our  proud  ignorance  Learning  call  ? 

We  oddly  Plato's  paradox  make  good. 
Our  knowledge  is  but  mere  remembrance  all ; 

Remembrance  is  our  treafure  and  our  food ; 
Nature's  fair  table-book,  our  tender  fouls. 
We  fcrawl  all  o*er  with  old  and  empty  rules. 
Stale  memorandums  of  the  fchools  : 
For  Learning's  mighty  treafures  look 
In  that  deep  gr^ve  a  book ; 
Think  that  fhe  there  does  all  her  treafures  hide. 
And  that  her  troubled  ghoft  ftill  haunts  there  (ihce  Ihe  dy*d. 
Confine  her  walks  to  colleges  and  fchools ; 

Her  priefts,  her  train,  and  followers  flibw 
As  if  they  all  were  fpcftres  too  ! 
They  purchafe  knowledge  at  th*  expencc 
Of  common  breeding,  common  fenfe> 
And  grow  at  once  fcholars  and  fools  \ 
i  Affca 
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iRodenefs,  ill-nature,  incivHi^, 

^D^,  fyk  with  dr^  of  knowledge  grown^ 
Which  greedily  ^cy  fwallow  down. 
Still  cafl  it  up,  f^  naufei^te  company. 

IV.  i 

.Curft  be  die  wretch !  nay  doubly  curd ! 

(If  it  may  lawful  be 
To  curfe  our  greateft  enemy) 
Who  learnt  himielf  that  herefy  firft 
(Which  fince  has  fciz'd  on  all  the  refl) 
That  knowledge  forfeits  all  humanity ; 
Taught  us,  like  Spaniards,  to  be  proud  and  poor, 

And  fiing  our  fcraps  before  our  door! 
Thrice  happy  you  have  'fcapM  this  general  pert ; 
Thofe  mighty  epithets,  learti*d,  good,  and  great. 
Which  we  ne'er  join*d  before,  but  in  romances  meet, 
.We  find  in  you  at  lafl:  united  grown. 

You  cannot  be  compar'd  to  one  : 
•I  muft,  like  him  that  painted  Venus*  face, 
Borrow  from  every  one  a  grace ; 
Virgil  and  Epicurus  will  not  do. 

Their  courting  a  retreat  like  you, 
Unlefs  I  put  in  Csfv's  learning  too : 

Your  happy  frame  at  once  controls 
This  great  triumvirate  of  fouls. 
V. 
Let  not  old  Rome  boaft  Fabius'  fate; 
He  fav'd  his  country  by  delays. 

But  you  by  peace. 
You  bought  it  at  a  cheaper  rate; 

B  z  "Soi 
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Nov  ItaB^  k  kft  tlift  ufVial  bloody  icsr» 

To  Ibcw  it  coft  its  price  in  war; 
YTv  !  t&«t  Bad  gvne  tbe  world  fo  lores  to  pltfy 

And  fw  it  docs  fo  dearly  pay  5 
T<K»  diough  with  lofs  or  vi£^ory  a  while 

Fortune  the  gameftcri  does  beguile. 
Yet  at  the  laft  the  box  fwccps  all  away, 
VL 
Only  the  laurel  got  by  peace 
No  thunder  e'er  can  blaft : 
Th'  artillery  of  the  Ikies 

Shoots  to  the  earth,  and  dies  ; 
Nor  ever  green  and  flourifliing  'twill  laft, 
Nor  dipt  in  blood,  nor  widows'  tears,  nor  orphaifs'  cries. 
About  the  head  crownM  with  thefe  bays, 
Like  lambent  fire  the  lightning  plays  5 
Nor,  its  triumphal  cavalcade  to  grace, 

Makes  up  its  folemn  train  with  death ; 
It  melts  the  fword  of  war,  yet  keeps  it  m  the  (heath. 

VII. 
The  wily  (hifts  of  (late,  thofe  jugglers*  tricks. 
Which  we  call  deep  defigns  and  politicks 
(As  in  a  theatre  the  ignorant  fry, 

Bccaufe  the  cords  efcape  their  eye, 
Wondci  to  fee  the  motions  fly)  ; 
Mcihinks,  when  you  expofe  the  fcene, 
Down  the  illorgan'd  engines  fall ; 
Off  fly  ihe  vizards,  and  difcover  all  : 

How  plain  I  fee  through  the  deceit ! 
How  (hallow,  and  how  grofs,  the  cheat  I 

Look, 
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Look  where  the  pully  's  tied  above ! 
Great  God  !  (faid  I)  what  have  I  feenl 
On  what  poor  engines  move 
The  thoughts  of  monarchs,  and  defigns  of  lUtes  I 

What  petty  motives  rule  tiicir  fates  ! 
How  the  moufc  makes  the  mighty  mountain  (hake  t 
The  mighty  mountain  labours  with  its  birth. 
Away  the  frightened  peafants  fly, 
Scar'd  at  th*  unheard-of  prodigy, 
£xpe£k  fome  great  gigantic  fon  of  earth ; 
Lo  !  it  appears  ! 
See  how  they  tremble  ?  how  they  quake  ! 
Out  flans  the  little  beafl,  and  mocks  tlieir  idle  fears. 
VIII. 
Then  tell,  dear  favourite  Mufe  ! 
What  fcrpent  's  that  which  ftill  reforts, 
Stil]  lurks  in  palaces  and  courts  ? 
Take  thy  unwonted  flight. 
And  on  the  terrace  light. 

See  where  (he  lies  ! 
See  how  (he  rears  her  head. 
And  rolls  about  her  dreadful  eyes, 
To  drive  all  virtue  out,  or  look  it  dead  ! 
*Twas  furc  this  balUilk  fcnt  Temple  thence. 
And  though  as  fome  ('tis  faid)  for  their  defence 
Have  worn  a  cafcment  o'er  tlicir  (kin, 
So  he  wore  his  wiiliin, 
Made  up  of  virtue  and  tranfparent  innocence ; 

And  though  he  oft'  renew'd  tlie  fight, 
And  aimofl  got  priority  of  fight, 

B  3  He 


<,.  .  .1..    rill  uid  re -Unix), 
•  ..,  .;i  a  wkh  lot's  ot  time  andeaic, 
.    •.*     .\»;  '\auci/,  a>  well  a:i  country^  peace. 

IX. 
v\-.  V.  Mv.:c  !  :hc  pleafures  of  retrear, 
\  ■.'  '..\  .oi:ic  uiitouch'd  viigin  ftrain 
■  .  .M\,'.>:o  i!\v  I'lUcr  Nature  yields  j 
'.V   -..lit  M  ling  ofthy  wood:.  Ting  of  tlw  fields; 
CJo  •.\.;»iifli  ocr  tl:c  plain 
,  .-.  :i:' .-.[if.  a  prui'ciytc  you  gaia  ! 
.   .     .  Nit:  .1  u-piil'ai  on  the  i^reac  ■ 

lU'W  is  loe  Mufe  li.;\ui:::r.:  irrown  I 
WliwKc'cr  l«e  tiikes  t:.i>  id^iit, 
S'ic  'oars  elcar  out  of  fiyj'.it. 
..-.c  :;x'  paradilcs  of  l^.cr  own  : 
{'V\\c  '^gal'us,  like  an  ur.ruly  horfe, 
Thouj^h  ne'er  i"o  ^-i^-ly  Ld 
.•  ..:».  iuvVi  paftuie  where  he  u>'d  ro  fccd^ 
..    .  violently  o'er  his  ui'ual  C(.uril.^ 
Wake  from  thy  wjn:.  n  cJiv:;;in5, 

Con\c  from  thy  doai-Iovd  Irreams, 
r\ie  i-rookcd  [.'aths  of  wai-Jcriig  Thames  t 
Fain  rhj  fair  nvmpli  would  ftay, 
v^il'  Ihc  look'^  'itck  in  vain, 
I    '.:;ai:v.l  ;1wT  tountain  dot^  comptain, 
\:id  loftly  fiL-ais  in  many  wiiidings  dowD^ 
Ad  loth  to  fee  tiie  hated  court  anti  cowuy 
.4n'i  nuiniuus  as  Ihe  glides  away. 
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X- 

In  this  neyr  happy  fcene 
Are  nobler  fubjefls  for  your  learned  pen; 
Here  we  expe&  h^om  you 
More  than  your  prcdecellbr  Adam  knew ; 
Whatever  moves  our  wonder,  or  jour  fport. 
Whatever  ferves  for  innocent  emblems  of  the  court  $ 

How  that  which  yyt  a  kernel  fee 
(Whofe  weU-compa£ted  forms  efcape  the  light, 
Unpierc'd  by  the  blunt  rays  of  fight) 
Shall  ere  long  grow  into  a  tree; 
Whence  takes  it  its  increafe,  and  .whence  its  biith. 
Or  from  the  fun,  or  from  the  air,  or  from  the  earth. 
Where  all  the  fruitful  atoms  lie; 
How  fome  go  downward  to  the  root. 
Some  more  ambitioufly  upwards  fly. 
And  form  the  leaves,  the  branches,  and  the  fruit. 
You  drove  to  cultivate  a  barren  court  in  vain. 
Your  garden  's  l)etter  worth  your  noble  pain. 
Here  mankind  fell,  and  hence  mud  rife  again. 

XI. 
Shall  I  believe  a  fpirit  fo  divine 

Was  caft  in  the  fame  mold  with  mine  ? 
Whv  then  does  Nature  To  unjuftly  fhare 
Among  her  elder  fons  the  whole  eftate. 

And  all  her  jewels  and  her  j)laie  ? 
Poor  wc  !  cadets  of  Heaven,  not  worth  her  care. 
Take  up  at  bed  with  lumber  and  the  leavings  of  a  fare: 
Some  (he  binds  'prentice  to  the  fpade, 
Some  to  the  drudgery  of  a  trade, 

B  4  Some 
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Some  (he  does  to  Egyptian  bondage  draw. 

Bids  us  make  bricks,  yet  fends  us  to  look  oat  fbc  flrawr 

Some  fhe  condemns  for  life  to  try 
To  dig  the  leaden  mines  of  deep  philofophy  s 
Me  flie  has  to  the  Mufe's  gallics  tied, 
In  vain  I  fbive  to  crofs  this  fpacious  main, 
'    In  vain  I  tug  and  pull  the  oar. 
And,  when  I  almofl  reach  the  ihore, 
Straight  the  Mufe  turns  the  helm,  and  I  launch  oat  agsdnr 

And  yer,  to  feed  my  pride> 
Whene'er  I  mourn,  flops  my  complaining  breathy 
With  promife  of  a  mad  reverfion  after  death.. 

XII. 
Then,  Sir,  accept  this  worthlefs  verfc^ 
The  tribute  of  an  humble  Mufe, 
'Tis  all  the  portion  of  my  niggard  ftars  ;. 
Nature  the  hidden  fpark  did  at  my  birth  infufe^ 
And  kindled  firft  with  indolence  and  cafe ;    • 
And,  iince  too  oft*  debauch'd  by  praife,^ 
*Tis  now  grown  an  incurable  difeafe  : 
In  vain  to  quench  this  fooiiih  fire  I  try 
In  wifdom  and  philofophy ; 
In  vain  all  wholefome  herbs  I  fow,. 
Where  nought  but  weeds  will  grow^ 
Whatever  I  plant  (like  com  on  banen  earth) 
By  an  etiuivocal  birtli 
Seeds,  and  runs  up  to  poetry. 
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ODE, 
TO  THE  ATHENIAN    SOCIETY* 

Moor-Park>  Feb.  14,  169 1» 

I. 
A  S  when  the  deluge  fird  began  to  fall, 
•^^  That  mighty  ebb  never  to  flow  again 
(When  this  huge  body's  moiftnre  was  fo  great. 

It  quice  o'ercame  the  vital  heat)  ; 
That  mountain  y  which  was  higheft  firfl  of  all. 
Appealed  above  the  univerfal  main. 
To  blcfs  the  primitive  failor's  weary  fight ! 
And  *twas  perhaps  Parnaflus,  if  in  height 

It  be  as  great  as  'tis  in  fame, 

And  nigh  to  Heaven  as  is  its  name  r 
So,  after  th*  inundation  of  a  war, 
When  Learning's  little  houfhold  did  embark 
With  her  world's  fruitful  fyftem  in  her  facrcd  ark. 

At  the  nrft  ebb  cf  noifc  and  fears, 
Philofophy's  exalted  head  appears ; 
And  the  Dove-Mufc  will  now  no  longer  ftavy 
But  plumes  her  iilver  wings,  and  flics  away  ; 

And  now  a  laurel  wreath  flic  brings  from  far. 

To  crov/11  the  happy  ajnqueror, 

To  (hew  ihc  flood  begins  to  ceafe, 
And  brings  the  dear  reward  of  vi6lory  and  peace. 
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And  Ac  tranfportcd  Mufc  imagin'd  it 
To  be  a  fitter  birth-place  for  the  God  of  wit. 
Or  the  much-talk'd  oracnkr  grove  i 
When  with  amai^g  joy  flie  hcu% 
An  unknown  mufick  all  around 
Charming  her  greedy  cars 
With  many  a  heavenly  fong 
Of  nature  and  of  an,  of  deep  plulofopliy  and  !o«^ 
Whilft  wgcls  tunc  the  voice,  and  God  infpiics  the  ioog«c# 

In  vain  (he  catches  at  the  empty  found, 
In  Tadn  purfues  the  mufick  with  her  longing  eye, 
And  courts  ihc  wanton  echoes  as  they  fly. 
III. 
Pardon,  ye  great  unknown,  and  far-exaked  men. 
The  wild  excuriions  of  a  youthful  pen*  5 
Forgive  a  young,  and  (almoft)  Virgin-Mufe^ 
Whom  blind  and  eager  curiofity 
(Yet  curiofity,  they  fay, 
Is  in  her  fcx  a  crime  needs  no  excufe) 

Has  forc'd  to  grope  her  uncouth  way 

After  a  mighty  light  that  leads  her  wandering  evc,- 

Ko  wonder  then  fhe  quits  the  narrow  path  of  fenfc 

For  a  dear  ramble  .through  impertinence  ; 

Impertinence  !    the  fcurvy  of  mankind. 

And  all  we  fools,  who  are  the  greater  part  of  it> 

Though  we  be  of  two  different  faOions  (till. 

Both  the  good-natur'd  and  the  ill, 
Yet  wherefoe'cr  you  look,  you  'U  always  find 
We  join,  like  flies  and  wafps,  in  buzzing  about  wit. 

•  Sec  Dr.  Swiff*  very  remarkable  Letter  to  the  Ath©- 
sian  Society,  ior  the  Supplement  to  his  Works-  ^ 
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II. 

The  eager  Mufe  took  wing  upon  the  waves*  decline. 

When  war  her  cloudy  afpeft  juft  withdrew, 

When  the  bright  fun  of  peace  began  to  fhine, 
And  for  a  while  in  heavenly  contemplation  fat 

On  the  high  top  of  peaceful  Ararat ; 
And  pluck'd  a  laurel  branch  (for  laurel  was  the  firft  that 

grew. 
The  firfl  of  plants  after  the  thunder,  ftonn>  and  rain) ; 

And  thence,  with  joyful  nimble  wing. 

Flew  dutifully  back  again, 
And  made  an  humble  chaplet  for  the  King  *. 

And  the  Dove-Mufe  is  fled  once  more 
(Glad  of  the  viftory,  yet  frightened  at  the  war)  ; 

And  now  difcovers  from  afar 

A  peaceful  and  a-flourifhing  (hore  : 
Is^o  fooner  did  flie  land 
On  the  delightful  ftrand. 

Then  ftraight  (he  fees  the  country  all  aroi^nd, 

Where  fatal  Neptune  rul'd  erewhile, 
Scatfer'd  with  flowery  vales,  with  fruitful  gardens  crow|i*d, 
And  many  a  pleafant  wood  ! 

As  if  the  univerfal  Nile 

Had  rather  watered  it  than  dro\vn*d  : 
It  feems  foroe  floating  j^ece  of  paradife, 

Pref«rv.  d  by  wonder  from  the .  flood, 
Long  wandering  through  the  deep,  as  we  are  told 
Fam'd  Delos  did  of  old, 

*  The  Ode  I  writ  to  the  King  in  Ireland.  Swift.— 
tDhisreaxmoc  now  be  recovered. 

And 
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Wondrous  refiners  of  philofophy. 
Of  monls  and  divimtr, 
Sy  die  new  modilh  fyftem  of  redvdng  ill  to  (SebIc^ 
Ag»nft  ill  logick  ind  conduding  kws* 
Do  own  ch'  efieds  of  ProTidoice^ 
And  Vet  deny  the  ciiife. 

V. 
This  hopeful  fed*  now  it  begins  to  ke 
How  lictk,  \€T\  little,  do  prevail 
Thdr  firft  and  cliicfcft  force 
To  cer/wrcy  to  cry  down,  and  rail. 
Not  knowing  wiiat,  or  where,  or  who  you  b^ 
Will  ^uicktv  take  another  courfe  : 
And,  by  tlieir  nerer-failing  ways 
Of  foWing  all  appeannccs  chey  f  !-^ 
We  foun  (hall  fee  them  to  their  anciert  methods  fall. 
And  fbaight  deny  you  to  be  r.xt:i,  or  any  thing  «:  alL 

I  laugh  at  the  grave  anf\\*er  they  u-ill  make, 
"Wliich  they  hare  always  ready,  general,  and  cheap  : 
'TIS  bur  to  fay,  that  what  we  daily  meet. 
And  by  a  fond  miftake 
Pcriiaps  imagine  to  be  wondrous  wit. 
And  thinn,  alas  ?  to  be  by  mortals  writ. 
Is  but  a  croud  of  atoms  juitlicg  in  a  heap^ 

Which  from  eternal  feeds  begun, 
Juftling  fome  thoufand  ycais  till  ripen'd  by  the  foni 
They  *re  cow,  juft  now,  as  naturally  born. 
As  ^om  the  womb  of  earth  a  field  of  com. 

VL  Bat 
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VL 
Bat  as  fin-  {xoor  contented  me, 
"Who  muft  my^weaknefs  and  my  ignorance  confd^ 
"That  I  believe  in  much  I  ne'er  can  hope  to  lee ; 
Methinks  I  'm  fatisfy'd  to  guefs^ 
That  this  new,  noble,  and  delightful  ^ene 
Js  wonderfully  movM  by  fome  exalted  men, 

Who  have  weU^ftudicd  in  the  world^s  difeafe 
|(That  epidemic  error  and  depravity. 
Or  in  our  judgement  or  our  eye), 
That  what  furprizes  us  can  only  pleafe. 
tWTe  often  Search  contentedly  the  whole  world  roun^ 
To  make  fome  great  difcovery  4 
And  feorq  it  when  "'tis  foui)d. 
Juft  fo  the  mighty  Nile  has  fufFer*d^n  its  fame, 
^     Becaufe  'tis  faid  (and  perhaps  only  faid) 
Vft  've  found  a  Uttle  inconfiderablc  head, 

That  feeds  the  hvige  unequal  dream. 
«Con(ider  human  folly,  and  you  *U  quickly  ownt 

That  «ll  the  praifes  it  <:an  give. 
By  which  fome  fondly  boaft  they  (hall  for  ever  live. 
Won't  pay  th'JtDpertinence  of  being  known : 
Elfe  why  ihonld  the  fam'd  Lydian  king 
(Whom  all  the  charms  of  an.ufuq>ed  wife  and  (hte. 
With  all  that  power  unfelt  courts  mankind  to  be  greav 

Did  with  new  unexperienced  glories  wait.) 
Still  wear,  fiill  doa^  on  his  inviiible  xinjg? 

Tn.  Wc» 
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.   VII. 
Were  I  to  fbrta  a  regular  thought  of  Fuatf 
Which  is  perhaps  as  hard  t'  imagine  right 
As  to  paint  ^ho  to  the  fight  $ 
I  would  not  draw  rh'  idea  horn  an  empty  name ; 
Because,  alas  1  when  we  all  die, 
Careiefs  and  ignorant  poflerityv 
Although  they  praife  the  learning  and  the  wit. 

And  though  the  title  feetns  to  ihow 
The  name  and  man  by  whom  the  book  was  writ^ 
Yet  how  (hall  they  be  brought  to  know. 
Whether  that  very  name  was  he,  or  you,  or  I  ? 
Lefs  ihould  I  daub  it  o'er  wi(h  tranfitory  praife. 

And  water-colours  of  thefc  days  : 
Thefe  days  1  where  e'en  th^  extravagance  of  poetvy 
Is  at  a  lofs  for  figures  to  eiprefs 
Mens*  follv,  whimiies,  and  inconftancy, 
And  by  a  faint  defcription  makes  them  lefs. 
Then  tell  us  what  is  Fame,  where  fhall  we  fearch  for  it? 
Look  where  exalted  Virtue  and  Religion  fit 
Enthron*d  with  heavenly  Wit  1 
Look  where  you  fee 
The  greateft  ficorn  of  learned  vanity  1 
(And  then  how  mudi  a  nothing  is  mankind ! 
Whofe  reafon  is  weigh'd  down  by  popular  air, 
Who,  by  that,  vainly  talks  of  baffling  death ; 
And  hopes  to  lengthen  life  by  a  transfufion  of  breath. 

Which  yet  whoe'er  examines  right  will  find 
To  be  an  art  as  vain  as  bottling  up  of  wind  !) 
And  when  you  find  out  thefe,  believe  true  Fame  is  there. 

Far 
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But  always  with  a  llioogtr  Fclifli  of  the  Ia(L 
Tiiis  beauteous  quoen,  by  Heaven  defign'd 
To  be  the  great  original 
For  man  to  drcfs  and  poliihjliis  uncourtly  mind. 
In  what  mock  habits  have  they  put  her  Gnce  the  fall ! 
Alore  oft'  in  fools  and  madmens  liands  than  fages. 
She  fccms  z  medley  of  all  ages, 
IV^iih  a  huge  fardingalc  to  fwell  her  fufUan  ftuff, 
A  new  commode,  a  top-kaot,  and  a  rulf. 
Her  face  patch'd  o'er  with  modern  pedantry, 
With  a  Jong  fweeping  train 
'  Of  comments  and  difputes,  ridiculous  and  Tli% 
All  of  old  cut  witli  a  new  dye  : 
Kow  foon  have  you  reftor'd  her  charms 
And  rid  her  of  her  lumber  and  her  books, 
Drci^  her  again  genteel  and  neat. 
And  rather  tight  than  great  I 
■Ho\f  fond  we  are  to  court  her  to  our  arms  ? 
How  much  of  Heaven  is  in  her  naked  looks  I 
X. 
Thus  the  deluding  Mufe  oft'  blinds  me  to  her  ways, 
And  ev'n  my  very  thoughts  transfers 
And  changes  all  to  beauty,  and  the  praife 
Of  that  proud  tyrant  fex  of  hers. 
Tiie  rebel  Mufe,  alas  !  takes  part 
But  with  my  own  rebellious  heart. 
And  you  with  fatal  and  immortal  wit  confpirc 
To  fan  th*  unhappy  fire. 
Cruel  unknown  !  what  is  it  you  intend  ? 
Ail !  could  you,  could  you  hope  a  poet  for  your  friend! 
Vol.  I.  C  Rather 
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Of  fomc  great  king  and  conqueror's  deadi. 
When  the  fad  melancholy  Mufe 
Stays  but  to  catch  his  utmoft  breath. 
I  grieve,  this  nobler  work  moil  happily  begun^ 
So  quickly  and  fo  wonderfully  carry'd  on. 
May  fall  at  laft  to  intereft,  folly,  and  abufe. 
There  is  a  noon-tide  in  our  lives. 
Which  ftill  the  fooner  it  arrives. 
Although  we  boaft  our  winter-fun  looks  brigfaCy 
And  foolifhly  are  glad  to  fee  it  at  its  height, 
Yet  {o  much  fooner  comes  the  long  and  gloomy  night. 

No  conqueft  ever  yet  begun. 
And  by  one  mighty  hero  carried  to  its  height, 
E*cr  flouri(h*d  under  a  fucceffor  or  a  fon  5 
It  loft  fome  mighty  pieces  through  all  hands  it  paft. 
And  vanilh'd  to  an  empty  title  in  the  laft. 
For,  when  the  animating  mind  is  fled 
(Which  nature  never  can  retain, 
Nor  e*er  call  back  again), 
The  body,  though  gigantic,  lies  all  cold  and  dead. 

XH. 
And  thus  undoubtedly  'twill  fare. 
With  what  unhappy  men  fhall  dare 
To  be  fuccelfors  to  thefe  great  unknown. 
On  Learning's  high-eftablifh'd  throne. 
Ccnfure,  and  Pedantry,  and  Pride, 
Numbcrlcfs  nations,  ftretching  far  and  wide. 
Shall  (I  forcfce  ir)  foon  with  Gothic  fwarms  come  forth 
From  Ignorance's  univcrfal  Nonh, 

C  ft  Aoi 
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ON  A  LADY'S  TABLE-BOOK-         si 

Fn  power  of  fphtic  and  a  clout. 

Whene'er  he  plcafc,  to  blot  it  out ; 

And  then,  to  heighten  the  difgracc. 

Clap  his  own  nonfenfe  in  the  place.  , 

'U'hoc'er  erpcAs  to  hold  his  pait 

In  fuch  a  book,  and  fuch  a  heart. 

If  he  be  wcakhj*,  and  a  fool. 

Is  in  ail  points  die  fitted  tool ; 

Of  wi>om  it  may  be  juftlj  f;ud. 

He 's  a  gold  pencil  dpp'd  with  lead. 


MRS.   HARRISES    PETITIOX. 
1699. 

'T^  O  their  Excellencies  the  Lords  Jufiices  of  Ireland  *, 
■*•       the  humble  petition  of  Frances  Harris, 
Wlio  muft  ilarvc,  and  die  a  maid,  if  it  mifcaxries ; 

Humbly  (hewah, 
Tha:  I  wcr.t  to  wann  myfclf  in  lady  Betty's  f  chamlfft, 

becaufe  I  was  coU  ; 
And  I  had  in  a  purfc  feven  pounds,  four  (hillings,  and 

fix  pence,  bcGdes  farthings,  in  cionr-  a-tl  gi,!J : 
So,  becaufc  1  had  been  buying  thir.gs  for  my  Lauv  ii/t 

night, 
I  was  rcfolved  to  tell  my  money,  to  fee  if  i:  was  2  ight, 

*  The  earls  of  Berkeley  and  of  Galway. 

f  L»dy  Betty  Berkeley,  aftsmard  Gennainc 

C  3  Kow^ 
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Now,  you  muft  know>  bcc^iufe  my  trunk  has  a  vcry"^ 

bad  lock. 
Therefore  all  the  money  I  have,  which,  God  knows, 

is  a  very  fmall  flock, 
I  keep  in  my  pocket,  ty^d  about  my  middle,  next  to 

my  fmock.  J 

So  when  I  went  to  put  up  my  purfe,  as  God  would 

have  it,  my  fmock  was  unript. 
And,  inilead  of  putting  it  into  my  pocket,,  down  it  flipt;; 
Then  the  bell  rung,  and  I  went  down  to  put  my  Lady 

to  bed ; 
And,  God  knows,  I  thought  my  money  was  as  fafe  as^ 

my  maideuliead. 
So,  when  I  came  up  ^ain,  I  found  my  pocket  feel  very 

light: 
But  when  I  fearch'd,  and  mifs'd  my  purfe.   Lord  I   I 

thought  I  Ihould  have  funk  outright. 
Lord  !  Madam,  fays  Mary,  how  d*ye  do  ?  Indeed,  fays- 

T,  never  worfe  : 
But  pray,  Mary,  can  you  tell  what  I  have  done  with 

my  purfe? 
Lord  help  me !  faid  Mary,  I  never  flirr*d  out  of  this 

place : 
Nay,  faid  I,  I  had  it  in  Lady  Betty's  chamber,  that 's 

a  plain  cafe. 
So  Mary  got  me  to  bed,  and  covered  me  up  warm  : 
However,  (he  flole  away  my  garters,  that  I  might  do 

myfelf  no  harm. 
So  I  tumbled  and  tofs'd  all  night,  as  you  may  very  well 

thii^, 
But  hardly  ever  fet  my  eyes  togetlicr,  or  ilcpt  a  wink. 

So 
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S>  i  was  a-dretm'd,   methought,  that  we  went  and 

fearch'd  the  folks  round. 
And  in  a  corner  of  Mrs.  Dukes's  *  box,  ty'd  in  a  rag^ 

the  money  was  found. 
So  next  morning  we  told  Whittle  f,  and  he  fell  a- 

fwearing : 
Then  my  dame  Wadgar  I  came;  and  ihe,  you  know,  if 

thick  of  hearing. 
Dame,  faid  I,  as  loud  as  I  could  bawl,  do  you  know 

what  a  lofs  1  have  had  ? 
Nay,  faid  fhe,  my  lord  Col  way's  §  folks  are  all  very  fad; 
For  my  Lord  Dromedary  ||  comes  a  Tuefday  without 

fail. 
Pugh  !  faid  I,  but  that  *s  not  the  bufinefs  that  I  ail. 
Says  Gary  **,  fays  he,  I  have  been  a  fervant  this  five  and 

twenty  years,  come  fpring, 
And  in  all  the  places  I  liv'd  I  never  heard  of  fuch  a 

thing. 
Yes,  fays  the  ficward  +t»  I  remember,  when  I  was  at 

my  Lady  Shrewfbury's, 
Such  a  tiling  as  this   happen'd  juft  about  the  time  of 

goo/eberries. 

♦  Wife  to  one  of  the  footmen. 
t  Earl  of  Berkeley's  valet. 
J  The  old  deaf  houfekcepL-r- 

Galv/ay. 
g  The  earl  of  Droghcda,  who  with  the  primate  was 
to  fuccccd  the  two  earls. 
♦*  Clerk  of  the  kitchen.  f  f  Ferris. 

C  4  So 
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So  the  cbaplai/$  *  came  in.    Now  the  fennrnts  fay  h»  it' 

my  fwrccthcart, 
Bccaufe  he's  always  in  m}'  chamber,  and  I  riwa^  tA^ 

his  part. 
So,  as  the  drvilvroyM  have  it,  before  I  was  aware,  <nt» 

I  blundered, 
Parfitiy  fatd  I,  can  yoa  caft  a  itattviij,  wifefei  »bedf  ^ 

plunder'd  ? 
(Now  you  muft  know,  he  hates  to  be  call^  ^«r^  lik«* 

the  i^vil!) 
Truly,  fays  he,  Mrs*  Nab>  it  might  becoma  yod  t^b* 

more  civil ; 
If  your  money  be  gone,  as  a  learned  ifiviite  fayi^  d^ik 

fee. 
You  arc  noUxt  for  my  handling ;  ib  take  that  fromiMNy' 
I  was  never  taken  for  a  conjurer  before,  I  »d  haft  you 

to  know. 
Lord!  faid  I,  don't  be  angry,  I  am  fnre  Ineverthoiight 

you  fo ; 
You  know  I  honour  the  cloth  j  I  defigntobe  zpar/ott*s. 

wife ; 
I  never  took  one  in  your  coat  for  a  conjurer  in  all  my 

life. 
With  that  he  twifled  his  girdle  at  me  like  a  rope,  as , 

who  ihould  fay. 
Now  you  may  go  hang  yourfelf  for  me  !  and  fowent. 

away. 
Well :  I  thought  I  Ihould  have  fwoon'd.  Lord  I  faid  !> 

what  ihall  I  do  } 
I  have  loft  my  a»Mir^»  and  fhaU  lofe  my  Irut  ktw  toof 

♦  Dr.  Swift. 

Then 
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A  Ballad,  To  the  Tune  of,  The  Cvt-pursb  *;, 

r. 

I^NCE  on  a  time,  as  old  ftories  rehearfe, 
^^     A  friar  would  needs  (hew  his  talent  in  Latin  j 
But  was  forely  put  to't  in  the  mid  ft  of  a  vcrfe, 
Becaufe  he  cOuld  find  no  word  to  come  pat  in  : 
Then  all  in  the  place 
He  left  a  void  fpace, 
And  fo  went  to  bed  in  a  defperate  cafe  : 
When  behold  the  next  morning  a  wonderful  riddle ! 
He  found  it  was  ftrangely  fiU'd  up  in  the  middle. 

Cho.  Let  cenfuring  critics  then  think  fhubat  tbey  lift-* 
on't; 
JVbo  fwould  not  *write  i^erfis  wtb  Jucb  an-. 
ajpfiant? 

II. 
This  put  me  the  friar  into  an  amazement : 

For  lie  wifely  confider'd  it  muft  be  a  fpritd ; 
That  he  came  through  the  kej*^- hole,  or  in  at  the  cafcmcnt ; 
And  it  needs  muft  be  one  tliat  could  both  read  and 
write  : 

*  Lady  Betty  Berkeley,  finding  the  preceding  verfcs 
in  the  author's  room  unfinilhed,  wrote  under  them  the 
concluding  ftanza ;  wliich  gave  occafion  to  this  ballad, 
written  by  the  author  in  a  counterfeit  hand,  as^if  a  tliird 
perfon  had  done  it. 

Ytt. 


Yet  he  4id  DGt  kDOW 
If  it  werefnend  or  foe, 
«Or  i^hcdier  it  came  fWwn  above  or  beIo%r : 
However,  't  was  civil  in  aqgel  or  elf. 
For  he  ne'er  could  have  fiU'd  it  To  well  of  himfelf . 
Chor.  Ut  cugfuri/igf  &c. 
ILL 
£ven  fo  Mafter  Dodor  had  puazkd  bis  beaias 

In  making  z  ballad,  but  was  at  a  (knd : 
He  had  mizM  little  wit  with  a  great  deal  of  pains ; 
When  he  fojund  a  oew  help  from  invifible  hand. 
Then,  good  Do£^or  Swifc 
Pay  thanks  for  the  vift. 
For  you  freely  muft  own,  you  were  atadcadliftt 
And,  though  fome  malicious  young  fpiritdid  ^t. 
You  may  know  by  the  hand  it  had  no  clo\'«i  -foot. 
Ciior.  Let  anfuringj  &c. 

THE       DISCOVERY. 

TXr  HEN  wife  lord  Berkeley  firft  came  here  * 

Statefmen  and  mob  expefted  wonder^^ 
Nor  thought  to  find  io  great  a  peer 

Ere  a  week  pad  committing  blunders. 
Till,  on  a  day  cut  out  by  fate, 

V/hen  folks  came  thick  to  make  their  court. 
Out  dipt  a  myftcry  of  ftate. 

To  give  the  town  and  country  fport. 

*  To  Ireland,  as  one  of  the  lords  jufticcs. 

Kow 
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My  lord,  faid  Bufhf  a  friend  and  J, 

Difguis'd  in  two  old  thread-bare  ooatSy 
Ere  moming*«  dawn,  dole  out  to  fyy 

How  markets  went  for  hay  and  oats. 
With  that  be  draws  two  handfuk  oat. 

The  one  was  oats,  the  other  hay ; 
Puts  this  to 's  excellency's  fnout^ 

And  begs  be  would  the  other  weigh. 
My  lord  feems  pleas'd,  but  (till  dire£b 

By  all  means  to  bring  down  the  rates } 
Then,  with  a  congee  circuroflezy 

Bufh,  fmiHng  round  on  all,  retreats. 
Our  liilener  (lood  a  while  confus'd. 

But,  gathering  fpirits,  wifely  ran  for  % 
Enrag'd  to  fee  the  world  abus'd 

By  two  fuch  whifpering  kings  of  Brentford. 

THE        PROBLEM. 

«'  That  my  lord  Berkeley  stinks, 
when  he  is  in  love.** 
"p\ID  ever  problem  thus  perplex, 
•■^  Or  more  employ,  the  female  fex  ? 
So  fwcet  a  palHon,  who  would  think, 
Jove  ever  form'd  to  make  a  (link  ? 
The  ladies  vow  and  fwcar,  they  11  try. 
Whether  it  be  a  truth  or  lye. 
Lovc*s  fire,  it  fecms,  like  inward  heat. 
Works  in  my  lord  by  ftool  and  fweat, 
Which  brings  a  Itiok  from  every  pore. 
And  from  behind  and  from  before ; 
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Yet,  what  is  wondorful  to  tell  it, 
None  but  the  favourite  nymph  can  fmell  it. 
But  now,  to  fol¥ett]ae  natural  caufe 
By  fobcr  piiiloibpbic  laws  : 
Whether  all  p^ons,  when  in«ferment, 
Work  out  as  anger  does  in  vermia  ; 
So,  when  a  weazel  you  torment, 
You  find  his  pafScm  by  his  f cent. 
We  read  oi  kings,  who,  in  a  fright, 
Though  on  a  throne,  would  fall  to  ih-^. 
Befide  all  this,  deep  fcholars  know. 
That  the  main  ftring  of  Cupid's  bow 
^nce  on  a  time  was  an  a-^  gut; 
Now  to  a  nobler  office  pu?. 
By  favour  or  defert  preferred 
Fron  :givii)g  pa({age  to  a  t-— .; 
But  ftill,  though  fix'd  among  the  flars 
^Does  fympathize  with  human  <a — . 
Tiius,  when  you  feel  an  hard-bound  breech, 
'Conclude  love's  bow-ftring  at  full  ftretch, 
"Till  the  kind  loofencTs  comes,  and  then 
-Conclude  the  bow  relax'd  again. 

And  now,  ehe  ladies  all  are  bent 
To  try  the  great  expenment. 
Ambitious  of  a  regent's  heart, 
rSpread  all  tlieir  charms  to  catch  a  £-^; 
Watching  the  firft  ttofavoury  windy 
Some  ply  before,  and  fome  behind. 
My  lord,  on  fire  amidft  the  dames^ 
F — ^ts  like  a  laxirel  ia  the  fiames. 
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The  fair  approach  die  fpeakiog  foatp 
To  try  tlic  back-way  to  his  heait. 
For,  as  when  we  a  gan  difcharge^ 
Although  the  bore  be  ne'er  fo  large* 
Before  the  flame  from  muzzle  harOtf 
Juft  at  the  breech  it  fiaihes  firil : 
So  from  my  lord  his  pafTion  broke» 
He  f— d  firfty  and  then  he  fpoke* 

The  ladies  vamih  in  the  fmotfaei^ 
«.To  confer  notes  with  one  another; 
And  new  they  all  agreed  to  name 
Whom  each-one  thought  the  happy  dame. 
<^oth  Neal,  whate'er  the  reft  may  tliink^ 
I'm  fnre  'twas  I,  that  fmelt  the  ftink. 
You  fmcll  the  ftink  !  by  G— ,  you  lye, 
•Q^oth  Rofs,  for  1  'U  be  fworn  'twas  I. 
Ladies,  quoth  Lcvens,  pray  forbear  : 
Let 's  not  fall  out ;  we  all  had  {hare. 
And,  by  the  mod  I  can  difcover. 
My  lord  *s  an  univerfal  lover. 

THE     DESCRIPTION 

O  F 

A       SALAMANDER.     1706. 
Pliny,  Nat.  Hill.  lib.  x.  c.  67.  lib.  xxix.  c.  4. 

A  S  maftiff  dogs  in  modern  phnrfc  are 
■^^  Call'd  Porapcy,  Scipio,  and  Carfar; 
As  pves  and  daws  are  often  ftyl'd 
With  Chriftian  nick  names,  like  a  child  | 
Vot.  L  D  As 
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TilJ  the  fun  clears  the  air;  and  then 
Cnwls  back  n^IeAed  to  his  den. 

Soy  when  the  fi'ar  has  rais'd  a  ftom, 
I  've  feen  a  Snake  in  human  fbnD« 
All  ftain'd  ^ith  infamy  and  rice. 
Leap  from  the  dunghill  in  a  trice, 
Bumiih,  and  make  a  eaudy  fbour. 
Become  a  general,  peer,  and  beau. 
Till  peace  has  made  the  iky  ferene  $ 
Then  fhnnk  into  its  hole  again. 
•*  All  this  we  erant — ^why  then  look  yonder* 
**  Sure  that  muit  be  a  Salamander !" 

Farther,  we  are  by  Pliny  told. 
This  Serpent  is  extremely  cold  ; 
So  cold,  that,  put  it  in  the  fire, 
•Twill  make  the  very  flames  expire  : 
Befules,  it  fp'jcs  a  filthy  froth 
(Whether  through  rage  or  luft,  or  botli^ 
Of  maitcr  purulent  and  white, 
Which,  hapnenin<T  on  the  fkin  to  light. 
And  there  corrupting  to  a  wound, 
Spreads  Icprofy  and  baldnefs  round. 

So  have  I  feen  a  battered  beau, 
By  age  and  claps  grown  cold  as  fnow. 
Whole  breath  or  touch,  wliere-cer  he  came. 
Blew  out  love's  torch,  or  chill'd  riic  f.amc  : 
And  (hould  fomc  nymph,  v^ho  ne'er  was  cruel. 
Like  Charlton  cheap,  or  fam'd  Du-Ruci, 
Receive  the  f.lth  which  he  cji.6\?, 
She  foon  would  find  the  fame  etfc^s 
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Her  tainted  carcafe  to  purfue. 

As  from  the  Salamander's  fpue ; 

A  difmal  ihedding  of  her  locks. 

And,  if  no  leprofy,  a  pox. 

^*  Then  1  *ll  appeal  to  each  by-ftandcr, 

'*  If  this  be  not  a  Salamander  ?'* 

TO     THE 

EARL     OF     PETERBOROW, 

Who  commanded  the  British  forces  in  Spain. 

Ti^ORDANTO  fills  the  trump  of  fame, 
-^^-^  The  Chriftian  worlds  his  deeds  proclaim^ 
And  prints  are  crouded  with  his  name. 

In  journies  he  outrides  the  poft, 
Sits  up  till  midnight  with  his  hoft. 
Talks  politics,  and  gives  the  toaft. 

Knows  every  prince  in  Europe's  fac^. 
Flies  like  a  fquib  from  place  to  placci 
And  travels  not,  but  runs  a  race. 

From  Paris  ga?«ttc  *-la-niain. 
This  day  arriv'd,  without  hi«  train, 
Mordanto  in  a  we^k  froqf)  Spain. 

A  meflenger  comes  all  a-rcek 
Mordanto  at  Madrid  to  feek  ; 
He  left  the  town  above  t  week. 

^ext  day  the  poftboy  winds  his  horrf. 
And  rides  through  Dover  in  the  morn : 
Mordanto 's  landed  from  Leghorn. 

Mordant* 
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Mordanto  gallops  on  alone. 
The  roads  are  with  her  followers  fbown. 
Tills  breaks  a  girth,  and  that  a  bone; 

His  body  tf^^t  as  his  mind, 
Returning  found  in  limb  and  wmd. 
Except  fome  leather  loft  behind* 

A  ikeleton  in  outward  figure, 
His  mes^re  corpfe,  tliough  full  of  yigouF, 
Would  halt  behind  him,  were  it  bigger. 

So  woDderfut  lus  expedition. 
When  you  have  not  the  leaft  fufptcion> 
He 's  with  you  like  an  apparition. 

Shines  in  all  climates  like  a  flat  i 
In  fenates  bold,  and  fierce  in  war  ', 
A  land  commander,  and  a  tar  : 

Heroic  a^^ions  early  bred  in, 
Jit'ci  to  be  match'd  in  modern  reading. 
But  by  his  nsnne-fake  Charles  of  Sweden* 

ON     THE     UNION. 

THE  queen  has  lately  loft  a  part 
Of  her  ENTifcELY-ENGLisH  •  hearty 
For  want  of  which,  by  way  of  botch, 
She  piec'd  it  up  again  with  SCOTCH, 
Bleft  revolution  !  which  creates- 
Divided  hearts,  united  ftates  ! 

♦  The  motto  oa  queen  Anne's  coronation  mcdaL 
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See  how  the  double  nation  lies  t 

Like  a  rich  coat  with  fkirts  of  frize  r 

As  if  a  man,  in  making  pofies. 

Should  bundle  thi(Ues  up  with  roTes. 

Who  cter  yet  a  union  faw 

Of  kingdoms  without  faith  or  law  ? 

Henceforward  let  no  ftatefman  dare 

A  kingdom  .to  a  fliip  compare  ; 

Left  he  ihould  call  our  commonweal 

A  veflel  with  a  double  keel : 

Which,  juft  like  ours,  new  rigg'd  and  mana'<i^ 

And  got  about  a  league  from  land^ 

By  change  of  wind  to  leeward  fide. 

The  pilot  knew  not  how  to  guide* 

So  tolling  fa6lLon  will  o'erwhelm 

Our  crazy  double*bouom'd  realsu 

ON      MRS,    BIDDY      F  L  O  Y  U. 

Or,  the  Receipt  to  form  a  Beauty  *. 

TTTHEN  Cupid  did  his  grandiire  Jove  inrreat 
^  ^     To  form  fome  Beauty  by  a  new  receipt, 
Jove  fent,  and  found  far  in  a  country-fcene 
Truth,  innocence,  good-nature,  look  fcrenc  t 
From  which  ingredients  firft  the  dextrous  boy 
Pick'd  the  demure,  tlie  awkward,  and  the  coy* 

*  An  elegant  Latin  verfion  of  this  little  poem  h  \a 
the  fixth  volume  of  Dryden's  Miicelkmie»»^ 

Tht 
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The  Graces  £rom  the  court  did  next  provide 
Breedings  and  wit,  and  air,  and  decent  pride : 
Thefe  Venus  cleans  from  every  ipurious  grain 
Of  nice,  coquet,  afifeded,  pert,  and  vain. 
Jove  mix'd  up  all,  and  his  beft  clay  employed ; 
Then  call'd  the  happy  .Compofition  Flqjfd. 


APOLLO      OUTWITTED. 

To  the  HoDoumble  Mrs.  Finch,  afterwards Countcfs  of 
WiHCHELSEA,  Under  her  name  of  Ardelia.  ' 

'pHOEBUS,  now  ihortentng  every  (hade, 
^       Up  to  the  northern  trppic  came. 
And  thence  beheld  a  lovely  maid. 
Attending  on  a  royal  dame. 

The  god  laid  down  his  feeble  rays. 

Then  Hghted  from  his  glittering  coach ; 

But  fenc'd  his  head  with  his  own  bays, 
Before  he  durft  the  nymph  approacli. 

Under  thofc  facrcd  leaves,  fccure 
From  common  lightning  of  tlie  (klcs. 

He. fondly  thought  he  might  endure 
The  flalhes  of  Ardelia's  eyes. 

Tlie  nymph,  who  oft  had  read  in  books 
Of  that  bright  god  wlunn  barub  invoke. 

Soon  knew  A|X)IIo  bv  his  looks, 
And  gucfs'd  his  bufmefs  ere  he  fpoke. 

D  4  He, 
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He,  in  the  old  cekflial  cant, 
Confcfs*d  hfs  ftamet  and  f\vore  by  Sty»,. 

Whatc'er  (he  would  dfefire,  to  grant- 
But  wife  Ardelia  knew  his^  tricks. 

t)vid  had  warn'd  her,  to  beware 

Of  ftrolling  gods,  whofc  uAial  trade  Is^ 

"Under  pretence  of  taking  air> 
To  pick  up  fublunary  ladies. 

However,  fhe  gave  no  flat  denial,. 

As  having  malice  in  lier  heart ;. 
And  was  rcfolv'd  upon  a  trial. 

To  cheat  the  god  in  his  own  art. 

Hear  ray  requcft,  the  virgin  faid ; 

Let  which  I  pleafe  of  all  the  Nins 
Attend,  whene'er  I  want 'their  aid^ 

Obey  my  call,  and  only  mitie. 

By  vow  obliged,  by  paflion  led. 

The  god  could  not  refufc  her  prayer : 

He  wav'd  hk  wreath  thrke  o'er  her  head^ 
Thrice  mutter'd  fomcthlng  ta  the  aijc. 

And  now  he  thought  to  feize  his  due  : 

But  fhe  the  charm  already  tried. 
Thalia  heard  the  call,  and  flew 

To  wait  at  bright  Ardelia's  fide* 

On  fight  of  this  celeftial  prudt^ 

Apollo  thought  it  vain  to  (lay; 
Kor  in  her  prefence  durft  be  rude  j 

But  made  liis  leg,  and  went  away. 

He 
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He  hop'd  to  find  fome  luckf  houTy 
When  on  their  Q^een  the  Mfifc«  wail  x 

But  Pallts  owns  Ardelia's  poweri 
For  vows  divine  are  Kepi  by  Fate. 

Then,  full  of  rage,  Apollo  fpoke*: 

Deceitful  Nymph  !  I  fee  thy  art;- 
Andy  though  I  can*t  my  gift  revoke,. 

I  '11  difappoint  its  nobler  part. 

Let  flubbom  pride  poflefs  thee  k>ng». 

And  be  thou  negligent  of  fame  s . 
With  every  Mufe  to  grace  thy  fong,. 

May'ft  thou  defpife  a  poet'&  name  I 

Of  modeft  poets  thou  be  firft  j 

To  fileflt  ihadca  repeat  thy  verfe^. 
Till  Fame  and  Echo  almoft  biirft,. 

Yet  hardly  dare  one  line  rebeacfe* 

And  laft,  my  vengeance  to  complete, 

May'ft  thou  defcend  to  take  renown, 
Prcvail'd  on  by  the  thing  you  hare, 

A  Whig  !  and  one  thas  wears  a  gown  ! ' 

VAN  B  RUG  H*S      HO  U  S  E^ 
Boik  from  the  Ruins  of  Whitehall,  1706*;. 
T  N  times  of  old^  when  time  Wisyoun^, 
•*•  And  poets  their  own  vcrfes  ftmg, 
A  vcrfe  would  draw  a  ftone  or  beam,. 
That  now  would  over-load  a  team  j 

I  ♦Sec  the  note,  p.  46. 
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Lead  them  2  dance  of  iboov  a.  miie. 
Then  rear  them  ta  a  gocMUy  pile. 
Each  number  had  its  dii&renr  puwm  : 
Heroic  flrains  could  built  a-tosver; 
Sonnets,  or  Ele^es  to.  Ctioris^ 
Might  raife  a  houte  about  nva  flories ; 
A  Lyric  Ode  vpould  {late ,  3  'Zitdk 
Would  cile  j  an  Ri^grsm  vvouid  rhjKclu 
But,  to  chetr  own:  .^r  landlord' >  cotlv 
Now  poets  fieel  this  arris  !oih 
Not  one  of  all  our  runetui  rhmn^ 
Can  ndfc  a  loA^v^JbnfJm^: 
Pot  Joive  confidcr**  \¥ril  -he  caic; 
Obfenr'd  rhew  ^tbw  a  munemus  racer 
And,  fhouid  rhey  butid  as  ratV  a^mrimi, 
Tvpould  ruin  undertakers  quite;. 
THit  evil  thewiwy  00  prerentv 
He  wiiely  chan^d  their  elemcnr  : 
On  earth  the  ^  of  \p»kh  was  mad* 
Sole  patron  of  the  ;>uildinff  aade  , 
Leavin$|^  the  wk^^  the  '^oscums.  air. 
With  lic<mce  ro  huud  c.yH^r  rbtxc  t 
A»^9  'ri:>  (U>nceii»'i,  ^heic  old  pseznKS 
To  Tor!^  \x\  %Ar:.rz.\  ^>aies  from  rhrnce. 

Fremiti  n^  rhun,  at  raodcm  way-. 
The  bctrcr  aaif  «.'<t  ba'^c  c:  fay  r 
9us^^  Vfufie,  Che  home  of  pnec  Van 
In  hi-o^hcr  fTti..,<t  rhaa  gpe  ncean- 

V'«.-,  (rV»r  >U  fit  cjae  rrrarUrr  kixw  k) 
Is  ix>rh  a  ^iCCiid  iod  a  poec^ 
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No  wonder  then  if  ntcdy  ikiir^ 
In  both  capacities  to  build. 
As  herald,  he  can  in  a  day 
Repur  a  bwfi  gone  to  decay  r 
Or,  by  atcbiiV^miMt,  armsy  thvia^ 
'EttSi  a  new-,  one  in  a  trice ; 
Andy  8S  a  poet,  he  has  flLili 
To  build  in  fpeculaition  fltU. 
Great  Jove }  he  cry'd,  the  art  refbre 
To  build  by  Terfeas  heretofore. 
And  make  my  Mufe  the  archite^bf 
What  palaces  ihall  we  ere£^  1        . 
No  longer  ihall  forfaken  Thames 
Lament  his  old  Whitehall  in  flames;. 
A  pile  ihall  from  its  aihes  life^i 
Fit  to  invade  or  prop  the  ikies. 

Jove  fmil'dy  and,  like  a  gentle  god, 
Confenting  with  the  ufual  nod, 
Told  Van,  he  knew  his  talent  bcfl, 
And  left  the  choice  to  his  own  breafU 
So  Van  refolv'd  to  write  a  farce  j 
But,  well  perceiving  wit  was  fcarcc,. 
With  cunning  that  defeft  fupplies  r 
Takes  a  French  play  as  lawful  prize ; 
Steals  thence  his  plot  and  every  joke. 
Not  once  fufpe6Hng  Jove  would  yiwflifrp 
And  (like  a  wag  fct  down  to  write) 
Would  whifper  to  himfelf,  a  bite. 
Then,  from  tliis  motley,  mingled  %le. 
Proceeded  ca  creft  his  pile. 

Sp 
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So  men  of  old,  to  g^iin  renown,  did 
Build  Babel  with  their  tongues  coiiSrandtd, 
Jove  faw  the  cheaty  but  thought  k  btft 
To  turn  the  matter  to  a  jeft  t 
Down  from  CM3rmpiis'  top  he  flides,         ^ 
Laughing  as  if  he  'd  burft  his  fide^r- 
Ay,  thought  the  God,  are  thcfe  your  iricks  ? 
Why  then  oldphjfs  deferve  oidMeksi 
And,  fince  you're  fporing  of  your  ftuff, 
Your  building  &all  be  fmaO  cnoBgh* 
He  fpake,  and,  grvdgiiig^  lent  his  aid  : 
Th'  experienced  bricks,  that  knew  dietr  tiadr 
(As  being  bricks  at  fceond*k4iid), 
^ovr  move,  and  now  in  order  fbmd. 
The  building,  as  the  poet  writy 

Rofe  in  proportion  to  his  wit : 

And  Hrft  the  prologue  built  a  wall 

So  wide  as  to  encompa^  alt. 

The  fcene,  a  wodd^  pioduc'd  no  more 

Than  a  few  fcrubby  trees  before. 

The  plot  as  yet  lay  deep;  and  fb 

A  cellar  next  was  dug  below  r 

But  this  a  work  fo  hajrd  was  founds 

Two  a6l:s  it  coft  him  under  ground* 

Two  other  aftsy  we  may  prefume. 

Were  fpent  in  building  each  a  nxNft; 

Thus  far  advanc'd,  he  made  a.  Ihifo 

To  raife  a  roof  with  aft  the  fifth. 

The  epilogue  behind  did  frame       v 

A  place  not  decent  hesc  to  aame^ 

Now 
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Now  poets  from  all  qnaiten  ran 
To  fee  the  hoofe  of  hrotber  Vaa ; 
Look*d  lugh  and  low,  walk'd  often  unumI  i 
But  no  fiich  boufe  was  to  bo  found. 
One  aiks  the  wacennen  hard-W, 
^  Where  may  the  poet's  palace  Ik  ?** 
Another  of  the  Thames  inquirts. 
If  he  has  feen  its  gilded  fpires  ? 
At  length  thay  in  the  rubbiih  fpy 
A  thing  refcmbHng  a  gooTe-pye. 
Thither  in  hafte  the  poets  throng. 
And  gaze  in  fiknt  wonder  loQg» 
Till  one  in  raptures  thus  began 
To  praife  the  pile  and  builder  Van. 

Thrice  happy  poet !  who  may'ft  trail 
THiy  houfe  about  thee  like  a  (nail : 
Or,  hamefs'd  to  a  nag,  at  eafe 
Take  journeys  in  it  like  a  chaife ; 
Or  in  a  boat,  whene'er  dwu  wilt, 
Canft  make  it  fcnre  thee  for  a  tilt ! 
Capacious  houie  !  'tis  ownM  by  all 
Thou  'ft  well  contriY*d,  though  thou  art  fmall  r 
For  every  wit  in  Britain's  ii!e 
May  lodge  within  thy  fpacions  pile. 
Like  Bacchus  thou,  as  poets  feign, 
Tliy  mother  burnt,  an  bom  again. 
Bom  like  a  phoniix  from  the  flame ; 
But  neither  haJk  aorjk^  the  fame  1 
As  animals  of  largcft  kat 
Corrupt  to  maggots^  worms,  and  flics ; 

Atypr 


ft  «W1  FT*S      POEMS. 

A  type  of  modem  wit  wd  ilyle 
The  rubbijb  of  an  anciifttpiU. 
So  chemids  boaft  they  have  a  power 
From  the  dead  aihe^  of  a  flower. 
Some  faint  refemblance  to  produce^ 
But  not  the  virtue,  tafte,  or  juice. 
So  modern  rhymers  wifely  blaft 
The  poetry  of  ages  paft ; 
Which  after  tliey  have  overthrown. 
They  from  its  ruin$  build  their  own. 

THE     HISTORY    OF 
VANBRUGH^S    HOUSE*. 

TXT  rfE N  mother  Clud  had  rofe  from  play 
^  ^     And  call*d  to  take  the  cards  away, 
Van  faw,  but  feem*d  not  to  regard. 
How  Mifs  picked  every  painted  card. 
And,  bufy  both  with  hand  and  eye. 
Soon  rear'd  a  houfe  two  Aories  high. 
Van's  gieniusy  without  tliought  or  lefture, 
is  liugely  turn'd  to  arcLiteSiure : 
He  view'd  the  edifice,  and  fmiFd, 
Vow'd  it  was  pretty  for  a  child  : 
It  was  fo  perfeft  in  its  kind. 
He  kept  the  model  in  lus  mind. 

*  Dr.  Swift  made  Sir  John  Vanbtugh  ample  amends 
for  the  pointed  raillery  of  this  and  the  preceding  poem, 
in  the  Preface  to  his  Mifcellaniesi  lya?. 

t  But, 
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vB  But,  wlien  he  found  the  boys  at  play^ 

1  '  And  Yaw  them  dabbling  in  thiir  clay, 

i  He  flood  behind  a  (lall  to  lurk, 

?  And  mark  the  progrefs  of  their  work  ; 

With  true  de'ighr  nbfeiv'd  them  all 
Raking  up  mtid  to  b  liM  a  wall. 
I  The  plan  he  much  admir'd,  and  took 

The  model  in  his  table-book ; 
Thought  himfelf  now  cxa£^ly  (kill'd^ 
And  fo  refolvM  a  bouff  to  build ; 
A  real  boufey  with  rooms,  zn^  flair s^ 
Five  times  at  Icaft  as  big  as  tfieirs ; 
Taller  than  Mifi's  by  two  yards  j 
Not  a  (ham  thing  of  clay  or  cards  : 
And  fo  he  did  ;  for,  in  a  while. 
He  built  up  fuch  a  monflrous  pile. 
That  no  two  cliaiimen  could  be  found 
Able  to  lift  it  fiom  the  ground. 
Still  at  Whitehall  it  ilands  in  view, 
Jufl  in  the  place  where  firfi  it  grtw : 
\  There  all  the  little  fcLool-boys  run. 

Envying  to  fee  tliemfelves  out-done. 

From  fuch  deep  rudiments  ai  tlicfe. 
Van  is  become  by  due  degrees 
For  building  fam'd,  and  juftly  reckoned. 
At  court,  Vitruvius  ihtfecond: 
No  wonder,  fince  wife  authors  (bow. 
That  bffl  fcuudaiiotts  mu(l  be  Una : 
And  now  tlic  Duke  has  wifely  u'en  him 
To^be  his  arthiteS  at  Blei^bcim* 


\ 


\ 


Boi 


10  SWIPT^S      POEMf. 

8u%  raillcff  fofMoee  aparr. 
If  rhis  rule  holds  in  eftry  a»t ;  ' 

'Or  if  his  Grace  were  se  more  ikillM  in  ** 
The  art  of  bictering  walls  dun  hmlJ&a^* 
We  mi  gilt  evpedr  to  fee  nnt  year 


BifUCIS    AND    PHILEMON. 

On  the  cvf  r-Iamcntcd  Lofs  of  the  Two  Tew-ckeb 
in  the  fariih  of  Chikhome,  Somerfe. .  1708. 

Imitatcti  from  the  Eighth  Bode  of  C/kv^ 

^  N  uncicnt  time^t,  «  ftory  tclk,  * 

'*  The  faints  wodld  often  leave  tii^celky  ' 
And  Aroll  ahom,  but  kidc  their  qiu£lf» 
To  try  frofyd  people's  hofpitafity.  ^'^ 

Tt  ]t»pfef»'d  on  a  wiirter«fi]ghB»  *  *  j 

A<;  authors  of  the  kgend  write;  .-^ 

Two  hrmhcr-hcfmitt,  fainfs  by  tiBJky 
Taking  tlicir  totfr  in  mafqnerade, 
Difguis'cl  in  tattcr*d  habitSy  went  * 
To  a  fmall  village  down  in  Keat ;  i^ 

Where,  tn  the  ftroHen'  canring  ihiuoy 
They  1>cgg'd  from  door  to  door  in  vaiir» 
Tried  every  tone  might  pity  win  j 
But  not  a  foul  would  let  them  in« 

Our  wandering  faintSi  in  wofiil  ilatc^  i $ 

Treated  at  tliii  ungodly  rate, 
¥  Having 


^J^iTcft    A«»    PHILXMON.    4f 

JitTitt  through  all  the  YiUafe  pait^ 

To  a Imalljcottige  ^me  It  laft ! 
\   VrhertAdwelt  1  good  old  koQeft  ye*nuiiH  * 

-  6all*aiathe  neighbourhood  Philein<y;  •• 

IVho  kmdly  did  chefe  faiats  idHtfS 

on  his  poor  Imt  to  pafs  the  night | 
f  And  then  the  hofpitable  (ire 

Bid  goody  Ikdds  mend  the^fire ;  ^ 

While  he  from  out  the  chimney  todk  15 

^  *  JV  ^tch  of  bacon  off  the  hook. 

And  freeI]^fro«  thrftttcft  fide  # 

rCut  H:  Urge  dices  to  tt  fryM ;    - 

Theft  flu^pM  afide  to  fetch  thorn  dikJkf  ^  - 

Fiim  aHar^  jug  up  to  tlie  brink,  30 

Aiftl  faw  ^t  faidy  twice  go  |bund ;    .  r 
;   yct'(what  isVonderfuT!)  th^  found, 

^yi-as  ilill  rcpUnilh'd  to  the  top, 

/&  it  thev  ne'er  had  touched  a  drop. 

The  good  old  couple  were  amazM,  35 

And  obfiti  oi^cach  other  eaz'd  ;    • 

For  both  were  frightenM  to  ilic  Iwart, 

And  juft  began  to  cry,  —  What  aft  ? 

Tlien  foftly  tunt'd  afide  to  view 
^  Whether  the  lights  were  burning  blue.  40 

The  gentle  piigrimsy  foon  aware  on't, 

Told  them  their  calling,  and  their  'errand  : 

Good  folks,  you  nec<l  not  Ik  afraid, 

Wc  are  but  faints^  the  hermits  faid  j 

No  hurt  Ihall  come  to  you  or  yours  :  45 

But  for  that  pack  of  diurlifli  boors. 
Vol.  I.  £  Not 


S  WI  F  T'S      P  OE  »t^    *        , 

Not  fit  ro  live  on  Cl^fiian  grouiuly  JJ,    't 

'J'liwV  and  rlicir  huufi.s  ilfcU  ho.  cirown'iU 
VVhilft  you  fhall  lee  your  cottage  rife,       ^  ,    *  , 
And  grow  a  church  before  your  eyes.  *       ^ 

They  fcarcc  had 'f poke,  when  fair  andibfc 
The  roof  began  to  mount  alcrft ;  ^" 

Aloft  rofe  every  l)eam  and  rafter;  *; 

The  heavy  wall  climb'd  (lowly  aftB^,  ^  ^    ^ 

'Iiic  chimney  widened,  and  grew  liigKbr^         55 
llecame  a  llceple  with  a  fpire.  , 

TIk:  ketdi  to  tlie  top  was  hoid^  '■ 
And  there,  i^o^  faftcn'd  I9  a  j«ft,  fc*   . 

But  wikli  the  «piidc  down,  to  ihow         j^  r   .    i 
lu  inclination  for  below  :  '       ^^    #a 

In  vain  ;   fqjj  a  fuperlfr  force         ^         .         *  ' 
ApplvM  at  bottoindftops  ice  courfe?«^  ^ 

DooniM  ever  in  fufpei^e  to  dwell,       ^, 
Tis  now  no  kettle,  but  a  bell.  ^^ 

A  wooilen  jack,  which  had  alolbfl  ,  l^j 

Loft  by  difufc  ^he  art  to  roaft,  >.         "**»«*  '^ 
A  fuvldea  alteration  feels,       »   .    * 
Increa^'d  by  new  inteftinc  wheels ; ' 
And,  what  exalts  ihc  wonder  mom^ 
The  number  made  U^e  motion  flower.  7< 

The  flier,  thougli  \  had  leaden  feet,  * 

L  Turn'd  round  fo  quick,  you  fcarcc  could  fee  'c  s  • 

;  Bur,  flacken'd  by  fomc  fecret  power, 

j  Now  hi^^lv  mo^s  an  inch  an  hour. 

I  The  jack  and  chimney,  near  ally'd,  7j 

Had  never  left  each  otlicr\  fide  : 
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'     The  cUpipey  to  I'ileeple  grown, 

l^hMick-would  no^  left  alone; 

Bnty  mp  againft  the  fteeplc  rcar'd, 

■     Becaiitfa^lock,  tnd  ftill  adhcr'd;  S« 

^ntf-fiill  its  Jbve  to  houfliold- cares, 

^    By  a  (hrill  voice  ac  door,  declares, 
t  ^  ■ 

^IVarniz^g  cbe  cook -maid  tgc  to  burn 

That  roaf^eatf  which  it  cannot  turn.    * 

*     Tlie  gsoaning-chair  began  to  crawl,    **  £  ^ 

LU^e^a^hUge  fnaii^  'along  the  wall ;        '       *    ' 

^*  There  ftuck  aloft  in  pablitVicw', 

An^,  wlt^  fmall  cMnge,  a  pul|nc  grew. 

The  gprring^,  that  in^  row     .     ^     ^ 
Hunf  ^ighf  ^andmade  ^'glitterijig  fiiow,  90 

'  T6  a  lefs  noble  RlkMlance  changed. 
Were  n6v  but  leathern  buckets' rang'd. 

Xhe  liallsick,  pafled  on  tlie  warll. 
Of  Joan  of  Firmcc,  and  £nglii6  Moll, 
;  Kpir  RofaniQDti,  and  Robin  Hood,  9: 

T[\t  Little  Childya  in  the  Wood, 
Now  fccm'd  to  lodk*bundance  bettar, 
Improved  in  pi^urt,  fize,  and  lettei:; 
And,  high  in  orclcr  plac'd,  dfefciillc 
Tilt  hcraldr)-  ot  every  tribe  *.•  lOo 

A  bcdftead  of  the  antique  mode, 
Compa^  of.tim'ocr  many  a  load. 
Such  a^  uur  anceAors  did  ufe, 
Wa^  mcumoiphos'd  into  jxiws  j  t  ^ 

*  The  trilxrs  of  Ifracl  arc  fomctimcs  diftinguiflicd  in 

t^-:atry  churchci  by  tlic  cnfigns  given  totliem  bv  Jacob. 

E  2       .,  '  Which 


■ . '  ^'y-  ■   -  ^  *  K 

Old  Gtftdman  Dot>fon  of  tHfc^en  jt^      • 

Renf  mbetffhe  the  frees  hasten  \  ^       .\,        ,^ 
"he'^ll  talk  of  them  fitim  rioon  till  ni^C|f    ^  '     ^  \  * 
'  And  goes  witlv folks  t^  flicw  thd  ^^f^  w     *' 
On  Sundays,  after  eycnftg-jirityer,  f^    -       -<         ^  ' 
He  gathei»alft|te  parifhrijiBrc^       '        ^     ^i^O  • 
Riints  out  the  plac||of  citfler  y^w  j      ^     *     '       ^ 
*    Here  B^jicl^^here  PMl^on'gr|W  :  <-       '|f       «  ■  ^ 
Tilftonce*  parfon  of  our  town,  ,     ^^ 

To  mend  his  ba|4ip' cut  Bauds  down^^    ^^ 
At  which 'tis  hard  to  be  beiiev'd  ,         rf*75 

^^      Howhiu^  the  othef^ree  was  grie4|d,„  1^ 

<^rew  fcrubbedy  dy*d  a-topr>y^  fhi^ted  ft''  ,^^ 

So  the  next  parifon  ftubb'd  and  byrnt  it.    ^  ^  > 

E  L        ^  E     J^G    ^'     Y%^V 

p%  li^e  Vuppofed  Death, of  ^AifTiLjD^G^,^ 

*         '*  tt"(5Almai»ck-A^r.  ^1708^  **»\»  '*    - 
.     .        .       ^.  *  v^    ,^ 

TT7  J^L L  J  ^ls  <fe  BickerftafF  has  guefs'*        ^ 
*  ^  ^    Though  we'  all'  too^  it  for  a  jelt : '        *  .    ft 
Partridge  is  dea#j  nay  more,  he  dy*d    '  *'•• 

Ere  he, could  prove  the  gooJf  'fqui|e*ly'd^  M' 

Sjtrange,  an  aftrologer  Ihould  ^iq      .      .     *      ^ 
^         Without  TSne  wonder  it  the  fkf  I       » >   ^    *        •  ^  ^  , 
Not  one  of  «11  his  crony  ftars         ^        ^     ^"  * 
To  pay  their  duty  af  hi%.hcarfSr  ^^       ♦#• 

No  meteor,  no  cclipfe  applar'd  t  * 

Ko  comet  with  a  flaming  heard !     ' 

,    ,     -  •       ,     -The 

•»  *       .   ♦ 


•  ELEGY    ON    PAETRIDGE.       js 

*  -- 

The  furx  has  rofc,  and  gone  to  bed, 
Jj|ft  as  if  Partridge  were  not  dead ; 
Nor  Rid  hiinfclf  behind  the  moon 
To  make  a  dreidful  night  at  noon. 
He  at  lift  ||ri6<ls  ^alks  through  Arics^ 

•  J^Iowe'er  our  eartJ^ly'Viotion  farics  f 
A^  t#icf  a  year  Tie  ^^i  cut  ih*  equator, 
Jk  i^  thctt  had  been  no  fuch  matter. 

*  ^  Some  wits  hi^e  wonder'd  what  analogy" 
^  Thcr»  is  'twixt  *  eobling  and  afirohgy ; 
*How  Partridgb  ma^e  his.#///Vi  rife 

Ffom  ^'fioe-fole  to  reach  tlib  Ikies. 
^  *  A'^ljft  tj^  coblcr's  temples  ties,  • 

^To  keep  the  hair  out  of  his  eyes ; 
Trom'  wht-ncc'-^is  plain,  the  diadem  • 

Tliat  ptir.ceb  wear  derives  from  them  : 

And  therefore  croiv/is  arc  no^v-a-davi 
'  .1- 

.    AtlornM  \Mt\\  roIJcf/JIc^rs  a.ul  rays-, 

Wf\t\zh  •,)].iinly  Ihews  the  near  alliance 

*T\vi:;r  ccblitig  and  i\\ii  planets  fciejice, 

BcHdcb,  thut  llo.v-pacM  fisjn  13()6;:cs, 

A:  I!-.  niifcaflM,  \vj  !:no\v  rot  uho  'tis  : 

•  Djc  raitiitii!:cq'idcJ  nil  dlfpurcs  j 

He  knew  his  trade,  and  1^:11* J  it  f  hootj, 

-The  horned  moon^  whicii  hqjvtolbrc 
I'poa  th^ir  fluK-s  the  Rc/ir.r.ns  wore, 
Wh^fc  '.vii'icncfs  ]:cpt  their  iocs  from  corr.s, 
Ai'd  wliciice  wc  (i\-\\\^K)\\x  jhjeiiig-hornSy 

g    *  Tanri/dije  was  a  coblcT.        f^  Sec  his  aimnnack. 


Showrs  how 't.fe*iinjt  of  ,<:«i//;i^  bears      ^  ^       *< 

A  near  refcmblanc^o  i^t/pberes.  . 

A  fcrap  of  purihmtnt  h^ng  by  geoilktrj^e*.^     '  ^ 

^  (A  great  refinement  in  karomi^) 
Cjan,  like  the  flSrs,  foretd  thf  wlfttherj:  ,,"    ''        .    ^  * 
AfiU^what  i^/tfrffcv^^/ elfji«but  i^^^  ?  ^   */'     # 

Which  an  aftrol^cr  migjkt  u*    '     -     i||-    ^-  ♦ 

Either  for  alftanacis  or^kes,  «  Hf      ^    - 

■   Thus  PaitnT!ge  by  his  ^t  ai^  pA    '*  ^   '%*  ..     '  . 
At  once  did  pra£bifc  bpth  thcfe,arts*:  '        ** 

And  as.  the  boding  owl  (or  igthei^        *     .       *'^         ^ 
The  bar,  bccaufc  her  jSFings  are  Uatbsr)^  ft^ 

Steals  from  her  private  cell  by  «ight,^     ♦       *         A 
And  flies  about  the  can<ye-4ight  j       ^  »    Sfe     ' 

So  l^med  PartHd^  could  as  wqJJ'        *  i*  '      •  *^ 

treap  in  the  dark  from  leaiherri  jpll,      ,;.^  ^     * 

And  in  his  ftinc^  fly  as  far  ^.  •  '     ^      * 

To  peep  upon  a  twinWing  liar,      'j*  "•  *  t 

Bcfides,  he  could  confounc}  the ^^^^/^>»**    *    .«• 
And  fct  the/^»*/i  by  thoJcars^  ^  "^       %  %  "^ 

To  Ihew  Ms  Ikill,  ^%  Mars  colild  join  , 

To  Venus  in  affeSl  maltgii\  #    ^      .^  *  %   ^ 

Then  call  in  Mercury^for  aid,  *  'J^  *  a 

An^  cure  the  wounds  that  Ventfs  madc^  ♦*'*T^ 

Great  fcholars  have  i^i  J(«uciaa  read,^        •  C  A  ^ 

^  When  Philip  king^of  Greece  was  doa^L  •    ■»  *  *     ^  • 
Hisyo«/ and ^V// (Hd  divide,  '^    -  *       , 

•  And  each  part  took  a  diff^nt  (ide ;  ,  'a 

Onerofe  afti#;  the  Other  fell  «  j^  ,  • 

Beneath,  and  jpended  (hoes  iivhell.  \         \'  % 

*  ^      fc    \hus        « 


-•.  •    '.^  ■*  .  ■' 
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^    Thus  Partridge  Aill  ihi|}es  ia  cich  irt. 

The  coUing  ind/tar-gazm/psat,  •    *'         '  ^ 

.  ^^  is  in(bll'<I  as  good  &  ^ 
As  any  of  the  CseTars^ve. 

Trinmphanc  ftar !  fome  pity  (how  « 

^  rp^/Irrj  militant  below,  ^.^  «4 

••     Whom  roguifh  boys  in  flbrmy  nights  h 

^.  Tonncnt  by  piflTing  ouMlieir  lightip  t 

i>r4hrougftjr6hink  convey  tneirTrndkc 
^xic\o%\d^ttficers  to  choke. 
*  'r|y)Uy  high  exalted  \h  tljy  fphcre, 
•  ^May'ft  follow  ftill  tfiy  calling  there. 

Tp,tbce  the  Bull  "will  lend  his  bide^  *         i  * 
,'By^ha^us  newly  tarin'd  and  dry'd  : 
Ibr  thee  they  Argo's  hulk  will  lax, 
4       And  fcrapc  her  pitchy  (ides  for  ivax  .• 
Then  Ariadne^kindly  lends 
ficr  braiiled  hair  to  make  thee  ends  ; 
^       T^c  points  of  Sagittarius'  dart 
Turns  ro  an  aiui  by  heavcoly  artj 
And  Vulcan,  wheedled  by  his  wife^ 
1       Will  forge  for  thee  vl  paring- knife. 
For  want  of  room  by  Virgo'fr  fide, 
.    She  '11  llrain  a  point,  and  fet  adride^ 
To  take  thcc  kindly  in  bet^ween^ 
And  tiled  i\\Lf.gns  will  be  thirteen*  ^ 

'  THE      EPITAPH.  / 

HERE,  five  fcct  deep,  lies  on  liis  back 
A  cobUr,  fmrmonger,  and  quack  i 


t-JT  J 


A  vjicr  '•?;«!  ,tefcrji.y-.->  %*:.  parish 


.'nr'  •^.'jf/:  v»  -ii-i  ifc  u^  j 


•I 


.'  v.  ,v,    .'.vwii*  ^;«r  :**■  -.2:.' ITS  Jbsdw^- 

■.•r.i.i    ".!..  '.nr  :;*':'» ar.:  ^_  vi  cxhr, 

-..  .#.  C /; :  < .  ,<,»*/:  .. . f ;  '.aulii*-*^  ^ ' ' ,  _ 

/•.  .-.  -A  '...::  H.',i.v  .: .  »;  ra;  H 

';  i  itr,'»  im  ^/.L.f  .«  Mir;  ir,*-!:  joia. 
I  <^  \'*:(.i\  .f.  af^t/}  malign-,  ^    * 

'f .  ...  i;! * .  .  r.  Mcrt  i  ry - fe  :  LJ, 

i ; .  •.  /.«/  .1  ..;  yj^fr//  AJ  flividc,  ^     ^    *  ' 
/'.    '  '  ■  ii  ^-4.r  crjok  1  r  U.^rnt  (Ides  ^  '    a 

<!..    loi'.  X  \\m\  the  oil.er  fell  •  ^  '  ,  V 

kkncaLli,  :iutl  pKndol  (bock  Ii^ibelL  \         '  ^\ 

\  •     thus 


«  .'» 


^«.A 
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^    Thus  Partridge  fiill  ihi^  ia  each  in,     ^ 
T^  r0&/urjazid/tfr-fd4i^/ party-  ^ 

'  .^1^  is  inftall'il  as  gpo\i  a  Tear 
As  anv  of  ths  Caefars  ai«. 

J    Trmmphanr  ftar !  lome  pi:y  ihov  , 

Qp:  eoUgrs  miiifaMi  htloWf  •« 

»     Whom  roguith  boys  ia  fn)nny  n:gh:s  • 

W   Torment  bv  piuirg  ouMhcir  li^a:^  «      ' 

pr4hrougAaxhirJ^  convey  -^  irTnuki 
^Jndoili^fiwtijL'irs  to  choke. 
^  T^u,  high  cxiUcd  in  t]^y  f'lhere, 
*  ^May'fc  foHaw  1KII  cfty  calling  there. 

To  ihce  the  BalW-ili  lend  h=s  t:J^^  ' 
^  By^kcei^us  newK-  taffn'd  anu  cry*d  : 

9br  thee  they  Argo's  hulk  will  tax, 
»      Ar^d  fcrapc  her  pi:chy  fides  for  ixmx  : 

Then  Ariaun^kindly  Icr^Js 

fier  bn-iifed  hiir  to  make  t'-ec  ends ; 

"rtie  poir.:3  of  Sagitrarius*  /a?: 

Tjms  to  an  /ixt'^  by  iieavc^.-  an; 

And  Vulcan,  "whc veiled  by  his  wife. 

Will  forge  for  tlicc  ^ pmnni-knife* 

lor  \V2r.:  of  room  l»y  Virgo's  fj^'tf. 

She  'li  f:ra:n  a  poinr,  aad  fct  ai:r:v:e^ 

To  \k\\  c  thcc  k  ind ly  i a  bttijoeen ; 

And  *Ji£ift}ic/>M  willbc /i&ir/^^jr.  ^* 

••  THE      EPITAPH.  , 

H*^  R  £,  f.re  fecr  deep,  lies  on  his  back 
A  cobiir,  jl^moMger^  and  }«ar>; 
a  Who 


I         :  ^ 


A    D  E  S  C  R  I P  T'XO  N  *0  fr  t  r    tV*.^ 

A*    c  *l  ^  y  -  s   g  Vw^  ^''' 

In  Imitation  of  Virgil's  Ge*>r^cs.*^i7io.  ^ 

/^  A  R  Ef*=U  L  ttXtxytirs  njajr  foretel  the*!iout     '        ^ 
^^  (By  fure  prognoftics)  >^oinpjdread  a  fliOMrer.  ^V^ 
While  r^  deptnds,  ^cpeniivjfca^lgives  o*er    *'  •'    *i  4 
Kfer  froliclK>  and  purfues  hentail  no  mort.  ^  ^  ^ 
Returning- home  at  night,  you  '11  find  tke  Tixnt        ^  '^ 

'   Strike  your  ofFefltle^  (epfc  with  douKjp'^ink.      ,-        *  '  •• 
Ifvou  be  Wife/  tlien  go  not  i$T  tb  4ine ;  i 

You  *11  fpend  in  c^ch-hire  more^than  fave  in  wj|i^   ^j  * 
*A  Qofning  fhower  your  ii^ting  corns  prtltgc'^^  ^  ■«  * 
Old  aches'will  ihrob,  i^our  hollow  tclMli  will  rage ; 
Sauntering  in  coifee-houfe  isj)ulnan'feen;         §      |L  f 
H#  damns  the  climatQi  and  complains  m  Jpleen,      '    ^ 

Meanv\^iTe  th[|  foutTi,  rtiing  with^abb)c|kwmp^      ^    | 
A  fab\e  oloud  athwart  the  welRin  i.mf^»     ^  «    S  '  y 
'     That  twilPd  rdtit  liquor  th^i^  it  could  contain,         ^ 
And,  like  a  dfunkard,  giTC^it  ^p  again.       '       ^  fr^ 
Briik  Suf^  >^ps  her  linen  fryn^tls^  rope,  i^ 

While  the  firfl  drizzling  iiower  is  K)rne  afltf^  :         .^ 

•    Such  i^  tliat>/prinkhng  whfth  fome  carelefs  quefi     ^       ^ 
Flirts  oa^you'from  he^  mop|<  buCi.fK)t  lo  cleai^ :       -^    ^ 
You  0^9  iniLPke  th^  gods ;  then,  turning,  Aop 
,  T#  rail :  fn^  fingii^p,  ftilf  whirls  on  her  mop.  , 
Not  yet  tlie  ^fl^^  ft\lnn^l  th'  unequ^  ^riigp      ^     ■* 
But»  aided  by  tb^iinndt  fought  ilill  for  life,  t 
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Kcaums  fhall  ilaunce  homic  ih  hondcf , 
«  .     And  ic  Ikalf  lie  mcrvc  in  old  Inglondc,     ^ 
.^.  Tlien  old  loglondc  ihall  l^  no  luon^ 
And  no  ritin  lh4l  1m:  foric  thcirtore. 
Ger}'(3itt  (hall  have  three  licdcs  agaync, 
Xtll  Hapibiirgc  t  nukyth  ibcm  but  twayne. 

♦  .  ^  -  *^  ■ 
''•        •     A    DESCRIPTION    OF 

T4H    £    -M   O    R   NM    N*  G.    1709. 

.  ."^T  OW  hardlyjierc  and  there  an  liackncy -coacU 

^  ^  ^App^rin^,  ihewM  the  r«ddy  morn's  ajiproacli. 
^'ow  ^ty  from  her  maflor's  hcd  had  flow  n,  * 

'^|Aiid4ot':1yi^o!c  to  ditcompiiU'  hcLown : 
.  Tlic  fliplh^xi  'prentice  from  hl^  malUr's  door 
Had  par'd  the  clkt,  and  Ipiinklal  round  ihx  tloor. 
•  ^ow  Moll  htd  whiii'd  her  mop  wi:h  dextrous  uiis, 
-Picpaid  :o  ilrub  the  c!ury  and  the  lUiis.i 

*  T!ic  vourl*  w'liti  bi*.Hv.riy  uumps  hegan  10  trace 

T'he  kcifnclS  oJ^w,  wheie  whcvU  h.id  >vorn  the  pLicc 
.Tiic  iinaIl-c»».-.l-niAn  woriwaid  with  cadence  d«.cp 
"fill  dra»:'.'d  in  IhiiUcr  ifotes  c\  chimney- I'wcw-p  : 
■Dun>  ;i:  liis  Loi\lAip'b  p-:c  ^^.1:1  to  meo: : 
And  brick-i!u::  Md^  had  fere am'cl thro Ui:ii  half  the  firccr. 
TTiic  turnkey'  n<j.vv  h:^  flock  rcrurr.ii^g  ices, 
Llgly  Icr  ou:  a-r.i-ht^  to  flcal  tor  f.es  : 
Tiic  w-atcht".'.!  lKiili:V*  t.ikc  ihcir  lilcnt  ilatfds,    •* 
.•\r.d  lchoc»l-lK>y<  Ing  \vi:h  fatclicis  in  their  li:.i<>. 

*  Bv  the  L'uion.     f  A  king  gf  Sp;un  iL^p  by  Herculci. 
I  Tl.e  Aichdukc  Charles  was  of  tnc  llaplhurg  f.inulv. 

A    Dt- 
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Filths^f  alj  h^s  and  odouif  fftm  tA^^l   ^  *  ^  ^* 

Wh^  ftrtet  thef  fail'd  fromV  their  fighf  and^ll.*"  ♦> 
They,  as  each  torrent  ^ves*  with  rapid  ftrce,      ^       *^ 
:f  rbm,  Smithhefd  (j^'  9c  'Pukhre's  ih%^  jhcir  cou#fe,  *  ^ '  ->-<' 
And  in  huge  confluence  join'd»i|f^i»>d»5l  "^gc>'  ^    '^^ 


jail  from  t)2^ov^«i> prone ^to  Holbpum  bridge. 
Sweepings  froi^  butchers' .  ftall^  ^i^g^  KP^lh  ^^1     ^ 

*< 


THE  CHtrira^AR*-^*- 

K.     1710.  V  ^^1? 


gi;s,  aiykj 
••  •    blood,  ^         ■      ,   V       .    ^^  ^       - 

PrownM  puppjfis^  fliifluqg  fj^^s/all  4]n(^ch'l^iK  # 
•  .      mu%     '^        %      ^   ,«*  -   V«         *        ?*• 
Dead  cats,   and  turnip-tops,  c«ne.  turobUng^wft^  j 

the.flood,       ""*  *  '"^^  J  '  >* 

On  thx  Little  House  by 
■*      w»         OF  Castlei^ck. 

TTTHOEVER  plcifeth  to  enqftift:  '\   *  *),  ^     4 
'V  m    Why'yonder  (leeple  wants  k  fpirc,  '        ^ 
ffh^grey  old  fellow  pofet  •Joe  '    J^        9 

The  philofhphic  caufeVillihow.  -■  '  -'ii 

'       On<x  on  t;mc  a  weftern  blaft  ^ 

At  leaft  twelve  inches  overcaft.  .  * 

Reckoning  roof,  weathercock,  and  all, 
♦Which  came  with  a  prodigious  fall ; 
And  tumbling  topfy-turvy  round  ■     ; 

Light  with  its  bottonl^on  the  ground* 
'For,  by  the  laws  of  gravitation, 
Ic'fell  into  its  proper  fiction. 


^  ^  Mr.  Beaumont  of  Tri& 


Tkb 


TW  LTriTLfi  H^USE  A^  C^TLENOCK.  i^^^ 

4,   YoA4^juft-byth*chur*-yardfliftr<*        ^#i.    • 
.    '  Th^,u?ls  i||rumbliqg  gave  a Vniitk  y  ,  ^ 

'Ad  djms  the  (Veejil^  got  a  ihock  I    ^  **  4  # 

^    Fi|p»  wlmicA^  neighbouring  fanner  calls* 
>a1llVcplc,  Xmkit^  vicar,,  *^tfiZf.  ? 
#^  *  jfhe^car  once  a  peek  .creedl  in,  *        X 

Sit4'W>tI''iis  Mces  up  to  his  chinjt'' 
^$|lrii'%bnni|tuf  notes,  jftid  tak^  a  wl)|jj^  *  '  7 

^^^ill  the  fnuShng^^Q^o^  is  lyet.  '^  ^. 

A  tmeller,  why  by-  4i(l  pfTs, 


'Watjbuch  Uipriz'd  V)*fee  a  crov7 
^,  d^effiire  to  build  his  tied  |f^  low. 

A/cliodJ-boy,  ran  untcr't^-  and  thought, 
*  TW  crib'was  down,  the  blackbird  caijght.       P    "• 
A  thirdj^*  who  lofl  his  way  by  pight,  ^    ^ 

.     Was  forc'd  for  fafcty  to  aliglit,*  ^ 

*    And,  flepping  o'er  the  fabric-roof, 
^   His  hdHe  ha3  like  to  fpoil  his  hoof.  ' 

Warburton  f  tocft  it  in  his  noddle^     ^ 
»     This  building  was  defign'd  a  model  ^ 

g^T  of  a  pigeon-houfe  or  oven,    ^     ^  "^ 

*ro  bake  one  loaf,  and  keep  ^ne  dove  in. 
Then  Mrs  Johnfon  X  gav^e  her  verdi6t. 
And  every  one  was  pleased  that  heard  it :  % 

♦  Arcbdeacon  Wall,  a  correfpondent  of  Swift's. 
t  Dr.  Swift's  cffate  at  Laracor.  t(Stella. 

AH 
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That,  bending  down  its  top,  divines 
Whene'er  the  foil  h^  golden  mines ; 
Where  there  are  none,  it  (lands  ere£l^ 
Scorning  to  (hew  the  leaft  refpcft ; 
As  ready  was  the  lAjand  of  Sid 
To  bend  where  golden. mines  were  hid 4 
In  Scotti(h  hills  found  precious  ore  *, 
Where  none  e*er  look'd  for  it  before  j 
And  by  a  gentle  bowi)  divin'd 
How  well  a  cuUy^  purfe  was  lin'd ; 
To  a  forlorn  and  broken  rake 
Stood  without  motion,  like  a  (lake. 

The  rod  of  Hermes  was  renown'd 
Tor  charms  above  and  under  ground ; 
To  (leep  could  mortal  eye-lids  fix. 
And  drive  departed  fouls  to  Styx. 
That  rod  was  juft  a  type  of  Sid's, 
Which  o'er  a  Briti(h  fenate's  lids 
Could  fcatter  opium  full  as  well, 
'  And  drive  as  mzxiyfotiti  to  bdL 

Sid's  rod  was  (lender,  white,  and  tally 
Which  oft  he  us*d  to^  withal ; 
A  plaice  was  faften'd  to  the  hook. 
And  many  fcore  oi  gudgeons  took  : 
Yet  (lill  fo  happy  was  his  fate, 
aie  caught  his  j^,  and  fav*d  his  bait, 

Sid's  brethren  of  the  conjuring  tribe 
A  circle  with  their  rod  defcribe, 

♦  Suppofed  to  allude  to  the  Union. 


Whkk 
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^Which  proves  a  magical  redoubt 
To  keep  mifcbievous  Jpirits  out. 
'Sid's  rod^was  of  a  larger  Jhide, 
And  made  a  circle  thrice  as  wide, 
*Whttt  Jpiriis  thronged  with  hideous  din, 
And  he  ftood  tliere  to  take  them  in  s 
3ut,  when  tli'  inchanted  rod  was  broke^ 
"They  vanlfli'd  in  a  (linking  faioke. 

Achilles'  fceptrc  was  of  wood, 
Like  Sid's,  but  nothing  near  fo  good ; 
That  down  from  anceftors  divine 
Tranfmitted  to  the  hero's  line  ; 
Thence,  through  a 'long  defccnt  of  kings, 
Came  an  hsir-^oom,  as  Homer  fings. 
Though  this  dcfcription  looks  fo  big,    • 
1^\\2X  fceptre  was  a  faplefs  twig, 
Which,  from  the  fatal  day,  when  firft 
li  left  the  foreft  where  'twas  nurs'd, 
As  Homer  tells  us -o'er  and  o'er. 
Nor  leaf,  nor  'fruit,  nor  bloflbm,  bore, 
Sid's  fccptre,  full  of  juice,  did  flioot 
In  golden  boughs,  and  golden  fruit  j 
And  he,  the  dragon  never  deeping, 
<7uardcd  each  »fair  Hefperian  pippin. 
No  bobby-borjjt,  with  gorgeous  top. 
The  dearcft  in  Charles  Mather's  '^  fliop. 
Or  glittering  tinfel  of  May-fair, 
Could  with  tliis  rod  of  Sid  compare. 

♦  An  eminent  toyman  in  Fleet-ftrect. 

F  1  Dear 
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Dear  Sid,  then,  why  wcrt  thou  fo  mad 
To  break  thy  rpd  like  naughty  lad  I 
You  (hould  have  kifs'd  it  in  your  diftrefs. 
And  then  return'd  it  to  jw/r  mtflrefs  j 
Or  made  it  a  Newmarket  *  fwitch, 
And  not  a  rod  for  thy  own  breech. 
But  Gnce  old  Sid  has  broken  this, 
His  next  may  be  a  rod  in  pi/s. 

ATLAS;  OR,  THE  MINISTER  OF  STATE. 

TO      THE 

LORD  TREASURER  OXFORD.   1710. 

A  T  L  A  S,  wc  read  in  ancient  fong, 
^^  Was  fo  exceeding  tall  and  ftioiig> 
He  bore  the  ikies  upon  his  back» 
Juil  as  a  pcdUr  does  hi$  pack  : 
But,  as  a  ^^dlar  overpr«f^*d 
Vnloads  upon  a  Oall  to  reft> 
Or,  when  he  can  no  kxiger  ftam), 
Dcfues  a  ft  lend  to  lend  1  hajad  ; 
So  Atlas,  le(\  the  ponderous  fpheves 
9tK>uld  link,  and  fall  about  his  tais» 
Got  Hercules  to  bear  the  pile. 
That  he  might  lie  «iu|  xtSk  1  while. 

*  Lord  Goilolpliin  is  fatiiized  by  Mr.  Plope  iar  a 

(\ . on  j;  atcachoLezic  x»  the  culC»    Sec  liik  Mont  fiffiiys. 

i  Tet 


ATLAS.  ^ 

Yet  Hercules  was  ndt  fo  ih-ongy' 
Nor  could  have  borne  it  half  fo  long. 

Great  {latefmeu  are  in  this  condition  f 
And  Atlas  is  a  politician^ 
A  premier  miniiler  of  flate ; 
Alcides  one  of  fecond  rate* 
Suppofe  then  Atlas  ne'er  fo  wife; 
Yet,  when  the  weight  of  kingdoms  lies 
Too  long  upon  his  iingle  ihoulders, 
Sink  down  he  muf^  or  find  upboldirs, 

A      TOWN      ECLOGUE.    1710. 

Scene,  Th£  Royal  Exchange. 

Cor  YD  ON. 
"^JOW  the  keen  rigour  of  the  winter  *s  o'er, 
'*'        No  hail  defccnds,  and  frofts  can  pinch  no  more, 
Whillt  other  girls  confefs  the  genial  fpring, 
And  laugh  aloud,  or  amorous  ditties  fing, 
Secure  from  cold  their  lovely  necks  difplay, 
And  throw  each  ufelcfs  chafing-dilh  away  j 
Why  firs  my  Phillis  difcontented  here. 
Nor  feels  the  turn  of  the  revolving  year  ? 
Why  on  that  brow  dwell  forrow  and  difmay, 
Where  Lovts  were  wont  to  fport,  and  Smiles  to  pl^y  ? 
Phillis.  Ah,  Corydon  !  fur\cy  the  'Change  around, 
Through  all  the  'Change  no  wretch  like  me  is>  found  : 
Alas !  the  day,  when  I,  poor  heedlcfs  maid. 
Was  to  your  rooms  in  Lincoln's-Irm  betray '1 
Then  Iww  you  fwore,  how  many  vows 

F  3  Vc 


naid,  *| 

stray 'd ;  > 

you  made  ?     J 


} 
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Ye  liftening  Zephyrs,  that  o'erheard  his  love,. 
Waft  the  foft  accents  to  the  gods  above. 
Alasl  the  day;  for  (oh,  eternal  fhame  !) 
I  fold  you  handkerchiefs,  and  lofl  my  fame. 

Cor.  When  I  forget  the  favour  you  beftow'd;. 
Hed  herrings  ihall  be  fpawn'd  in  Tyburn  Road. 
Fleet-ftreet  transformed  become  a  flowery  green,. 
And  mafs  be  fung  where  operas  are  feen. 
The  wealthy  cit  and  the  St.  James's  beau 
Shall  change  their  quarters,  and  their  joys  forego  ; 
Stock-jobbing  this  to  Jonathan's  (hall  come. 
At  the  Groom  Porter's  that  play  off  his  plum. 

Phil.  But  what  to  me  does  all  tliat  love  avail. 
If,  whilfl  I  doze  at  home  o'er  porter's  alfc, 
Each  night  with  wine  and  wenches  you  regale  ? 
My  live-long  hours  in  anxious  cares  are  paft. 
And  raging  hunger  lays  my  beauty  wafte. 
On  templars  fpruce  in  vain  I  glances  throw>. 
And  with  fhrill  voice  invite  them  as  they  go. 
Expos'd  in  vain  my  glolTy  ribbands  ihine, 
And  unregarded  wave  upon  the  twine. 
The  week  flies  round ;  and,  when  my  profit 's  known,. 
I  hardly  clear  enough  to  change  a  crown. 

Cor.  Hard  fate  of  virtue,  thus  to  be  difbreft, 
Thou  faircfl  of  thy  trade,  and  far  the  bed  1 
As  fruitmens  flails  the  fammer-market  grace,. 
And  ruddy  peaches  them;  as  firfl  in  place 
Plum-cake  is  fcen  o'er  fmaller  paftry  ware^ 
And  ice  on  that ;  fo  Phillis  does  appear 
In  play  houfe  and  in  park,  above  the  reib 
Of  belles  mechanic,  elegantly  drefL 
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Phil.  And  yet  Crepundiay  that  conceited  fair, 
Amidft  her  toys,  aSc6ks  a  faucy  air. 
And  views  me  hourly  with  a  fcornful  eye. 

Cor.  She  might  as  well  with  bright  Cleora  vie^ 

Phil.  With  this  large  petticoat  I  drive  in  vain 
To  hide  my  folly  paft,  and  coming  pain  $ 
Tis  now  no  fecret ;  (he,  and  fifty  more, 
Obferve  the  fymptoms  1  had  onee  before : 
A  fecond  babe  at  Wapping  mud  be  plac'd,. 
When  I  fcarce  bear  the  charges  o§  the  U(L 

Cor.  What  I  could  ratie  I  fent ;  a  pound  of  plum^ 
Five  (hillings,  and  a  coral  for  his  gums ; 
To>morrow  I  intend  him  fomething  more. 

Phil.  I  fent  a  frock  and  pair  of  (hoes  before. 

Cor.  However,  you  (liall  home  with  mc  to-night. 
Forget  your  cares,  and  revel  in  delights 
I  have  in  (lore  a  pint  or  two  of  wine, 
Some  cracknels,  and  the  remnant  of  a  chine. 

And  now  on  either  fide,  and  all  around. 
The  weighty  (hop-boards  fall,  and  bars  refound  p 
Each  ready  femftrcfs  flips  her  pattins  on, 
And  tics  her  hood,  preparing  to  be  gone 

THE    FABLE    OF  MID  AS- 
1711. 

TITIDAS,  we  are  in  dory  told, 
-*'^'**  Turn'd  every  thing  he  touch'd  to  gold  t 
He  cbip*d  his  breads  the  pieces  round 
Glittered  like  fpangles  on  the  ground : 

F  4  A  codlinr 
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A  eodnxt^f  oc  it  went  nis  fip  nr^ 
Would  (bait  become  zgtUgm  pippin ; 
He  calTd  fbr  drink ;  yon  faw  hbt  fup 
FMS<Mr^«ili/ in  ^d^ii^nr  m^  .* 
Hb  empCT  paunch  that  he  might  fiU^ 
He  fttck*d  his  vi^hiah  throogfa  a  qnill ; 
UntonchM  it  pafs'd  between  his  erincfcra>- 
Or  't  had  been  happy  for  gold-Jbubrs  r 
He  cocked  his  har,  von  woald  have  faiid 
NIambrino's  helm  adorn'd  hs  head  : 
\llieae'er  he  chanc'd  his  hands  to  laj 
On  wuigaximes  of  ctrm  or  bm^y 
CM  rt^Y  coin'd  appeared,  inflead 
Of  paltnr  frouendir  and  hrtmd^ 
Hcrcc  by  wife  fanners  we  arc  told. 
Old  hay  is  tqtud  to  §ld  gold  ; 
And  hence  a  critic  deep  mamtuns. 
We  leam'd  to  weigh  oar  gold  by  grmmu- 

TYilifool  had  got  a  bufy  bit ; 
And  people  fancy'd  he  had  wir. 
Two  gods  their  (kill  in  mufick  try'd. 
And  both  choTe  Midas  to  decide ; 
He  againft  Phoebus*  harp  decreed. 
And  gave  it  for  Pan's  oaten  reed  : 
The  god  of  wit,  to  (hew  his  grudge, 
Clapt  ajes*  cars  upon  the  judge ; 
A  goodly  pair,  ercd  and  wide. 
Which  he  could  neither  ^I'i^  nor  hide; 

And  now  the  virtue  of  his  bmnli 
s  loft  among  Padcdos'  (JUKb, 

Againft 
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Againft  whofe  torrent  wbile  he  fwinu. 
The  gddtu  fcoif  peels  off  his  limbs : 
Fame  fpreads  the  news,  and  peopk  traFel 
From  fitf  to  gather  ^ot&te  gravel  i 
Midas,  exposed  to  all  their  jeers. 
Had  loft  his  arty  and  kept  his  mru 

THIS  tale  inclines  the  gentle  reader 
To  tMnk  upon  a  certain  Under  \ 
To  whom  from  Midas  down,  defcends 
That  virtue  in  the  fingers'  ends. 
What  elfe  by  ferqmfitis  are  meant, 
"Rj  petifiomSf  bribes ^  and  tbree  per  cewf. 
By  pUues  and  CQMumiJSbns^  fold. 
And  turning  dkag  itfdf  to  goU  f 
By  ftarving  in  the  midft  of  ftore. 
As  t'other  Midas  did  before  ? 

None  e'er  did  modem  ^Cdas  chufe, 
Subjcft  or  patron  of  his  Mufe, 
But  found  him  thus  their  merit  fcan. 
That  Phoebus  mud  give  place  to  Pan  : 
He  values  not  the  poet's  praife, 
Nor  will  exchange  his  plumbs  for  beys . 
To  Pan  alone  rich  mifers  call ; 
And  there's  the  jeft,  for  Pan  is  all. 
Here  Englilh  wits  will  be  to  feek, 
Howe'er,  '/iV  all  one  in  the  Greek. 

Befides,  it  plainly  now  appears 
Oar  Midas  too  hath  ajes*  ears ; 
Where  every  fool  his  mouth  applies^ 
And  whifpers  in  a  tfaoufand  lies  $ 
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Such  grofs  delufions  could  not  pafs 
Through  any  ears  but  of  an  afs. 

But  gold  defiles  with  ^quent  touch ; 
There  *s  nothing  fouls  the  hand  fo  much  r 
And  fcholars  give  it  for  the  caufe 
Of  Britilh  Midas'  dirty  paws  j 
Which  whi;e  thtfenate  ftrove  to  fcour. 
They  walh'd  away  the  cbemtc  power. 

While  he  his  utmoft  ftrength  apply 'd,. 
To  fwim  againft  this  popular  tiJe, 
The  golden  fpoils  flew  off  apace ; 
Here  fell  a  penfiotty  there  a  place  5 
The  torrent  mercilcfs  imbibes 
Commijfions,  perquifiteSy  and  bribes  \ 
By  their  own  weight  funk  to  the  bottom ; 
Much  good  tnttf  do  tbem  tbat  baive  caugbt  ^em  t 
And  Midas  now  negle£^ed  Aandsy 
With  ajfes*  ears,  and  dirty  bands. 

AN  EXCELLENT  NEW  SONG:  1711, 

BEING  THE  INTENDED  SPEECH  OF 

A  FAMOUS  ORATOR  AGAINST  PEACE  *• 

A  N  Orator  ^flnal  of  Nottingbamjbiref 
^^  Who  has  forty  years  let  out  his  confcicncc  to  hire, 
Out  of  zeal  for  his  country,  and  njjiant  of  a  place. 
Is  come  up,  vi  &  armis,  to  break  tbe  qfteen^s  peace, 

*  The  lord  treafurer  having  hinted  a  wifh  one  evening 
that  a  ballad  might  be  made  on  the  earl  of  Nortingham ; 
this  fbng  was  written  and  printed  the  next  morning. 


SONG  ON  mSKIAL.  .75 

He  has  vampM  an  old  ipeech*  and  the  oourt>  lo  their 

forrow. 
Shall  hear  him  harangue  againiV  Prior  to-morrow. 
When  once  he  begins,  he  never  will  flinch. 
But  repeats  the  fame  note  a  whole  day,  like  a  Finch* 
I  have  heard  all  the  fpeech  repeated  by  Hoppy, 
And>  **  MiAaket  topieventr  I've  obtained  a  copy.* 


THE     speech: 

WHEREAS,  mtwUbJtamHt^y  I  am  in  great  pain,. 
To  hear  we  are  making  a  peace  without  Spain  i 
But,  411^  mMi  Stmni$rjt  \h  a  great  ihame. 
There  (hould  be  a  peace,  while  I  'm  N$i-iM-g4UU^ 
The  duke  ihcw'd  me  all  his  finehuufe;  and  the  dutchcfa 
From  her  clofet  brought  out  a  full  purfc  iu  her  clutches,. 
I.ulk'd  of  a  peace,  and  they  both  gave  a  Aart, 
MU  grace  fwore  by  G — d,  and  her  grace  let  a  f — i :. 
My  long  9U'fqJhioM*d  pocket  was  prctcnily  cramm'U  j 
And  fooner  than  vote  for  a  peace  I'll  lie  ilamnV). 

But  fome  will  cry  Tururcoaty.  and  rip  up  old  (tories,. 
How  I  always  pretended  to  be  for  the  Tories  : 
1  anfwer;  the  Tories  were  in  my  good  graces, 
Till  all  my  nlatioMJ  were  put  into  places. 
But  (till  I  'm  in  principle  ever  the  fame. 
And  will.quit.my.bcft  friends,  while  I'm  Notiifgamt^ 

When  I  and  fome  others  fubfcribed  our  names 
To  a  plot  for  expelling  my  mailer  king  James  j 

r  withdrew 
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I  withdrew  my  fubfcription  by  help  of  a  bhtf 
And  fo  might  difcover  or  gain  by  the  plot : 
I  had  my  advantage  and  flood  at  defiance. 
For  Daniel  was  got  from  the  den  of  the  lions  ; 
I  €ami  in  without  danger,  and  was  I  to  blame  } 
For,  rather  than  bang^  I  would  be  Not-tn-game^ 

I  fwore  to  the  Qjjeen,  that  the  prince  of  Hanover 
During  her  facred  life  would  never  come  over  ^ 
I  made  ufe  of  a  trope ;  that  **  an  heir  to  invite, 
*<  Was  like  keeping  her  monument  always  ih  fight." 
But,  when  I  thought  proper,  I  alter'd  my  note ; 
And  in  her  own  hearing  I  boldly  did  vote. 
That  her  Majefty  ftood  in  great  need  of  a  Tutor^ 
And  muft  have  an  old  or  2l young  Coadjutor  : 
For  why  ;  I  would  fain  have  put  all  in  a  flame, 
Bccaufe,  for  fome  reafons,  I  was  Not-in^gamt, 

Now  my  new  benefaSiors  have  brought  mt  abwi. 
And  I  '11  vote  againft  Peace,  nvitb  Spain,  or  nvitbHiig 
Though  the  Court  gives  my  nepbenx/f,  and  bntbtr^ 

and  couJinSf 
And  all  my  whole  family,  places  by  dozens  j 
Yet,  fince  I  know  where  zfulUpurfr  may  be  founds 
And  hardly  pay  cightecn-pence  tax  in  the  pound : 
Since  the  Tories  have  thus  difappointed  my  hopes. 
And  will  neither  regard  my /igures  nor  tropes  5 
I  *\\fpeech  againft  peace  while  Difmal  's  my  name. 
And  be  a  trut  Whig,  while  I  am  Not^itt-gama 


THE 
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THE  WINDSOR  PROPHECY*   171X. 

TTTHEN  »  holy  black  Swdt,  tbtfin  tfB^k  f, 
^^  Wixhgi/mMtt  ^  ^  ^^f  and  ^fial  J  at  his  fob*. 
Shall  not  fee  one  (  New-year's-day  in  that  ytv^ 
Then  let  old  ^nglmd  make  good  chear  i 
Wintifor  |  and  BriJ^w  |  then  fhall  be 
Joined  together  ia  the  L$W'<euntr4€  ||. 
Then  (hall  the  tali  Mack  Dofvsntry  Bird** 
Speak  againft  peace  right  many  a  word ; 

*  It  is  faidy  diat  Qjieen  Anne  ha'd  nominated  Dr* 
Swift  to  an  Eogliih  bifhoprick ;  which  was  oppofed  by 
Dr.  Sharp,  archbilhop  of  York,  and  the  dutchefs  of  So* 
merfety  who  had  prevailed  on  his  grace  to  go  with  her 
to  the  queen  to  lay  afide  the  nomination,  which  her 
majefty  refufcd ;  but,  the  dutchefs  falling  on  her  knee^, 
and  fhewing  the  above  prophecy  to  her  majefty,  the 
bifhoprick  was  given  to  another.     3ee  p.  93. 

t  Dr.  John  Robinfon^  bifhop  of  Briftol,  one  of  the 
jtoipotentiaries  at  Utrecht. 

J  He  was  dean  of  Windfor,  and  lord  privy  feah 

^  The  New  Style  (wliich  was  not  ufed  in  Great- 
Britain  and  Ireland  till  1752)  was  then  obferved  in 
mod  pans  of  Europe.  The  bifhop  fet  out  from  England 
the  latter  end  of  December,  O.  S. ;  and,  on  his  arrival 
at  Utrecht,  by  the  variation  of  the  ftyle^  he  found 
January  fomewhat  advanced. 

I  Alluding  to  the  deanry  and  bifhoprick  being  pof* 
Ued  by  the  fame  perfon,  then  at  Utrecht. 

•♦  Earl  of  Nottingham. 
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And  fome  (hall  admire  his  conying  wit. 

For  many  good  groats  his  tongue  Ihall  flit. 

But,  rpight  of  the  Harpy  that  cranvh  on  aUfour^ 

There  ihall  be  peace,  pardie,  and  war  no  more. 

Bttt  Engknd  mud  ciy  alack  and  well-a-day^ 

If  thefUk  be  taken  from  the  deadfea. 

And,  dear  Enghnif,  if  aught  I  underflond, 

Beware  of  Carrots  ♦  from  Nortbumberlond, 

Carrots  fown  Tbyime^  a  deep  root  may  get, 

If  fo  be  they  arc  in  Somer  fet  t 

T^hcir  t  Conyngs  nutrk'tkou ;  for  I  have  been  told. 

They  ajfajpm  when  young,  and^o^«  when  old* 

Koot  out  thefc  Carrots^  O  thou  §,  whofe  name 

Is  backwards  and  forwards  always  the  fame ; 

And  keep  clofe  to  tliee  always  that  name^ 

Which  backwards  and  foru'ards  \  is  almoft  the  fame. 

And,  Englondy  wouldft  thou  be  happy  ftill. 

Bury  thofe  Carrots  under  a  HiU  **• 

*  The  dutchefs  of  Soraerfet. 

^  Thomas  Thynne  of  Longleate,  efq;  a  gientleman  of 
Tery  great  eftate,  married  the  above  lady  after  the  deatk 
•of  her  firft  hufband  Henry  Cavendifli  earl  of  Ogle, 
only  Ton  to  Henry  duke  of  Newcaftle^  to  whom  (heiiad 
been  betrothed  in  her  infancy. 

(  Count  Koningfmark. 

§  AlfNA. 
n  MA8HAM. 

••  Lady  Maiham's  maiden  name  wis  HilL 

EPIGRA^f. 
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EPIGRAM.     1711. 

A  S  Thomas  was  cudgel'd  one  day  by  his  wife, 
*^  He  took  to  the  ilreet,  and  fled  for  his  life  t 
Tom's  three  dearefl  friends  came  by  in  the  fquabble. 
And  fav'd  him  at  once  from  the  fhrew  and  tlie  rabble  $ 
Then  ventured  to  give  him  fbme  fober  advice  -* 
But  Tom  IS  a  perfon  of  honour  fo  nice. 
Too  wife  to  take  counfel,  to  proud  to  tike  warning, 
That  he  fent  to  all  three  a  challenge  next  morning  : 
Three  duels  he  fought,  thrice  ventured  his  life ; 
Went  home,  and  was  cudgePd  again  by  his  wife. 
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'Tp  HIS  day  (the  year  I  dare  not  tell) 
-■■     Apollo  play'd  the  midwife's  part  j 
Into  the  worki  Corinna  fell. 

And  he  cndow'd  her  with  his  art. 

But  Cupid  with  a  Satyr  comes ; 

Both  foftly  to  the  cradle  creep ; 
Both  llroke  her  hands,  and  rub  her  gums. 

While  the  poor  cliild  lay  £afl  deep. 

Then  Cupid  thus  :  This'litle  maid 
Of  Love  fhall  always  fpeak  and  write. 

Jind  I  pronounce  (the  Satyr  faid) 

The  world  ihall  feel  her  fcratch,  and  bite. 

Her 


?C  I  5C«^ 


3QSSU-.  ?T*  SlI^3BS^ 


A««c  vvK  «arr  <mae  ^  'aGr  «e 


>Atfi#  JMW  mm  Ai^tt:  WKSC  -9  ^— , 
MiiS^  CMWV  JOBC  pXf 'C  JK  all  JC  JOi^ 

^  twnAfn  a  vie  aeat  a  c^racac; 

Marrxct  £ur  dfu<r<,  ^a.]f  wrsoct^  Issf  viixL 
CMcfe«Uir  <uo(Wf,  anc  cans  in  «eik; 

T<i;fi»  amiuxti%  zee.  i^  Ca^'s  ior  Ific:. 

TOLAKD^  INVITATION  m  DISMAI^ 

To  dint  wuh  die  Caltsshicao  Ci.irs*« 
Iwiuiffii  from  HoftACi,  fibu  L  cfift.  5. 

T  F,  deafci  Oi£iMi»  yoofBroMrcjBiiBB 

^  Lfpofs  a  fiogia  1 

ToUnid  CO  you  thif  i 

Tu  ctt  the  c^lfcs-liead  with  joiur  imftf  foodk 

*  ThU  poem*  znd  tkat  which  foUniia  k^  ut  um  of 
f h«  pfnnj  pmp$n  nMoaoiicd  in  Swifeli  Joomal  to  Stella, 
Au^,  7,   J  7 1 1.    Tlicy  are  bexc  prinacdfroni  folio  copies 
'  in  tii4f  Lambeth  Library. 

Snipend 


TQLAN0   T6  DISMAL.  «i 

Sofpend  a  while  your  vain  ambitious  hopes. 
Leave  hunting  after  bribes,  forget  your  tropes. 
To-morrow  we  our  myfiicfeaft  prepare, 
Where  thou,  our  lateft  profelyte,  fhalt  (hare  :        v 
When  we,  by  proper  figns  and  f3rmbols,  tell, 
How,  by  bra<ue  bands y  the  royal  traiior  fell  j 
The  meat  (hall  reprefent  the  tyrant* j  head. 
The  Wine  his  blood  our  predeceffors  flied ; 
Whilft  an  alluding  hymn  fomc  artift  fings. 
We  toaft,  **  Confufjon  to  the  race  of  kings  !" 
At  monarchy  we  nobly  (hew  our  fpight, 
And  talk  'what  fools  call  treafon  all  the  night. 

Who,  by  difgraces  or  ill-fortune  funk. 
Feels  not  his  foul  enliven 'd  when  he  's  drunk  ? 
Wine  can  clear  up  Godolphin's  cloudy  face. 
And  fill  Jack  Smith  with  hopes  to  keep  his  places 
By  force  of  wine,  ev'n  Scarborough  is  brave, 
Hal  grows  more  pert,  and  Somers  not  fo  grave  ; 
Wine  can  give  Portland  wit,  and  Cleveland  fenfe, 
^lontague  learning,  Bolton  eloquence  : 
Cholmondelcy,  when  drunk,  can  never  lofe  his  wand; 
And  Lincoln  then  imagines  he  has  land. 

My  province  is,  to  fee  that  all  be  right, 
Glades  and  linen  clean,  and  pewter  bright ; 
From  our  myfterious  club  to  keep  out  fpies, 
And  Tories  (drefs'd  like  waiters)  irtdifguifc. 
You  (hall  be  coupled  as  you  bcft  approve, 
Seated  it  table  next  the  men  you  love. 
Sunderland,  Orford,  Boyle,  and  Richmond's  Grace, 
Will  come;  and  Hampden  Ihall  have  Walpole's  place. 

Vol.  L  G  Whar- 


tVf}]  hwfMf  M  i  md  thtre.  i^  wesm  fVir  mam^ 

Andl  (»in«ft  ff«rr7  *  »  r 09  ape  m  fHnk. 

1m  1^  fuumcc  f4  \nfmth  wake  jam  ^;. 
Ym  r*fc«  AM  wwil  <9ff  coanfel  hy  die  waf * 
If  <hmrfi(tj  uXkf  femd  iMRi  yrm  te  |pmB  abraaiE? 

i>f  muk^  jtM  Mf  »nA  fMrry  yrta  m  prarer* : 
ihiif  (f  lic  wilt  Un^kk-ittf  and  walk  of  fbsr% 
t^ffftl  Wy  rdc  l>adi'-40<ir  fnac^  mtd  leave  him  dma? 
'I'kM  iwler  %«iA  to  caft  a  badmy-dunr. 

PEACE      AND     DUNKIRK; 

Iking  m  tnctfkat  new  Sovc  opoo  cbe  i 

DirirKf  ftK  ID  GcDcril  Hill.    1711. 

T«i  ttic  Tunc  off  **  The  King  ftaUcnJof  fab  owb  t 

L 
4;*  P  ICHT  of  Docch  fncnda  aaJ  Ea^&fas» 
^      Ffjor  Britaia  HuU  ba?c  peace  ae  kft : 

IfotlAfld  Koc  rbwnf,  ami  we  got  blows ; 
Hui  Dunkirk  't  ours,  wc  *li  hoU  k  faSU 

We  Uvrt  got  ie  in  a  ftring* 

Ami  the  Whigi  may  all  go  fwug* 
Fpf  umon^j^  gooU  fiiemls  I  kite  co  be  pIsBf 

All  tlictr  falfc  <lcludc<l  hopes 

Will  or  ought  tc  end  in  ropes  | 
Mm^  Ihf  ^iwfiaii  tmf0^  her  rm  e^mm. 

^  Ri^lu  Hon*  Henry  Boy\e»  me&doned  twice  bcfere. 

IL  Soo* 


PEACE    AND    DUNKIRK.        tj 

II. 

Sunderland  *s  run  out  of  his  wits. 

And  Difmal  douMe-Difmal  looks  i 
Wliixton  cm  only  fwcir  by  fits, 
And  ftrutting  Hal  is  off  the  hooks» 
Old  Godolphin  full  of  fpleen 
Mwdcfal/e  mows,  and  loft  his  qMeitt; 
Harry  look'd  tierce,  and  (hook  his  ragged  mane  : 
But  a  prince  of  high  renown 
Swore  he  M  rather  lofe  a  crotvMf 
nan  the  ^eenfiiuld  enjoy  her  o^m  ngmm. 

III. 
Our  merchant-lhips  may  cut  the  Line^ 

And  not  be  foapt  by  privateers, 
And  commoners  who  love  good  wine 
Win  drink  it  now  as  well  as  peers  : 
I.randed-men  (hall  have  their  rent. 
Yet  our  (locks  rife  cenU  per  eenU 
The  Dutch  from  hence  (hall  nu  more  millions  drains 
We  'II  bring  on  us  no  more  debts, 
Nor  with  bankrupts  fill  Gazettes  \ 
And  the  S^ueeHfiall  enj^y  her  onvn  again. 

IV. 
The  towns  we  took  ne'er  did  us  gootl  :  * 

What  fignified  the  French  to  beat  ? 
We  fpent  our  money  and  our  blood, 
To  make  the  Dutclunen  pioud  and  great ; 
But  the  lord  of  Oxford  fwearsj 
Dunkirk  never  (hall  be  theirs. 


\  n :  f  r  \     T  '.  z  Xu 

rv^   "  .vr.v.-  iTi'.- -.'^-:    '' .  r^  -a"  "m  :imi  janmairr; 
f>y.  -*•*.■»-  /^•.?.  •  »;:«*rn  .na:'  iu. 


f  f  O  ?  A  ^:  H^   B  O  O  K  L    E  ?.  VIL 

All  £_'r.c»  ••   rSi:.f:ix  -.z,  ;ja  -rau), 
^y^Ar,rj  '-  *  par -'in  rj::^!  ^".zzzii^ 

iVi;/:  ±r/Af'i  mvos.  Lumo'jr  m  ':ii3  face; 

fA  Tr/x  't»at  mi^irit  a  puipit  fill, 

li'ir  mfjf.'i  irxi'min^  to  fit  fiilL 

My  Lijrd  ('viio,  :f  a  man  mzv  far  % 

(./iV;*  mirciiicf  bcrrcr  than  his  meat) 

yj  x^  .low  'iifiJoVd  ro  crack,  a  jcfl,  i 

Ar.ft  1»i<l  fricmi  Lcwii"^  go  in  queft 

('t\\\%  Lcwife  iH  a  cunninif  (haver, 

A»wl  '/try  much  in  Karlcv's  Devout], 

f  ri  fjii'  fV.  wl»n  mijrhr  rliif;  parjam  be,  3 

Wiuf  wa%  hn  nanrie,  of  what  degree; 

♦  JCr4rmui  I-ewis  cfq.  the  creafiirer^  isanxxrf. 


If 
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If  pofUble,  to  kam  his^flory. 

And  wliether  he  were  l^Tiig  or  Tory. 

Lewis  his  patron's  humour  knows. 
Away  upon  his  errand  goes,  S5 

And  quickly  did  the  matter  (ift ; 
Found  out  tliat  it  was  Doi^or  Swift  j 
A  clergyman  of  fpecial  note 
For  ihunning  thofe  of  his  own  coat ; 
Which  made  his  brethren  of  the  gown  39 

Take  care  betimes  to  run  him  down  : 
No  libertine,  nor  over  nice, 
Addi^ed  to  no  fort  of  vice. 
Went  where  he  pleas*d,  faid  what  he  thought; 
Not  rich,  but  ow'd  no  man  a  groat :  35 

In  flate  opinions  a  la  mode^ 
He  hated  Wharton  like  a  toad. 
Had  given  xhtfaSion  many  a  wound, 
And  libcl'd  all  the  junto  round  : 
Kept  company  with  men  of  wit,  40 

Who  often  fa:her*d  what  he  writ : 
Hit  workb  were  hawk'd  in  every  llrcer. 
But  fcldom  rofc  above  a  (beet  : 
Of  late  indeed  the  paper-ftamp 
Did  very  much  his  genius  cramp  :  45 

And  fince  be  could  not  fpend  his  fire. 
He  now  intended  to  retire. 

Said  Harlcy,  "  1  defirc  to  know 
**  From  his  own  mouth  if  this  be  (o ; 
**  Step  to  the  Doctor  llrait,  and  fay,  50 

**  1  'd  have  liim  dine  with  me  to-day.'* 

G  5  Swift 


■■--     « vcr  jlft-r':'  ^-..v*  :v  ::u  j 

'->til.S     iv,   •.    •^..;    'i;^      *    Hai-eVi    CfVM; 

X . i M V  ' „  ,-^   .! :, .  ^  ;, : '. V I  Ha:  xy    jh*^ 
'^i.  Ciioi-    .:-.:^,>  ..iUs^i:^  :i»c  rvuc,  $c 

Bt *.  k  c>  ■-. :  n  j^  :  ,x  I )os\oi  :u  a ppioaciu 

**  K\:;ciiulv  .ucuu  —  iHic  1  U^  oin'u  -^ 

'*   ^    'U  .u;;.  I  :.«.vci  ihoulu  nck^it'Cl  —  7^ 

**  Wtl'i,   I  ihaU  :hink.  ot  liuc  :h»  loore, 
**  Iv   xc   'l  -k;  luic  to  couu;  at  foui.'* 

t.:kv^  Vk>i;;  Wis  compaoy  diiu  coouiHHiS;  j^ 

l>ilV^i*>  ■•  "«^is  'vulcui,  fits  till  ten  ; 
Ntxi  ^.a,   aiv.Uvi  cv,'iu»..>  AgAJD; 
Sokui  ^lowb  ^;onic:tii:,  Icidom  faiU 
Kiiaci  ai  uioinii'g  01  ac  meals  : 
Cwnc  early,  ana  Uc|>aitcvl  law;  to 

'^f>Xtp  dw  guogcon  tools.  th«:  bait. 
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My  Lord  would  carry  on  the  jed. 

And  down  to  Windfor  takes  his  gueft. 

Swift  much  admires  the  place  and  ur,. 

^nd  longj^  to  be  a  canou  there ;  S5 

In.  fummer  round  the  park  to  ride,. 

In  winter,  never  to  refide, 

A  COMOU I  that 's  a  place  too  mean ;. 

No,  Doctor,  you  (hall  be  a  Dean ; 

Two  dozen  canons  round  your  flall^  99 

And  you  the  tyrant  o'er  t^em  all  i- 

Yott  need  but  crofs  the  Irijb  feasr 

To  lire  in  plenty,  power,,  and  eafe. 

Poor  Swifr  departs ;  and,  what  is  worfe,. 

With  borrowM  money  in  his  purfc,  95. 

Travels  at  lead  an  hundred  leagues^ 

And  fufFers  numberlefs  fatigues.. 

Suppofe  him  now  a  Dean  complete,. 
Demurely  lolling  in  his  feat ; 
The  filver  verge,  with  decent  pride,  too 

Stuck  underneath  his  cufhion-ficle  ; 
Suppofe  him  gone  through  all  vexation*;,. 
Patents,  inilalmeDts,  abjurations, 
Firft-fruits  and  tenths,  and  chapter-treats ; 
Dues,  payments,  fees,  demands,  and  cheats  —  105 
(The  wicked-  laity's  contriving 
To  hinder  clergymen  from  thriving). 
Now  all  the  Dolor's  money  's  fpcnt,, 
His  tenants  wrong  him  in  his  rent ;. 
The  farmers,  fpitcfully  combin'd,  ii-o 

Force  him  to  take  his  tithes  in  kind  :■ 

G  4  '  AtvA 
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T  * V  E  ofteh  ^wrHh'd  that  I  httd  dear, 

■*•  For  life,  fix  hundred  ponirds  a-year, 

A  handfomc  hotrfe  to  lodge  a  friend, 

A  river  at  mj  garden's  end, 

A  terrace-walk,  and  half  a  rood  ^ 

Of  land  fet  out  to  plant  a  wood. 

Well,  now  I  have  all  this  and  more, 
I  a(k  not  to  incrcafe  my  ftorc ; 

*  But  here  a  grievance  feems  to  lie, 

*  All  this  is  mine  but  till  I  die ;  !• 
<  I  can't  but  think  'twould 'found  meecolever, 

*  To  me  and  to -my  heirs -for  ever. 

*  If  I  ne'er  got  ©r  loft  a  groat, 

*  By  any  trick,  or  any  fault; 

*  And  if  I  pray  by  rcafon's  rules,  i^ 

*  And  not  like  forty  other  fools  : 

*  As  thus,  "  Vouchfafe,  oh  gracious  Maker  ! 
"  To  grant  me  this  and  t*  other  acre  : 

"  Or,  if  it  be  thy  will  and  pleafure, 

"  Dire6k  my  plow  to  find  a  treafure  !**  ^Or 

*  But  only  what  my  ftation  fits, 

*  And  to  be  kept  in  my  right  wits, 

*  Prcfcrvc,  Almighty  Providence  I 

*  Juft  what  you  gave  me,  competence  :: 

*  And  let  me  in  thefe  fliades  compofe  15 

*  Something  in  verfe  as  true  as  profe  j 

*  Remov'd  from  all  th*  ambitious  fcene, 
*Nor  puif'V/  by  pride,  nor  funk  by  fplcca.* 
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**  Biit  rudely  prefs  before  »  duke.'* 

I  own,  I  'm  pleas'd  with  this  rebuke^  4# 

And  take  it  kindly  ineant,  to  fliow 

What  I  deiire  the  world  ibould  know* 

I  get  a  whifper,  and  withdraw ; 
When  twenty  fooh  1  never  faw 
Come  with  petitions  fairly  penn'd,  4^ 

Deiiring  I  would  (land  their  friend. 

This  humbly  offers  me  his  cafe  — 
That  begs  my  interefl:  for  a  place  — 
A  hundred  other  mens'  affairs. 
Like  bees,  are  humming  in  my  ears.  f^ 

**  To-morrow  my  apppeal  comes  on  r 
**  Without  your  help,  the  caufe  is  gone  *— ** 
The  dnke  expeAs  my  lord  and  you, 
About  fome  great  affair  at  two  — 
«*  Put  my  lord  BoHngbroke  in  mind,  75 

"  To  get  my  warrant  quickly  fign*d  : 
«*  Coniider,  'tis  my  firft  requeft."  — 
Be  fatisfy'd,  I  '11  do  my  bcft  : 
Then  prefently  he  falls  to  teaze, 
•*  You  may  for  certain,  if  you  pleafc ;  t« 

**  I  doubt  not,  if  his  lordAip  knew  — 
**  And,  Mr.  Dean,  one  word  from  you  — ** 

'TIS  (let  me  fee)  three  years  and  more, 
(October  next  it  will  be  four) 
Since  Harlcy  bid  me  firft  attend,  S5 

And  chofe  me  for  an  humble  friend ; 
Would  take  roe  in  his  coach  to  chat| 
And  qucftion  me  of  this  and  that ; 

As 
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Tis  one  10  me  —  ••  Then  tell  os  pniy, 

**  When  are  the  troops  to  have  their  par  ?**        iM 

And,  though  I  lokmnly  declare 

I  know  no  more  than  my  lord  mayor. 

They  t)and  amaz'dy  and  think  me  grofm 

The  clofefi  mortal  ever  kroxra* 

Thus  in  a  Tea  of  tbily  toft,  115 

My  choiceft  hours  of  life  arc  loft  5 
Yet  always  wihiag  to  retreat. 
Oh,  could  I  ice  my  country  feat ! 
There  leaning  near  a  gentle  brook. 
Sleep,  or  perufe  fome  ancient  book  ;  139 

And  there  in  fwect  oblivion  drown 
Thofc  cares  that  haunt  the  court  and  town  *• 


THE  AUTHOR  UPON  HIMSELF,  1713. 
[Afrw  of  tbefirfi  liuis  are  «U7W/i«^.] 

•    ♦«***•*»♦♦%• 

By  an  old  — ^— —  purfued 

A  crazy  prelate  f,  and  a  royal  prude  % ; 

By  dull  divines,  who  look  with  envious  eyes 

On  every  genius  that  attempts  to  rife ; 

And,  pauGng  o'er  a  pipe  with  doubtful  nod, 

Give  hints,  that  poets  ne*er  believe  in  God  ; 

♦  See  the  reft  of  this  fatire  among  Mr.  Pope's  poems. 
t  Dr.  Sharp,  archbiihop  of  York. 
J  Q;^Annc. 
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So  clowns  oi^  fcholars  as  on  wizards  look, 

And  cake  a  folio  for  a  conjuring  book. 
Swift  Iiad  the  fin  of  wit,  no  venial  crime  ; 

Nay,  *tis  affirm'd,  he  fomctimes  dealt  in  rhyme : 

Humour  and  mirth  had  place  in  all  he  writ ; 

He  reconcil'd  divinity  and  wit ; 

He  mov*d,^and  bow'd,  and  talk'd,  with  too  much  grace; 

Nor  fliew'd  the  par/on  in  his  gait  or  face  5 

Defpis*d  luxurious  wines  and  coftly  meat^ 

Yet  ftill  was  at  the  cables  of  the  great ; 

Frequented  lords  ;  faiu  thofe  that  fiiiv  the  ^een  j 
At  Child's  '*  or  Truby's  '*  never  once  had  been  ; 
Where  town  and  country  vicars  flock  in  tribes, 
Se^ur'd  by  numbers  from  the  laymens'  gibes. 
And  deal  in  vices  of  the  graver  fort, 
Tobacco,  cenfure,  coffee,  pride,  and  port. 
.  But,  after  fage  monitions  from  his  friends, 
His  talents  to  employ  for  nobler  ends  ; 
To  better  judgements  willing  to  fubmit. 
He  turns  to  politicks  his  dangerous  wit. 

And  now,  the  public  intcrell  to  fuppoit, 
By  Harley  Swift  invited  comes  to  court ; 
In  favour  grows  with  miniflers  of  flate; 
Admitted  private,  when  fuperiors  wait : 
And  Harley,  not  aiham'^d  his  choice  to  own. 
Takes  him  to  Windfor  in  his  coach  tlone. 
At  Windfor  Swift  no  fooner  can  appear. 
But  St.  John  comes  and  whifpers  in  his  ear : 

^  Coffee-houfes  much  frequented  by  the  CIer|;y. 
I  TJ^ 


THE  AUTHOR  UPON  HIMSELF.      9$ 
The  waiters  ftand  in  ranks ;  the  yeomen  cry^ 
Make  room,  as  if  a  duke  were  paf&ng  by. 

Now  Finch  *  alarms  the  lords  :  he  hears  for  certain 
This  dangerous  prieft  is  got  behind  the  curtab. 
Finch>  fam'd  for  tedious  elocution,  proves 
That  Swift  oils  many  a  fpring  which  Harley  movest 
Walpole  and  Aiflabie  f,  to  clear  the  doubt, 
Inform  the  Commons,  that  the  fecret  's  out : 
**  A  cenain  do£lor  is  obfcrv'd  of  late 
^  To  haunt  a  certain  minider  of  flate  : 
**  From  whence  with  half  an  eye  we  may  difcover 
**  The  peace  is  made,  and  Pcrkin  muft  come  over.* 

York  is  from  Lambeth  fent,  to  fhew  the  Q^een   - 
A  dangerous  treitife  %  writ  again fl  the  fpleen  ,* 
Whicb>  by  the  Ayle,  the  matter,  and  the  drift,^ 
Tis  thought  cottld  be -the  work  of  none  but  Swifb 
Poor  York  I  the  harmlefs  tool  of  others  hate  3 
He  fues  for  pardon  J,  and  repents  too  late. 

Now,  angry  Somerfct  §  her  vengeance  vows 
On  Swift's  reproaches  for  her  ***** 
From  her  red  locks  her  mouth  with  venom  fills ; 
And  thence  into  the  royal  ear  inftills. 
The  Q^een  incens'd,  his  fervices  forgot, 
Leaves  him  a  viftim  to  the  vengef^il  Scot  ^. 

•  The  earl  of  Nottingham.    See  above,  p.  ^6. 

-f  They  both  fpoke  againft  him  in  the  H.  of  C. 

J  Talc  of  a  Tub. 

I  He  fent  a  melTage,  to  afk  Swift*s  pardon.  ^ 

i  Sec  the  Windibr  Prophecy,  p.  7 1. 

5  The  duke  of  Argyll. 

Now 
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Now  through  ^e  realm  a  proclamation  fpread. 
To  fix  a  price  on  his  devoted  head  *. 
While  innocent,  he  fcorns  ignoble  flight ; 
His-  watchful  friends  preferve  him  by  a  fleight. 

By  Harley*s  £avour  once  again  he  fhines  ; 
Is  now  carcfs'd  by  candidate  divines, 
Who  change  opinions  with  the  changing  fcene-: 
Lord  !  how  were  they  miftaken  in  the  Dean ! 
Now  Delawarr  f  again  familiar  grows ; 
And  in  Swift's  car  thxufts  half  his  powdered  nofe. 
The  Scottish  nation,  whom  he  durft  offend^ 
Again  apply  that  Swi&  would  be  tlieir  fnend:^* 

By  £a6tion  tir'd,  with  grief  he  waits  a  while. 
His  great  contending  friends  to  reconcile, 
Performs  what  friend&ip,  juiHce,  truth,  reqiure^ 
Whit  could  he  more,  but  decently  retire  ? 

THE       FAGGOT. 

Written  when  the  Minifliy  were  at  Variance,  1713* 

rXBSERVETllie  dying  father  fpeak  : 
^^  Try,  l^is,  can  you  this  bundle  break  ? 
Then  bids  the  ypungeft  of  the  fix 
Take  up  a  well-bound  heap  of  fticks. 

•  For  Writing  «  The  Public  Spirit  di  the  Wliigs." 
t  Then  lord  treafurer  of  the  houfehold,  who  cautioufljr 
ittvoided  Swift  whilft  the  proclamation  was  impending. 
%  He  was  vifited  by  the  Scotch  lords  more  than  ever* 

They 


THE      FAGGOT.  ^7 

They  thought  it  was  an  old  man's  maggot; 

And  ftrovc  by  turns  to  break  the  faggot : 

In  vain  ;  the  complicated  wands 

Were  much  too  ftrong  for  all  their  hands. 

See,  faid  the  fire,  how  foon  'tis  done : 

Then  took  and  broke  them  one  by  one. 

So  ftrong  you  11  be,  in  friendfhip  ty*d  j 

So  quickly  broke,  if  you  divide. 

Keep  clofe  then,  boys,  and  never  quarrel : 

Here  ends  the  fable  and  the  moral. 

This  Tale  may  be  apply'd  in  few  words 
To  treafurers,  comptrollers,  ftewards  ; 
And  others  who  in  folemn  fort 
Appear  with  (lender  wands  at  coun ; 
Not  firmly  join'd  to  keep  their  ground, 
But  lafliing  one  another  round  : 
While  wife  men  think  they  ought  to  fight 
With  quarter 'flaffsf  inftead  of  ivbii€  j 
Or  conftable  vf'nhjiaff  of  peace 
Should  come  and  make  the  clattering  ccafc  ; 
WHiich  now  dillurbs  the  Queen  and  court, 
And  gives  the  Whigs  and  rabble  fport. 

In  hifiory  we  never  found 
The  Confuh'  Fafces  were  unbound : 
Thofe  Romans  were  too  wife  to  think  on  't. 
Except  to  la(h  fome  grand  delinquent. 
How  would  they  blulh  to  hear  it  faid. 
The  Praetor  broke  the  Conful's  head  1 
Or  Conful,  in  his  purple  gown, 
Came  up,  and  knock 'd  the  Praetor  down  ! 

Vol.  I.         ^  H  Come, 
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EPIGRAM.    From  the  FtBKCM  *• 

TTTH  O  can  believe  with  common  f«nfe, 
^^    A  bacon-flice  gives  Ood  oflfence  i 
Or,  how  ft  herring  hath  a  chann 
Almighty  vengeance  to  chfarm } 
Wrapt  up  in  Majcily  divine. 
Does  he  regard  rui  what  we  dine } 

On  a  CURATE'S  Complaint  of  Hakd  DiJtt. 

T  MARCH*D  throe  miles  through  fcorchlng  (v^^ 

^    With  zealin  heart,  and  notes  in  hand  i 

I  rode  four  more  to  Great  St.  Mary, 

Ufing  four  legs,  when  two  were  weary  t 

To  three  fair  virgins  I  did  tic  men, 

In  the  clofe  bands  of  pleafing  Hymen  : 

I  dippM  two  babes  in  holy  water. 

And  purify*cl  ilicir  mother  after. 

Within  an  lu)ur  and  ckc  a  half, 

I  preacb'd  three  congregations  deaf  | 

Where  thundering  our,  with  lungs  long-winded, 

I  chopp'd  fo  fall,  that  few  there  minded. 

My  emblem,  the  laborious  fun, 

Saw  all  thcfe  mighty  labours  done 

Before  one  race  of  his  was  run. 

All  this  perform M  by  Robert  Ilewrt  t 

What  mortal  clfe  could  e'er  go  through  it ! 

♦  Written  extempore  by  a  gentleman  who  was  re- 
moved by  fomc  of  bis  companions  for  eating  cjigu  tuA 
Iwcon  on  a  faft-da/, 

'^  «  A  Ttvwi 
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CADENUS    AND   V^ANESSA». 
Written  at  Windfor,  1 7 1  j. 

'T^HE  fhephcrds  and  the  nymphs  were  fecn 
-■'    Pleading  before  the  Cyprian  Qjieen. 
The  counfel  for  the  fair  l)cgan, 
Accufing  the  falfe  creature  man. 
The  brief  with  weighty  crimes  was  charg'd,  5: 

On  which  the  pleader  much  enlarged ; 
That  Cupid  now  has  loft  his  art. 
Or  blunts  the  point  of  every  dart  ;— 
His  altar  now  no  longer  fmokes. 
His  mother's  aid  no  youth  invokes  :  lo* 

This  tempts  freethinkejs  to  refine. 
And  bring  in  doubt  their  powers  divine; 
Now  love  is  dwindled  to  intrigue, 
And  marriage  grown  a  money-league. 
Which  crimes  aforefaid  (fhuitb  her  leave)  15 

Were  (as  be  humbly  did  conceive) 
Againft  our  fovereign  lady's  peace, 
Againft  the  ftatutc  in  that  cafe, 
Againft  her  dignity  and  crown  : 
Then  pray'd  an  anfwer,  and  fat  down.  20 

The  njmpbs  with  fcorn  beheld  their  foes  : 
When  ihe  difendanVs  counfel  rofe, 

*  Founded  on  an  offer  of  marriage  made  by  Mifs 
Vanhomrigh  to  Dr.  Swift,  who  was  occafionally  her 
preceptor.    The  lady'&  unhappy  ftory  is  well  known. 

H  3  Am\, 
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And,  what  no  lawyer  ever  lacked, 

With  impudence  own'd  all  the  fa£V ; 

But,  what  the  gentleft  heart  would  vex,.  s^ 

Laid  all  the  fault  on  t'other  fex. 

That  modern  love  is  no  fuch  thing 

As  what  thofe  ancient  poets  fing  j 

A  fire  celeflial,  chafte,  refined, 

Conceiv'd  and  kindled  in  the  mind ;  30 

Which,  having  found  an  equal  flame„ 

Unites,  and  both  become  the  fame,. 

In  different  breads  together  burn,. 

Together  both  to  alhes  turn. 

But  women  now  feel  no. fuch  fire,  j^; 

And  only  know  the  grofs  defire. 

Their  pafllont  move  in  lower  fpheres,. 

Where'er  caprice  or  folly  fteers. 

A  dog,  a  parrot,  or  an  ape. 

Or  fome  worfe  brute  in  human  Ihape,  40 

Ingrofs  the  fancies  of  the  fair, 

The  few  foft  moments  they  can  fpare. 

From  vifits  to  receive  and  pay  j 

From  fcandal,  politicks,  and  play; 

From  fans,  and  flounces,  and  brocadesf  ^.t 

Fiom  equipage  and  park -parades. 

From,  all  the  thoufand  female  toys,. 

From  every  trifle  that  employs 

The  out  or  infide  of  their  headf , 

Between  their  toilets  and  their  beds.  to 

In  a  dull  ftream,  which  moving  flow,, 
you  hardly  fee  the  current  flow  y. 

If 
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If  a  fraaU  breeic  ohOru^^  the  covtifev 

Jc  whirls  alx>ur,  ktr  waiu  of  forcCf 

And  IQ  irs  narrow  circle  gtilicrs  l^t 

Nothing  hut  chaff,  anil  ftraws,  am)  l^ath^rt. 

The  current  of  a  female  minU 

Stops  thu^,  aoU  curn^  wiU)  every  wiml  i 

Thus  whirling  luuntl  together  iiraw« 

Fools,  fops,  and  rakes,  for  chatrand  {\raws,        f« 

Hence  we  conclude,  no  woincns  heaus 

Are  won  by  virtue,  wit,  and  (>arts  i 

Nor  arc  the  men  of  ^nic  to  UUiiw, 

For  hreafts  incapable  of  fl«im«  i 

The  fault  muft  on  the  nymphs  l>e  plaeM,  €5 

Grown  fo  corrupted  in  their  taflc. 

The  pleader,  having  f|H>kc  his  beA^ 
Had  witnef).  ready  to  attcA, 
Who  fairly  could  on  oath  dc^xife. 
When  qucdions  on  the  fufl  atofc,  70 

That  every  article  was  true  j 
Norfmrtbfr  tbofi  t/ipoftmiJ  k$irn^  ;— 
Therefore  he  humbly  would  inlltl, 
Tlie  bill  might  be  with  collii  i)ifmif\*d. 
The  caufc  appcar'd  oF  fo  much  vvci^ht,  75 

That  Venus,  from  lur  Ju*lKenu'ni»krti, 
Dcfir'd  them  not  to  talk  iu  loud, 
Elfe  (he  mud  intcipulc  a  cloui)  t 
For»  if  the  heavenly  folk  (hould  know 
Thcfe  pleadings  im  tbt  (ourtt  httofm^  80 

That  morrals  here  difdain  to  love, 
Vkc  ne'er  could  ihew  her  face  above ; 

H  4  For 


/^^^,|t\fMte.  I'lkkl  ili«»,  OBK'  dDoc  jmc  I  f  5 

^i«4j«)illtmllinl4lI\.  'tSKOK:  iknc  ami  &t  ; 

Btir,.  \mict  ehe  ca^  appcsr'it  £0  bboc, 

S4k^  thouq;hc  k  beft  zo  take  a^vke. 

Tthougii  f^tn  zo  love,  aciczi^  i&c  i 
^taCL\  am  Q&c  i%&£  ksad  took  :icir  pfam 

lb  oivkr;  ira  die  !bf%  the  GnoR  = 
Tfir- whom  lb:  ^gac  her  celiac  ^^aucg 

Xbi:  Onc^  Lalf-a£raa*-i  aook  ao«s ; 
Ami  *rarL*i  ijc-irr?  *i,  aierc  W'sic  ccc  ^:w 
Of  ii  'icr  frx  nfTTCcg  tijc  crew, 
Whciai  (he  cr  b^  xohtSon  kisrvr. 
Tbc  godiJiifi  fooD  begxa  so  tes, 
THuri  '*«r£  aoc  ripe  tor  a  (5ecree ;  x#5 

Acd  iaid,  &e  muf:  cociuk  her  books* 
Tlic  IrL-ers*  FIccas,  Bnftocrs  Cokes. 
Jcrfl  to  a  dapper  c!erk  iie  bcckon'd 
To  mm  to  Ovi<i,  bock  the  fecood  5 
StV  therA  referred  them  to  a  place  no 

*ligil  (vidt  Dido's  cafe)  : 

At 
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As  for  Tibullus's  reports. 

They  never  pafs'd  for  kw  in  courts  : 

For  Cowley's  briefs,  and  pleas  of  Waller, 

Still  their  authority  was  finaller.  115 

There  was  on  both  fides  much  to  fay : 
She  'd  hear  the  caufe  another  day. 
And  fo  ihe  did  ;  and  then  a  third 
She  heard  it— there  (he  kept  her  word  : 
But,  with  rejoinders  or  replies,  129 

Long  bills,  and  anfwers  fhiffd  with  lies. 
Demur,  imparlance,  and  eifoign, 
The  parties  ne'er  could  iflue  join  : 
For  iixreen  years  the  caufe  was  fpun. 

And  then  flood  where  it  fird  begun.  115 

Now,  gentle  Clio,  iing  or  fay. 

What  Venus  meant  by  this  delay. 

The  goddefs,  much  perplex'd  in  mind 

To  fee  her  empire  thus  declin'd. 

When  firft  this  grand  debate  arofe,  130 

Above  her  wifdom  to  compofe, 

ConceivM  a  projeft  in  her  head 

To  work  her  ends  ;  which,  if  it  fped. 

Would  fhew  the  merits  of  the  caufe 

Far  better  than  confuhing  laws.  135,, 

In  a  glad  hour  Lucina's  aid 

Produc'd  on  earth  a  wondrous  maid. 

On  whom  the  Queen  of  Love  was  bent 

To  try  a  new  experiment. 

She  threw  her  law-books  on  the  fhelf,  140 

And  thus  debated  with  herfelf. 

Since 
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Since  men  alledge,  tiiey  ne'er  can  find 
Thofe  beauties  in  a  feinale  mind^ 
Which  raile  a  Aame  that  will  endure 
For  ever  uncorrupt  and  pure ;  14^ 

If  'tis  with  reafon  they  complain. 
This  infant  Ihall  rcftore  my  reign. 
I  'U  fearch  where  every  virtue  dwells^ 
From  courts  incluiive  down  to  cells  : 
What  preachers  talk,  or  fagcs  write ;  150 

Thefe  I  will  gather  and  unite,  . 
And  reprcfent  them  to  mankind 
CoUe^ed  in  that  infant's  mind. 

This  faid,  ihe  plucks  in  heaven's  high  bowers 
A  fprig  of  amaranthine  flowers,  155. 

In  neftar  thrice  infufes  bays,. 
Three  times  refin'd  in  Titan's  rays; 
Then  calls  the  Graces  to  her  aid. 
And  fprinklcs  thrice  the  new-born  maid  i- 
From  whence  the  tender  fkin  alfumes  160 

A  fweetnefs  aW^e  all  perfumes  : 
From  whence  a  cleanlinefs  remains^ 
Incapable  of  outward  ftains  : 
From  whence  that  decency  of  mind> 
So  lovely  in  the  female  kind,  165 

Where  not  one  carelefs  thought  intrudes, 
Lefs  moded  than  the  fpeech  of  prudes; 
Where  never  blufh  was  calPd  in  aid,. 
That  ipurious  virtue  in  a  maid,  ^ 

A  virtue  but  at  fccond-hand  }  170 

They  t^uih^  beoiufc  they  underiUnd* 

The 
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The  Graces  nopt  would  aft  their  parv 
And  fhew'd  but  little  of  their  art ; 
Their  work  was  half  already  done^ 
The  cliild  with  native  beauty  ihone  r  175 

The  outward  form  no  help  required  r 
Each,  breathing  on  her  thrice,  infpir'd 
That  gentle,  foft,  engaging  air. 
Which  in  old  times  adornM  the  fair : 
And  faid,  "  Vanefla  l)c  the  name  i8a 

**  By  which  thou  (halt  be  known  to  fame; 
**  Vaneffa,  by  the  gods  inroU'd  r 
**  Her  name  on  earth  fliall  not  be  told," 

But  ftill  the  work  was  not  complete ; 
When  Venus  tliought  on  a  deceit,  1 85; 

Drawn  by  her  doves,  away  ihe  flies, 
And  finds  out  Pallas  in  the  ikies. 
Dear  Pallas,  I  have  been  this  mom 
To  fee  a  lovely  infant  born  ; 

A  boy  in  yonder  ifle  belowj  j^o 

So  like  my  own  wirhout  his  bow, 
By  beauty  eould  your  heart  be  won> 
You  'd  fwear  it  is  Apollo's  fon  : 
But  it  fhall  ne'er  be  faid,  a  child 
So  hopeful  has  by  me  been  fpoil'd;  195 

I  have  enough  befides  to  fpare. 
And  give  him  wholly  to  your  care. 

Wifdom  's  above  fufpe^ing  wiles : 
The  Queen  of  Learning  gravely  fmiles. 
Down  from  Olympus  comes  with  joy,  400 

Miflake»  Vanella  for  a  boy ; 

Thett. 
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Then  fows  within  her  tender  mind 

Seeds  long  unknown  to  womankind ; 

For  manly  bofoms  chieiy  fit. 

The  feeds  of  knowledge,  judgement,  wit.  205 

Her  foul  was  fuddenly  endued 

With  julticc,  truth,  and  fortitude  ; 

With  honour,  which  no  breath  can  ftain. 

Which  malice  muft  attack  in  vain  j 

With  open  heart  and  bounteous  hand.  *io 

But  Pallas  here  was  at  a  (land  ; 

She  knew,  in  our  degenerate  days. 

Bare  virtue  could  not  live  on  praife  ; 

That  meat  muft  be  with  money  bought : 

She  therefore,  upon  fccond  thoughr,  215 

InfusM,  yet  as  it  were  by  fteallh, 

Some  fmall  regard  for  (late  and  wealth ; 

Of  which,  as  (he  grew  up,  there  (laid 

A  tin6lure  in  the  prudent  maid  : 

She  manag'd  her  edate  with  care,  220 

Yet  lik'd  three  footmen  to  her  chair. 

But,  led  he  fhould  negledi:  his  fludies 

Like  a  young  heir,  the  thrifty  goddefs 

(For  fear  young  mafter  fhould  be  fpoiPd) 

Would  ufc  hirti  like  a  younger  child ;  225^ 

And,  after  long  computing,  found 

'Twould  come  to  juft  five  thoufand  pound. 

The  Queen  of  Love  was  pleas'd,  and  proud. 
To  fee  Vaneffa  thus  endow'd  : 
She  doubted  not  but  fuch  a  dame  230 

Through  every  brealt  would  dart  a  flame ; 

That 
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That  every  rich  and  lordly  fwain 

With  pride  would  drag  about  her  chain  ; 

That  fcholars  would  forfake  their  books> 

To  (ludy  bright  Vanefla's  looks  ;  135 

As  fhe  advanc'd,  that  womankind 

Would  by  her  model  form  their  mind. 

And  all  thek  condu£l  would  be  try'd 

By  her,  as  an  unerring  guide  ; 

Offending  daughters  oft'  would  hear  2^9 

Vanefla's  praifc  rung  in  their  ear  : 

Mifs  Betty,  when  (he  docs  a  fault. 

Lets  fall  her  knife,  or  fjMlls  the  fait. 

Will  thus  be  by  her  mother  chid, 

**  'Tis  what  Vanefla  never  did  1"  145 

Thus  by  the  nymphs  and  fvvains  ador'di 

My  power  Ihall  be  again  reftor*d, 

And  happy  lovers  blefs  my  reign — 

So  Venus  hop'd,  but  hop'd  in  vain. 

For  when  in  rime  the  Martial  Maid  150 

Found  out  the  trick  that  Venus  play'd. 
She  (hakes  her  helm,  fhe  knits  her  brows. 
And,  fir'd  with  indignation,  vows. 
To-morrow,  ere  the  fetting  fun, 
She  'd  all  undo  that  fhe  had  done. 

But  in  the  poets  we  may  find 
A  wholefome  law,  time  out  of  mind. 
Had  been  confirm M  by  Fate's  decree. 
That  gods,  of  whatfoe'er  degree, 
Rcfume  not  what  themfelves  have  given,  t6o 

Or  any  brother-god  in  heaven  j 

Which 
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"Which  kce|>s  the  peace  among  the  gods, 

'Or  they  mad  always  he  at  odds : 

And  Pallas,  if  (he  broke  the  laws, 

Md(k  yield  her  foe  the  (b-onger  caufe ;  263 

A  fliame  to  one  fo  much  ador'd 

•For  wifdora  at  ]ovci  council-board, 

Bcfides,  Ihe  feared  the  Queen  of  Love 

Would  meet  with  better  friends  above. 

And  though  ihe  mull  with  grief  refle£^  27© 

To  fee  a  mortal  virgin  deck'd 

With  graces  hitherto  unknown 

To  female  breads,  except  her  owni 

Tet  ihe  would  zGt  as  beft  became 

A  goddcfs  of  unfpotted  fame.  275 

"She  knew,  by  augury  divine, 

Venus  would  fail  in  her  defign  t 

$he  {ludy'd  well  the  point,  and  found 

Her  foe's  concluiions  were  not  found, 

Jrom  premifies  erroneous  brought,  2 to 

And  therefore  tlie  dedu£Uon  *s  nought. 

And  muft  have  contrary  efFe6ts, 

To  what  her  treacherous  foe  expe&s. 

In  proper  feafon  Pallas  meets 
The  Queen  of  Love,  whom  thus  ihe  greets         285 
(For  gods,  we  are  by  Homer  told, 
•Can  in  celeilial  language  fcold)  : 
Perfidious  goddefs  I  but  in  vain 
You  form'd  this  project  in  your  brain  j 
A  projeft  for  thy  talents  fit,  299 

Witli  much  deceit  and  little  wit* 

3  Th»tt 
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Thou  haft,  as  thou  flialt  quickly  fee, 
I>cceiv'd  thyfclf,  inftcad  of  me  : 
For  how  can  heavenly  wifdom  prove 
An  inftniment  to  eartlily  love  ? 
Kdow'H  thou  not  yet,  that  men  commence 
Thy  votaries,  for  want  of  fenfe? 
Nor  (hall  Vanefla  be  the  theme. 
To  manage  thy  abortive  fcheme  : 
She  '11  prove  the  greateft  of  thy  foes  5 
And  yet  I  fcorn  to  interpofe, 
But,  uiing  neither  Ikill  nor  force, 
Leave  all  things  to  their  natural  courfe. 

The  goddefs  thus  pronounced  her  doom : 
When  lo  !  Vanefla  in  her  bloom 
Advanced,  like  Atalanta's  ftar, 
But  rarely  (een,  and  feen  from  far  : 
In  a  new  world  with  caution  llept, 
Watch'd  all  the  company  (he  kept. 
Well  knowing,  from  the  books  Ihe  read, 
What  dangerous  paths  young  virgins  tread  : 
Would  feldom  at  the  Park  appear. 
Nor  faw  the  play-houfc  twice  a  year  ; 
Yet,  not  incurious,  was  indjn'd 
To  know  the  converfe  of  mankind. 

Firft  ifllied  from  perfumers'  fhops, 
A  croud  of  falhionable  fops  - 
They  aflt'd  her,  how  fhe  lik'd  the  play; 
Then  told  the  tattle  of  the  day  j 
A  duel  fought  lad  night  at  two. 
About  a. lady —you  know  who; 
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Mentioned  a  new  Italian,  come 

Either  from  Mufcovy  or  Rome  ; 

Gave  hints  of  who  and  who's  together  j 

Then  fell  to  talking  of  tlie  weather  j  325 

Laft  night  was  fo  extr«mely  fine, 

The  ladies  walk'd  till  after  nine; 

Then,  in  foft  voice  and  fpecch  abfurd, 

With  nonfcnfe  every  fccond  word, 

With  fuftian  from  exploded  plays,  53© 

They  celebrate  her  beauty's  praifc; 

Run  o'er  their  cant  of  ftupid  lies. 

And  tell  the  murders  of  her  eyes. 

With  filcDt  fcorn  Vancfla  far, 
"Scarce  liftening  to  their  idle  chat ;  335 

Further  than  fometimcs  by  a  frown, 
When  they  grew  pert,  to  pull  them  down. 
At  laft  fhe  fpitefully  was  bent 
To  try  their  wifdom's  full  extent  ; 
And  faid,  fhe  valued  nothing  lefs  34* 

Than  titles,  figure,  ihape,  and  drefs^ 
That  merit  fhould  be  chiefly  plac'd 
In  judgement,  knowledge,  wit,  andtaftcj 
And  thcfc,  (he  offer'd  to  difpute. 
Alone  diftinguifhM  man  from  brute :  34^ 

That  prcfent  times  have  no  pretence 
To  virtu f,  in  the  noble  fenfc 
By  Greeks  and  Romans  underftood, 
To  perilh  for  our  country's  good. 
She  nam'd  the  ancient  heroes  round,  350 

Explain'd  for  what  they  were  rcnown'd  j 

Then 
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Then  fpokc  with  cenfure  or  applaufc 

Of  forelg;n  cufloms,  rites,  and  laws  ; 

Through  nature  and  through  art  fhe  rang'd, 

And  gracefully  her  ful>je6t  chang'd  ;  355 

In  vain  1  her  hearers  had  no  fhare 

In  all  Ae  fpoke,  except  to  flare. 

Their  judgement  was,  upon  the  whole, 

— ^That  lady  is  the  dulled  foul  !— 

Then  tipt  their  forehead  in  a  jec'r,  jS* 

As  who  Ihould  fay— She  wants  it  here  ! 

She  may  be  handfome,  young,  and  rich. 

But  none  will  burn  her  for  a  witch  ! 

A  party  next  of  glittering  dames. 
From  round  the  purlieus  of  St,  James,  §65 

Came  early,  out  of  pure  good-will, 
To  fee  the  girl  in  diihabille. 
Their  clamour,  'lighting  from  their  chairs. 
Grew  louder  all  the  way  up  flairs ; 
At  entrance  loudefl,  where  they  found  37* 

The  room  with  volumes  litter'd  round, 
VanelTa  held  Montaigne,  and  read, 
Whiift  Mrs.  Sufan  comb'd  her  head. 
They  call'd  for  tea  and  chocolate. 
And  fell  into  their  ufual  chat,  275 

Difcourfing  with  important  face. 
On  ribbons,  fans,  and  gloves,  and  lace  ; 
Shew'd  patterns  jufl  from  India  brought. 
And  gravely  afk'd  her  what  flie  thought. 
Whether  the  red  or  green  were  befl,  jg* 

And  what  they  coft  ?  Vaneffa  gucfs'd. 

Vol.  L  I  A$ 
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As  came  into  her  fancy  firit; 
Nam*d  half  the  rates,  and  CkM  the  word. 
To  fcaodal  next — ^What  awkward  thing 
Was  that  lafl  Sunday  in  the  ring }  315 

I  'm  forry  Mopfa  breaks  fo  hH ; 
I  faidy  her  face  would  never  la(L 
Corinna,  with  that  youthful  air, 
*    Is  thiny,  and  a  bit  to  fpare  : 

Her  fondnefs  for  a  cenain  Earl  390 

Began  when  I  was  but  a  girl  I 

Phiilisy  who  but  a  month  ago. 

Was  marry'd  to  the  Tunbrtdge  beau, 

I  faw  coquetting  t'other  night 

In  public  with  that  odious  knight  1  395 

They  railly'd  next  VaneiTa's  drefs  : 
That  gown  was  made  for  old  queen  Bcfs. 
Dear  Madam,  let  me  fee  your  head  : 

Don't  you  intend  to  put  on  red  ? 

A  petticoat  without  a  hoop  1  4.00 

Sure,  you  are  not  aiham*d  to  (loop ! 

With  handfome  garters  at  your  knees, 

Ko  matter  what  a  fSellow  fees. 

Fiird  with  difdaln,  vinth  rage  inflamM^ 

3oth  of  herfclf  and  fex  alham'd,  405 

Tlie  nymph  flood  fileAt  out  of  fpighc^ 

Nor  would  vouchfafe  to  fet  them  right.    . 

Away  the  fair  dctra6bors  went. 

And  gav.e  by  turns  their  ccnfures  vent* 
t  *  Site  *s  not  fo  hamlfome  in  my  eyes :  410 

For  wit,  I  wottder  where  it  lies ! 

Sie't 


CADENUS   AND  VANESSA.      fi$ 

SKe  's  fair  and  clean»  and  that  '<%  the  moA:  t 

But  why  proclaim  her  for  a  roafl  ? 

A  bahy  face ;  do  liic,  no  airs, 

But  what  (he  Icam'd  at  country>f«irs  ;  415 

Scarce  knows  what  difference  is  between 

Rich  Flanders  lace  and  Colbeneen. 

I  *11  undertake,  my  little  Nancy 

In  flounces  hath  a  better  fancy ! 

With  all  her  wit,  I  would  not  a(k  410 

Her  judgement,  how  to  buy  a  maik. 

We  begg'd  her  but  to  fwtch  her  fac?, 

She  never  bit  one  proper  place  j 

Which  every  girl  at  five  years  old 

Can  do  as  foon  a«  (he  is  toM*  41^ 

I  own,  that  out-of-faihion  (luff 

Becomes  the  cruttun  well  enough. 

The  girl  might  pafs,  if  we  could  get  her 

To  know  the  world  a  little  better. 

{To  kno*w  the  njnorUI  a  mo<lcni  pl.rafc  430 

Tor  t'i fits,  ombre,  balls,  and  |)'.ivij.) 

Thus,  to  the  world's  pcrpciual  Ifiamc, 
The  Queen  of  Beauty  loll  her  aim  ; 
Too  late  with  grief  Ihc  undcrllool, 
Pallas  had  done  more  harm  than  f/jod  j  455 

For  great  examples  arc  l)Ut  vain, 
\Vhere  ignorance  begets  dif'Jain. 
Both  fcxes,  arm\l  witJi  gink  and  fpitc, 
Againil  Vanefla's  power  un  ••   :  • 

To  copy  her,  few  nymphs  afpir'd  j  449 

Her  vinues  fewer  fwains  adnui'd* 

I  s  %• 
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So  ilars  beyond  a  certain  height 
Give  mortals  neither  heat  nor  light. 

Yet  fome  of  either  fex,  endow'd 
With  gifts  fuperior  to  the  croud,  44^ 

With  virtue,  knowledge,  tafte,  and  v^rit, 
She  condefcended  to  admit : 
With  pleafing  arts  fhe  could  reduce 
Mens  talents  to  their  proper  ufe  5 
And  with  addrefs  each  genius  held  450 

To  that  wherein  it  moft  excell'd  j 
Thus,  making  others*  wifdom  known, 
Could  pleafe  them,  and  improve  her  own. 
A  modeft  youth  faid  fomething  new ; 
She  plac'd  it  in  the  ftrongeft  view.  45  r 

All  humble  worth  fhe  drove  to  raife  ; 
Would  not  be  prais'd,  yet  lov'd  to  praife. 
The  learned  met  with  free  approach, 
Although  they  came  not  in  a  coach : 
Some  clergy  too  fhe  would  allow,  460 

Nor  quarrel'd  at  their  awkward  bow ; 
But  this  was  for  Cadenus'  fake, 
A  gownman  of  a  different  make  ; 
Whom  Pallas,  once  VanelTa's  tutor. 
Had  fix'd  on  for  her  coadjutor.  465 

But  Cupid,  full  of  mifchief,  longs 
To  vindicate  his  mother's  wrongs. 
On  Pallas  all  attempts  are  vain  : 
One  way  he  knows  to  give  her  pain  j 
Vows  on  VanefTa's  heart  to  take  470- 

Due  vengeance,  for  her  patron's  fake. 

Thofe 
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Thofe  early  feeds  by  Venus  fown, 

In  fpitc  of  Pallas,  now  were  grown  $ 

And  Cupid  hop'd,  they  would  improve 

By  time,  and  ripen  into  love.  475 

The  boy  made  ufe  of  all  his  craft, 

In  vain  difcharging  many  a  ihaft. 

Pointed  at  colonels,  lords,  and  beaux : 

Cadcnus  warded  off  the  blows ; 

For,  placing  ftill  fome  book  betwixt,  480 

The  darts  were  in  the  cover  fix'd. 

Or,  often  blunted  and  recoil'd, 

On  Plutarch's  Morals  ftruck,  were  fpoiPd. 

The  Q^een  of  Wifdom  could  forefee. 
But  not  prevent,  the  Fates*  decree  :  485 

And  human  caution  tries  in  vain 
To  break  that  adamantine  chain. 
Vancfla,  though  by  Pallas  taught, 
By  Love  invulnerable  tliought. 
Searching  in  books  for  wifdom's  aid,  490 

Was,  in  the  very  fearch,  betray'd. 

Cupid,  though  all  his  darts  were  loft. 
Yet  ftill  relblv'd  to  fpare  no  coft  : 
He  could  not  anfwer  to  his  fame 
The  triumphs  of  that  ftubborn  dame,  495 

A  nymph  fo  harJ  to  be  fubdued. 
Who  neither  was  coquette  nor  prude. 
I  find,  faid  be,  Ihc  wants  a  do£^or, 
Both  to  adore  her,  and  iiiftru^l  her  : 
1  *1I  give  licr  what  fhc  moft  admires,.  500 

Among  thofe  venerable  fires. 

I  3  Cadcnus 
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Cadenus  is  a  fubjcft  fit. 
Grown  old  in  politicks  and  wit, 
Carefs*d  by.  minifters  of  ihite, 
Of  half  mankind  the  dread  and  hatc» 
Whate'er  vexations  love  attend. 
She  need  no  rivals  apprehend. 
Her  fcx,  with  univerfal  voice, 
Muft  laugh  at  her  capricious  choiee. 

Cadenus  many  things  had  writ :  51-0 

VanefTa  mMch  eftecm'd  liis  wk, 
And  callu  for  his  poetic  works : 
Mean  time  the  boy  in  fecret  lurks; 
And,  wliile  the  book  was  in  her  hand. 
The  urchin  from  his  private  ftand  .51^ 

Took  aim,  and  (hot  with  all  his  flrength 
A  dart  of  fuch  prodigious  length. 
It  pierc'd  the  feeble  volume  through. 
And  deep  transfix-'d  her  bofom  too. 
Some  lines,  more  moving  than  the  reft,  ^ao 

Stuck  to  the  point  that  pierc'd  her  breaft^ 
And,  borne  direftly  to  the  heart, 
With  pains  unknown,  increasM  her  fmart. 

VanelTa,  not  in  years  a  fcore. 
Dreams  of  a  gown  of  forty- four ;  515. 

Imaginary  charms  can  find 
In  eyes  with  reading  almoft  blind.: 
Cadenus  now  no  more  appears 
Declin'd  in  health,  advanc*d  in  years. 
She  fancies  mufick  in  his  tongue;  536 

Nor  farther  looks,  but  diinks  him  young. 

Whal 
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What  mariner  is  not  afraid 

To  venture  in  a  ihip  decay'd  ? 

What  planter  will  attempt  to  yoke 

A  fapling  with  a  falling  oak?  5J5 

As  years  increafe,  fhe  brighter  fhines  r 

Cadenus  with  each  day  declines  ; 

And  he  muft  fall  a  prey  to  time, 

While  fhe  continues  in  her  prime. 

Cadenus,  common  forms  apart,  54«- 

In  every  fcenc  had  kept  his  heart  j 
H  .d  iigh*d  and  languifh'd,  vow*d  and  writ. 
For  paftime,  orto  ihew  his  wit. 
But  books,  and  time,  and  flate  afTairs, 
Had  {poil'd  his  fafhionable  airs  :  545 

He  now  could  praife,  efteem,  approve,. 
But  underftood  not  what  was  love. 
His  conduft  might  have  made  him  ftyPd     ' 
A  father,  and  the  nymph  his  child. 
That  innocent  delight  he  took  550 

To  fee  the  virgin  mind  her  l)ook,. 
Was  but  the  mafkr's  fccret  joy 
In  fchool  to  hear  the  fined  bo}^ 
Hf r  knowIe«.lge  wifh  her  fancy  grew  ; 
She  hourly  prcfs'd  for  fomething  new;  r-e: 

Ideas  came  into  her  mind 
So  faf>,  his  lelibns  lagg'd  behind  ; 
She  reafon'cl,  without  plodding  long, 
Nor  ever  gave  her  judgement  wrong. 
But  now  a  fudden  change  was  wrougnt:  560 

Sl*c  minds  no  longer  what  he  taught. 

X  4  Cadenus 
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Cadenus  was  amazM,  to  find 

Such  marks  of  a  difbraf^ed  mind  : 

For,  though  fhe  fecm*d  to  liften  more 

To  all  he  fpoke,  than  c*cr  before,  56^ 

He  found  her  thoughts  would  abfent  range, 

Yet  guefs'd  not  whence  could  fpring  the  change. 

And  firft  he  modeftly  conjeftures 

His  pupil  might  be  tir*d  with  leftures^j 

Which  helped  to  mortify  his  pride,  57a 

Yet  gave  him  not  the  heart  to  chide ; 

But,  in  a  mild  deje6bcd  flrain, 

At  laft  he  ventured  to  complain  ; 

Said,  fhe'fliould  be  no  longer  tcas'd, 

Might  have  her  freedom  when  fiie  pleas*d  j  575. 

Was  now  convinc'd,  he  a£ted  wrong 

To  hide  her  from  the  world  fo  long. 

And  in  dull  fludies  to  engage 

One  of  her  tender  fex  and  age ; 

,That  every  nymph  with  envy  own'd,  5  So 

How  fhe  might  (hine  in  the  grande  monde  \ 

And  every  ihepherd  was  undone 

To  fee  her  cloifteir'd  like  a  nun. 

This  was  a  vilionary  fcheme  : 

He  wak'd,  and  found  it  but  a  dream;  585 

A  projedl  far  above  his  Ikill ; 

For  nature  muft  be  nature  flilL 

If  he  were  bolder  than  becaiiie 

A  fcholar  to  a  courtly  dame, 

She  might  excufe  a  man  of  letters  ;  590 

Tiius  tutors  often  treat  their  betters : 

S  Ano» 
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And,  fincc  his  talk  offcnfivc  gi-cw, 
He  came  to  take  lus  lad  adieu. 

VaneiTa,  iill'd  with  jud  difdain, 
Would  dill  her  dignity  maintain,  59} 

Indru^ted  from  her  early  years 
To  fcom  the  art  of  female  tears. 

Had  he  employed  his  time  fo  long 
To  teach  her  wliat  was  right  and  wrong ; 
Yet  could  fuch  notions  entertain  4o» 

Thtit  all  his  le£^ures  were  in  vain  } 
She  own*d  the  wandering  of  her  thoughts  ; 
But  he  mud  anfwer  for  her  faults. 
She  well  rcmcmbcr'd,  to  her  cod, 
That  all  his  leffons  were  not  lod*  605 

Two  maxims  fhe  could  dill  produce. 
And  fad  experience  taught  their  ufe  ; 
That  virtue,  plcasVl  by  being  fhown, 
Knows  nothing  which  it  dares  not  own  ; 
Can  make  us  without  fear  difclofe  610 

Our  inmod  fccrcts  to  our  foes  : 
That  common  forms  were  not  dcfign'd 
Dirt6l:ors  to  a  noble  mind. 
Now,  laid  the  nymph,  to  let  you  fee 
My  af\ions  with  your  rules  agree ;  615 

That  I  can  vuUjar  forms  dcfpifc. 
And  have  no  fccrcts  to  difguife  ; 
I  knew,  by  wha:  you  laid  and  writ, 
HcAV  dangerous  things  were  men  of  wit; 
You  cauiionM  luc  againrt  their  cliaiins,  6xo 

Bat  never  ;.;avc  me  e'^ual  iuuvj  , 

Your 
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Your  leflbns  found  the  weakeft  part, 
Aim'd  at  the  head,  but  reach'd  the  heart. 

Cadenus  felt  witl\in  him  xi^ 
Shame,  difappoiatmcnt,  guilt,  furprizc.  6x5 

He  knew  not  how  to  reconcile 
Such  language  with  her  ufiial  ftyle  : 
And  yet  her  words  were  fo  expreft, 
He  could  not  hope  (he  fpoke  in  jeft. 
His  thoughts  had  wholly  been  confined  63  • 

To  form  and  cultivate  her  mind. 
He  hardly  knew,  till  he  was  told, 
Whether  the  nymph  were  young  or  old; 
Had  met  her  in  a  public  place, 
.  Without  diftinguifhing  her  face  .•  635 

Much  lefs  could  his  declining  age 
VanefTa's  earl Lc  ft  thoughts  engage  ; 
And,  if  her  youth  inditference  met, 
His  perfon  muft  contempt  beget  : 
Or,  grant  her  padion  be  fincere,  640 

How  (hall  his  innocence  be  clear  ? 
Appearances  were  all  fo  flrong, 
The  world  muft  think  him  in  the  wrong  : 
Would  fay,  he  made  a  treacherous  ufe 
Of  Wit,  to  flatter  and  feduce  :  645 

The  town  would  fwcar,  he  had  betrayed 
By  magic  fpells  the  harmlcfs  maid  : 
And  every  beau  would  have  his  jokes. 
That  fcholars  were  like  other  folks ; 
And,  when  Platonic  flights  were  over,  650 

The  tutor  turn'd  a  mortal  bvcr  I 

So 


CADENUS  AND  VANESSA.        113 

So  tender  of  the  young  and  fair  \ 

It  ihew*d  a  true  paternal  care  — 

Five  thoufand  guineas  in  her  purfe  J 

The  Do6lor  might  have  fancy 'd  wcwfe.  —         €55 

Hardly  at  kngth  he  iilence  broke, 
And  faulter'd  every  word  he  fpoke  | 
Interpreting  her  complaifancc, 
Juft  as  a  mzn  fat/s  coHftquiucif 
She  raillied  well,  he  always  knew :  660 

Her  manner  now  was  fomething  new  j 
And  what  (he  fpoke  was.  in  an  air 
As  ferious  as  a  tragic  player. 
But  thofe  who  aim  at  ridicule 
Should  fix  upon  fome  certain  rule,.  465 

Which  fairly  hints  they  are  in  jeft, 
Elfc  he  muft  enter  his  proteft  : 

For,  let  a  man  be  nc*cr  fo  wife. 

He  may  be  caught  with  fober  lies  ; 

A  fcience  which  he  never  taught,  670 

And,  to  be  free,  was  dearly  bought  j 

For,  take  it  in  its  proper  light, 

Tis  juft  what  coxcombs  call  a  bite. 
But,  not  to  dwell  on  things  minute, 

Vaneffa  finifliM  the  difpute,  675. 

Brought  weighty  arguments  to  prove 

That  reafon  was  her  guide  in  love. 

She  thought  he  had  himfelf  dcfcribM, 

His  doctrines  when  (he  firft  imbib'd  : 

What  he  had  planted,  now  was  grown  j  68a 

His  virtues  ihc  might  call  her  own  2 

As 
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As  he  approves,  as  he  diflikcs, 

Love  or  contempt  her  fancy  fbikes. 

Self-love,  in  nature  rooted  fail. 

Attends  us  fird,  and  leaves  us  lafl :  6S5 

Why  Ihc  likes  him,  admire  not  at  her ; 

She  loves  herfelf,  and  that 's  the  matter. 

How  was  her  tutor  wont  to  praifc 

The  gcniufes  of  ancient  days! 

(Thofe  authors  he  fo  oft*  had  nam'd,  6f  • 

For  learning,  wit,  and  wifdom,  fam'd) 

Was  ftruck  with  love,  efleem,  and  awe. 

For  perfons  whom  he  never  faw, 

Suppofe  Cadenus  flourifh'd  then. 

He  muft  adore  fuch  God -like  men.  695 

If  one  (hort  volume  could  comprife 

All  that  was  witty,  learn'd,  and  wife. 

How  would  it  be  efVeem'd  and  read. 

Although  the  writer  long  were  dead  ! 

If  fuch  an  author  were  alive,  70* 

How  all  would  for  his  friendlhip  ftrive. 

And  come  in  crouds  to  fee  his  face  ! 

And  this  (he  takes  to  be  her  cafe. 

Cadenus  anfwers  every  end. 

The  book,  the  author,  and  the  friend  ;  705 

The  utmofl  her  defires  will  reach. 

Is  but  to  learn  what  he  can  teach : 

His  conv«rc  is  a  fyftem  fit 

Alone  to  fill  up  all  her  wit  ; 

While  every  paiTion  of  her  mind  710 

In  him  is  ccntcr'd  and  confined. 

Love 
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Love  can  with  fpcech  infpire  a  mute^ 
And  taught  Vanefla  to  difpute. 
This  topick,  never  touch'd  before, 
Difplay'd  her  eloquence  the  more  :  715 

Her  knowledge,  with  fuch  pains  acquir*d. 
By  this  new  paffion  grew  infpir*d  j 
Through  this  fhe  made  all  objefts  pafs 
Which  gave  a  tin&ure  o'er  the  mafs  ; 
As  rivers,  though  they  bend  and  twine,  jz^ 

Still  to  the  fea  their  courfe  incline  ; 
Or,  as  philofophers,  who  find 
Some  favourite  fyftem  to  their  mind, 
In  every  point  to  make  it  fit, 
Will  force  all  nature  to  fubmit.  725 

Cadenus,  who  could  ne'er  fufpeft 
His  leflbns  would  have  fuch  effect 
Or  be  fo  artfully  apply*d, 
Infenfibly  came  on  her  fide. 

It  was  an  unforefeen  event ;  730 

Things  took  a  turn  he  never  meant. 
Whoe'er  excels  in  what  we  prize. 
Appears  a  hero  in  our  eyes  : 
Each  girl,  when  pleas'd  with  what  is  taught. 
Will  have  the  teacher  in  her  thought.  735 

When  Mifs  delights  in  her  fpinnet, 
A  fiddler  may  a  fortune  get  ,• 
A  blockhead,  with  melodious  voice. 
In  boarding-fchools  may  have  his  choice  ; 
And  oft'  the  dancing-maftcr's  art  740 

Climbs  from  the  toe  to  touch  the  heart. 
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In  learning  let  a  nymph  delight, 

The  pedant  gets  a  miftrefs  by  *t. 

Cadenus,  to  his  grief  and  fliame, 

Could  fcarce  oppofe  VanelTa's  flame  ;  5^5 

And,  though  her  arguments  were  ftrong, 

At  lead  could  hardly  wifli  them  wrong. 

Howe  er  it  came,  he  could  not  tell, 

But  fure  fhe  never  talk'd  fo  well, 
•^  His  pride  began  to  interpofe  j  ^^ 

Preferr'd  before  a  croud  of  beaux  ! 

So  bright  a  nymph  to  come  unfought ! 

Such  wonder  by 'his  merit  wrought  1 

•Tis  merit  muft  with  her  prevail  f 
.  ^c  never  knew  her  judgement  fail !  75  j 

She  noted  all  Ihe  ever  read  ! 

And  had  a  moft  difceming  head  1 
'Tis  an  old  maxim  in  the  fchoolsy 

That  flattery  *s  the  food  of  fools ; 
'  Yet  now  and  then  your  men  of  wit  760 

WiU  condefcehd  to  take  a  bit. 
So,  when  Cadenus  could  not  hide. 

He  chofc  to  juftify,  his  pride ; 

Conibuing  the  pafRon  ihe  had  ihown^ 

Much  to  her  prtife,  more  to  his  own*  <^6( 

Kature  in  him  had  merit  plac'd. 

In  her  a  mofl  judicious  tafte. 

Love,  hitherto  a  tranfient  guefl, 

Ne'er  held  poffcilion  of  his  bread  1 

So  long  attending  at  the  gate,  77« 

Difdain'd  to  enter  in  fo  late* 

Lovf 
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t0V€  why  do  we  one  pailion  call. 

When  'tis  a  componnd  of  them  all  ? 

Where  hot  and  cold,  where  fharp.and  fweet. 

In  all  their  equipages  meet ;  7^5 

Where  pleafures  mix'd  with  paint  appear. 

Sorrow  with  joy,  and  hope  with  fear  i 

Wherein  his  dignity  and  age 

Forhid  Cadenus  to  engage. 

But  friendihip,  in  its  greateft  height,  7B0 

A  conftant,  rational  delight, 

On  virtue's  hafis  fiz'd  to  lafl. 

When  love  allurements  long  are  pad. 

Which  gently  warms,  but  cannot  buni» 

fie  gladly  offers  in  return  i  ^5 

His  want  of  paifion  ^11  redeem    . 

With  gratitude,  refpe6^,  eftcem ; 

With  that  devotion  we  beftow, 

When  goddefles  appear  below. 

While  thus  Cadenus  entcnains  '  79* 

VaneiTa  in  exalted  ftrains. 

The  nymph  in  fober  words  intreats 

A  truce  with  all  fublime  conceits  : 

For  why  fuch  raptures,  flights,  and  fancies^ 

To  her  who  durft  not  read  romances  ^  79^ 

In  lofty  (lyle  to  make  replies. 

Which  he  had  taught  her  to  defpife  ? 

But  when  her  tutor  will  affedi: 

Devotion,  duty,  and  rerpe£l:, 
•  He  fairly  abdicates  the  throne ;  to« 

The  government  is  now  her  own ; 
;     4  He 
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He  has  a  forfeiture  incurred  ;      ' 

She  vows  to  take  him  at  his  word, 

And  hopes  he  will  not  think  it  ftrangc, 

If  both  ihould  now  their  ftations  change,  $9^ 

The  nymph  will  have  her  turn  to  be 

The  tutor  ;  and  the  pupil,  he  : 

Though  (he  already  can  difcern 

Her  fcholar  is  not  apt  to  learn; 

Or  wants  capacity  to  reach  Si# 

The  fcicnce  fhe  defigns  to  teach: 

Wherein  his  genius  was  below 

The  (kill  of  every  common  beau. 

Who,  though  he  cannot  fpell,  is  wife 

"Enough  to  read  a  lady's  eyes,  815 

And  will  each  accidental  glance 

Interpret  for  a  kind  advance. 
But  what  fuccefs  VanelTa  met. 

Is  to  the  world  a  fecret  yet. 

Whether  the  nymph,  to  pleafe  her  fwain,  829 

Talks  in  a  high  romantic  ftrain  § 

Or  whether  he  at  laft  defcends 

To  aft  with  lefs  feraphic  ends; 

Or,  to  compound  the  bufinefs,  whether 

Thiey  temper  love  and  books  together  $  •«5 

Muft  never  to  mankind  be  told. 

Nor  fliall  the  confcious  Mufc  unfold. 

Meantime  the  mournful  Queen  of  Love 
Led  but  a  weary  life  above. 

She  ventures  now  to  leave  the  fkies,  Sj* 

Grown  by  VanefTa's  conduft  wife  : 

For> 
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For,  though  bv  one  pcrrcrfe  event 

Pallas  had  croU*d  her  firft  intent ; 

Though  her  defign  was  not  obtain'd ; 

Yet  had  fhe  much  experience  gain'd,  $35 

And,  by  the  project  vainly  try*d. 

Could  better  rtow  the  caufe  decide. 

She  gave  diie  notice,,  that  both  parties, 

Coram  KegitM^  prox*  die  Martisy 

Should  at  their  peril,  without  fail,  ^4# 

Come  and  appear,  and  fave  their  bail. 

All  met ;  and,  filence  thrice  proclaimed, 

One  lawyer  to  each  fide  was  nam'd. 

The  judge  difcover'd  in  her  face 
Refcntments  for  her  late  difgrace;  845 

And,  fuU  of  anger,  ihame,  and  grief, 
Dire^ed  them  to  mind  their  brief; 
Nor  fpend  their  time  to  fhcw  their  reading; 
She  'd  have  a  fummary  proceeding. 
She  gathered  under  every  head  %^m 

The  fum  of  what  each  lawyer  faid. 
Gave  her  own  reafons  lafl,  and  then 
Decreed  the  caufe  againft  the  men* 
But,  in  a  weighty  cafe  like  this. 
To  fliew  flie  did  not  judge  amifs,  S55 

Which  evil  tongues  might  elfe  report, 
She  made  a  fpecch  in  open  court ; 
Wherein  flie  grievoufly  complains, 
**  How  fhe  was  cheated  by  the  fwains;" 
On  whofe  petition  (humbly  (hewing,  S6ft 

That  women  were  not  worth  the  wooing, 

V©L.  I.  K  An* 
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And  that,  unlefs  the  fex  would  mend, 

The  race  of  Jovers  foon  muft  cnc()  — 

"  She  was  at  Lord  knows^  what  expence 

••  To  form  a  nymph  of  wit  and  fcnfe,  K65 

•'  A  model  for  her  fex  defign'd, 

**  Who  never  could  one  lover  find. 

**  She  faw  her  favour  was  mifplac*d  5 

**  The  fellows  had  a  wretched  tafte ; 

**  She  needs  muft  tell  them  to  their  face,  870 

"  They  were  a  ftupid,  fenfelefs  race  j 

*'  And,  were  ihe  to  begin  again, 

**  She  M  fludy  to  reform  xht'tnen ; 

«*  Or  add  fome  grams  of  folly  more 

**  To  fwomen,  than  they  had  before,  9yj 

**  To  put  them  ou  an  equal  foot ;  " 

**  And  this,  or  nothing  elfe,  would  do  't. 

•*  This  might  their  mutual  fancy  ftrikc  j 

'*  Since  every  being  loves  its  iih, 

**  But  now,  repenting  what  was  done,  "SSo 

**  She  left  all  bufinefs  to  her  fon  j 
**  She  puts  the  world  in  his  poiTcffioa, 
*'  And  let  him  ufe  it  «t  tlifcretiou." 

The  cryer  was  ordered  to  difmifs 
The  court,  fo  made  his  laft  Oj€S  I  8S5 

The  goddefs  would  no  longer  wait  \ 
But,  rifing  from  her  chair  of  ftatc, 
Lett  all  l)cIow  at  fix  and  fcven, 
Harnbfb'd  l^r  doves,  and  flew  to  heaven^ 


T  O 


C    I3X    3 


TO         L    O    V    £♦. 

T  N  all  I  wifiiy  how  happy  ihould  I  be, 
^  Thou  grand  Dcludcr,  were  it  not  for  thcc  f 
So  weak  thou  art>  that  fools  thy  power  defpife. 
And  yet  ib  (Irong,  thou  triumph'fl  o'er  the  wife. 
Thy  traps  are  laid  with  fuch  peculiar  art. 
They  catch  the  cautious ;  let  the  ra(h  depart. 
Moll  nets  are  fiil'd  by  want  of  thought  and  care: 
But  too  much  thinking  brings  us  to  thy  fnare ; 
Where,  held  by  thee,  in  flavery  we  flay. 
And  throw  the  pleafing  part  of  life  away. 
But,  what  does  mod  my  indignation  move, 
Difcretion !  thou  wert  ne'er  a  friend  to  love  : 
Thy  chief  delight  is  to  defeat  thofe  arts. 
By  which  be  kindles  mutual  flames  in  hearts  $ 
While  the  blind  loitering  God  is  at  his  play. 
Thou  (Icarft  his  golden -pointed  darts  away  j 
Thofe  darts  which  never  fail  r  and  in  their  (lead 
Convcy'ft  malignant  arrows  tipt  witli  lead  : 
The  heedlefs  God,  fufpe£ting  no  deceits, 
Shoots  on,  and  thinks  he  has  done  wondrous  feats  $ 
But  the  poor  nymph,  wlio  feels  her  vitals  bum. 
And  from  her  fhcpherd  can  find  no  return. 
Laments,  and  rages  at  the  power  divine, 
Wlicn,  curd  Difcretion  1  all  the  fault  was  thi^e ; 

"•  Found  in  Mifs  Vanhomrigh's  deflc,  after  her  death, 
in  the  hand-writing  of  Dr.  Swift. 

K  a  C;  : 


132  SWIFT'S      POEMS, 

Cupid  and  Hymen  thou  had  fet  at  odds, 
And  bred  fuch  feuds  between  thofe  kindred  gods. 
That  Venus  cannot  reconcile  her  fons  ; 
When  one  appears,  away  the  other  runs. 
The  forlner  fcales,  wherein  he  us*d  to  poifc 
Love  againft  love,  and  equal  joys  with  joys. 
Are  now  fill'd  up  with  avarice  and  pride, 
Where  titles,  power,  and  riches,  flill  I'ubfide, 
Then,  gentle  Venus,  to  thy  father  run. 
And  tell  him,  how  thy  children  are  undone ; 
Prepare  his  bolts  to  give  one  fatal  blow,  « 

And  (Irike  Difcretion  to  the  ihades  below. 

ODE      TO      SPRING. 
BY    A   LADY*. 

TTAIL,  blufhing  goddefs,  beauteous  Spring, 
•*•■*■  Who,  in  thy  jocund  train,  doft  bring 
Loves  and  Graces,  fmiling  Hours, 
Balmy  breezes,  fragrant  flowers ; 
Come,  with  tints  of  rofeate  hue. 
Nature's  faded  charms  renew. 

Yet  why  fhould  I  thy  prefence  hail  ? 
To  me  no  more  the  breathing  gale 
Comes  fraught  with  fweets  j  no  more  the  rofc 
With  fuch  tranfcendent  beauty  blows. 
As  when  Cadenus  bled  the  fcene. 
And  fhar'd  with  me  thofe  joys  fcrene ; 
When,  unperceiv'd,  the  lambent  fire 
Of  friendfliip  kindled  new  defire  : 

*  This  and  the  next  ode  have  been  afcribcd  to  Vancflk. 

Stil! 
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Still  liflening  to  his  tuneful  tongue, 
The  truths,  which  angels  might  have  fung> 
Divine,  impreft  their  gentle  fway. 
And  fweetly  flole  my  foul  av^ay. 
My  guide,  inilru6tor,  lover,  friend, 
(Dear  names  I)  in  one  idea  blend ; 
Oh  !  fliU  conjoin'd,  your  incenfe  rife. 
And  waft  fweet  odours  to  the  ikies  1 


ODE      TO      WISDOM. 
BY   THE    SAME. 

/^  H,  Pallas  !  I  invoke  thy  aid  ! 

^^  Vouchfafe  to  hear  a  wretched  maid. 

By  tender  love  depred ; 
'TIS  jud  that  thou  ihould'ft  heal  the  fmart 
Infli^bd  by  thy  fubtle  art, 

And  calm  my  troubled  breaft. 

No  random«-(hot  from  Cupid!s  bow„ 
But  by  thy  guidance^  fofc  and  flow. 

It  funk  within  my  heart; 
Thus,  Love  being  arm'd  with  Wifdom's  force. 
In  vain  I  try  to  flop  its  courfe. 

In  vsun  repel  the  dart. 

O  goddefst  break  the  fatal  league,. 
Let  Love,  with  FoUy  and  Intrigue,. 

More  fit  allbciates  find  ! 
And  tliou  alone  within  my  bread, 
0 !  deign  to  foothc  my  griefs  to  refl^. 

And  heal  my  tonur'd  mind. 

K  3  •'^^    ^  ' 


} 
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A      REBUS.        By  Vanessa. 

/^UT  the  name  of  the  man*  who  his  mifbrcfs  dcny'd, 
^^  And  let  the  firft  of  it  be  only  apply'd 
To  join  with  the  prophet  f  who  David  did  chide; 
Then  fay  what  a  horfe  is  that  runs  very  faft  J ; 
And  that  which  defcrves  to  \k  firft  put  llie  lad  $ 
Spell  all  then,  and  put  them  together,  to  find 
The  Name  and  the  Virtues  of  liim  I  defign'd. 
Like  the  Patriarch  in  Egypt,  he  *s  vers'd  in  the  flate  5 
Like  the  Propliet  in  Jewry,  he  *s  free  with  the  great ; 
Like  a  racer  lie  flies,  to  fuccour  with  fpecd. 
When  his  friends  want  his  aid,  or  defert  is  in  need. 


THE    DEAN'S    ANSWER. 

'T^  H  E  nymph  who  wrote  this  in  an  amorous  fit, 
"*"     I  cannot  but  envy  the  pride  of  her  wit, 
Which  thus  (he  will  venture  profufely  to  throMlf 
On  fo  mean  a  defig^t,  and  ?ifubje6t  fo  low. 
For  mean  's  her  defigHf  ^d  her /ubjeff  as  mean. 
The  firft  l)ut  a  Rebus,  the  laft  but  a  Dean. 
A  Dean  's  but  a  part'on  :  and  wlrat  is  a  Rebus  } 
A  thing  never  known  to  the  Mufes  or  PliOebus. 
The  corruption  of  verfcj  for,  when  all  is  done. 
It  is  but  a  paraphrafe  m^de  on  a  pun. 
But  a  genius  like  licr's  no  fuhje6t  can  ilifie, 
It  (hews  and  di(covcrs  itfelf  through  a  trifle."* 

*  ^o-leph.        t  Nathan^       %  S'wift. 
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By  reading  this  tr'rfiey  I  quickly  began 
To  find  her  a  great  «w;iV,  but  the  dean  a  fmall  man. 
Rich  ladies  willfurnifli  their  garrets  with  fluff, 
Which  others  for  mantuas  would  think  fine  enough  : 
So  the  wt  that  is  laviflily  thrown  away  hjsre 
Might  fumiih  a  fecond-rate  poit  a  year. 
Thus  much  for  the  ^uerfe,  we  proceed  to  the  next, 
Where  the  Nymph  has  entirely  forfakcn  her  Uxt  $ 
Her  fine  panegyricks  are  quite  out  of  feafon. 
And  what^J^  defcribes  to  be  merit  is  treafon  t 
The  changes,  which  fa6lion  has  made  in  tlie  flate^ 
Have  put  the  d4aiis  politicks  quite  out  of  date  : 
Now  no  one  regards  what  he  utters  with  freedom. 
Add,  ihould  he  write  pamphlets^  no  great  man  would 

read  'em ; 
And  fhould  fwant  or  defert  (land  in  need  of  his  aid, 
This  racer  would  prove  but  a  dull-foundcr'd^W/. 

HORACE,  B.  II.  ODE  I.  PARAPHRASED. 

Addrefled  to  Richard  Steele,  E%.  17 14. 

**  En  qui  promittit  civcs,  urbem  fibi  curw, 
^*  Impcrium  fore,  &  Italiara,  &  dclul>ra  dcorumV 

HoR.  1  Sat.  vi.  34. 

"pvlClC,  thou  't  rcfolv'd,  as  I  am  told, 

^^  Some  flrsnge  arcana  to  unfold, 

And,  with  the  help  of  Buckley's  pen, 

To  vamp  the  good  old  caufe  again, 

Which  thou  (fuch  Burnet's  Ihrewd  advice  is)         5 

Mufl  furbiih  up,  and  nickname  Crifis. 

K  4  Thou 


;i 
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Thou  pompoufly  wilt  let  us  know 

What  all  the  world  knew  long  ago, 

(E*er  fincc  Sir  William  Gore  was  mayor. 

And  Harley  filPd  the  Commons'  chair)  !• 

That  we  a  German  Prince  muft  own 

When  Anne  for  heaven  refigns  her  throne. 

But,  more  than  that,  thou* It  keep  a  rout 

With — who  is  ut — ^and  who  is  outf 

Thou  *lt  rail  devoutly  at  the  peaciy  i «; 

And  all  its  fecret  caufes  trace. 

The  bucket-play  *twixt  Whigs  and  Tories, 

Their  ups  and  downs,  with  fifty  ftories 

Of  trUks  the  lord  of  Oxford  knows, 

And  errors  of  our  Plenipoes.  20 

Thou  'li  tell  of  leagues  among  the  great, 

Portending  ruin  to  our  ftatc ; 

And  of  that  dreadful  coup  d' eclat j 

Which  has  afforded  thee  much  chat. 

The  Qjieen,  forfooth  (defpotic)  gave  25 

Twelve  coronets  without  thy  leave  ! 

A  breacli  of  liberty,  'tis  own'd, 

For  which  no  heads  \\2szyet  aton'd  ! 

Believe  me,  what  thou 'ft  undertaken 

May  bring  in  jeopardy  thy  bacon  ;  30 

For  madmen,  children,  wits,  and  fools. 

Should  never  meddle  with  edg'd  tools. 

But,  fmce  thou  *rt  got  into  the  fire. 

And  canft  not  eafily  retire, 

Thou  muft  no  longer  deal  mfarciy  f$ 

Nor  pump  to  cobble' wicked  verfe; 

Until 
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Until  thou  (halt  have  eas'd  thy  confcience. 

Of  fpleen,  of  politicks,  and  nonfenfe ; 

And,  when  thou  'fl  bid  adieu  to  cares. 

And  fettled  Europe's  ^r/zji^  affairs,  4# 

Twill  then,  perhaps,  be  worth  thy  while 

For  Drury-Lane  to  fhape  thy  ftyle  : 

♦*  To  make  a  pair  of  jolly  fellows, 

**  The  fon  and  father,  join  to  tell  us, 

**  How  fons  may  fafely  difobcy,  45 

**  And  fathers  never  (hould  fay  nay, 

**  By  which  wife  condu6l  they  grow  friends 

«*  At  laft— and  fo  the  (lory  ends  *." 

When  firll  I  knew  thee,  Dick,  thou  wcrt 
Renown'd  for  ikill  in  Fauftus*  art  f ,  59 

Which  made  thy  clofet  much  frequented 
By  buxom  lafles — ^fomc  repented 
Their  lucklefs  choice  of  hulbands — others. 
Impatient  to  be  like  their  mothers, 
Receiv'd  from  thee  profound  dire6lions  55 

How  beft  to  fettle  their  afFe6lions. 
Thus  thou,  a  friend  to  the  diftrefs'd, 
Didil  in  thy  calling  do  thy  beft. 

But  now  the  Senate  (if  things  bit 
And  thou  at  Stockbridge  wert  not  bit}  60 

♦  This  is  faid  to  be  a  plot  of  a  comedy  with  which 
Mr.  Steele  has  long  threatened  the  town.  Swift.—* 
In  fome  particulars  it  would  apply  to  **  The  Confcious 
"  Lovers." 

t  There  were  fome  tolerable  grounds  for  this  re- 
flection. Mr.  Steele  had  af^ually  a  laborato  y  at  Poplar. 

Muft 
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Mud  feci  thy  eloquence  and  fire, 
Approve  thy  fchemcs,  thy  wit  admire. 
Thee  with  immortal  honours  crown, 
Whilft,  Patriot-like,  thou  'h  ftrut  and  frown. 

What  though  by  enemies  'tis  faid,  65 

The  laurel,  which  adorns  thy  head, 
Muft  one  day  come  in  competition 
By  virtue  of  fomc  fly  petition  : 
Yet  mum  for  that ;  hope  ftill  the  beft. 
Nor  let  fuch  cares  difturb  thy  reft.  70 

Methinks  I  hear  thee  loud  as  trumpet. 
As  bagpipe  flirill,  or  oyftcr-ftrumpet ; 
Methinks  I  fee  thee,  fpruce  and  fine. 
With  coat  embroider'd  richly  ihine. 
And  dazzle  all  the  idol-faces  7^ 

As  through  the  ball  thy  worlhip  paces  j 
{Thbugh  this  I  fpeak  but  at  a  venture, 
Suppofing  thou  haft  tick  with  Hunter) 
Methinks  I  fee  a  black-guard  rout 
Attend  thy  co^ch,  and  hear  them  fliouc  Z^ 

In  approbation  of  thy  tongue, 
Which  (in  their  ftyle)  is  purely  bungf 
Now !  now  you  carry  all  before  youl 
!Nor  dares  one  Jacobite  or  Tory 
Pretend  to  anfvvcr  one  fyl — liable,  $5 

Except  the  matchlcfs  hero  Abel  *.  . 
What  though  her  highnefs  and  her  fpoufe 
In  Antwerp  f  keep  a  frugal  houfc, 

*  Abel  Roper. 

•f-  Where  tlie  duke  cf  Marlborough  then  refided. 

Yet, 
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Yet,  not  forgetful  of  a  friend. 
They  '11  foon  enable  thee  to  fpend,  9a 

If  to  Macartney  *  thou  wilt  toaft. 
And  to  his  fious  patron* s  gboft. 
Now  manfully  thou  *lt  run  a  tilt 
•  On  popes,  for  all  the  blood  they  'vc  fpilt, 
**  For  malTacres,  and  racks,  and  flames,  95 

**  For  lands  enrich'd  by  crimfon  flreams, 
«  For  inquititions  taught  by  Spain, 
**  Of  which  the  Chriftian  world  complain.*' 
Dick,  we  agree — all  *s  true  thou  '11  faid, 
As  that  my  Mufe  is  yet  a  maid.  loo 

But,  if  I  may  with  freedom  talk. 
All  this  is  foreign  to  thy  walk  : 
Thy  genius  has  perhaps  a  knack 
At  trudging  in  a  beaten  track. 
But  is  for  Jlate-affairs  as  fit  105 

As  mine  for  politicks  and  wit. 
Then  let  us  both  in  time  grow  wife, 
Nor  higher  than  our  talents  rife ; 
To  fome  fnug  cellar  let 's  repair 
From  duns  ami  debts,  and  drown  our  care  j        no 
Now  quaff  of  honed  ale  a  quart. 
Now  venture  at  a  pint  of  port, 
With  which  infpirM,  we  '11  club  each  night 
%ome  tender  fonnet  to  indite, 

And  with  Tom  D'Urfey,  Philips,  Dennis,         1S5 
Immortalize  our  Dolls  and  Jenneys. 

•  General  Macartney,  who  killed  duke  Hamilton. 

HORACE, 
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John  Dennis  the  flieltering  Poet's  Invitation 
to  Richard  Steele,  the  fecluded  Party-writer, 
and  Member;  to  come  and  live  with  him  in 
The  Mint;    1714*. 

Fit  to  be  bound  up  with  The  Crisis* 

T  F  thou  canft  lay  afide  a  fpcndthrift's  air, 

■'■  And  condefcend  to  feed  on  homely  fare. 

Such  as  we  Mintcrs,  with  ragouts  unftor'd. 

Will,  in  defiance  of  the  law,  afford  : 

Quit  thy  patrols  with  Toby's  Chriftmas-boic,  5 

And  come  to  me  at  The  Two  Fighting  Cocks ; 

Since  printing  by  fubfcription  now  is  grown 

Tlie  ftaleft,  idleft  cheat  about  the  town; 

And  ev'n  Charles  Gildon,  who,  a  Papift  bred^ 

Has  an  alarm  againft  that  worfliip  fpread,  i» 

Is  praftifing  thofe  beaten  paths  of  cruifmg, 

And  for  new  levies  on  Propofals  mufing. 

'Tis  true,  that  Bloomlbury  Square  's  a  noble  place  : 
But  what  are  lofty  buildings  in  thy  cafe  ? 
What 's  a  fine  houfc  embellilh'd  to  profufion,  i.^ 

Where  (houlder-dabberis  are  in  execution  ? 
Or  whence  its  timorous  tenant  fcldom  fallies, 
But  apprehenfive  of  infuking  bailiffs  ? 

*  This  and  the  preceding  poem  are  printed    from 
copies  in  the  Lambeth  Library,  K.  i.  2,  19,  30.  4to. 

5  This 
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This  once  be  mindful  of  a  friend's  advice, 

And  ccafe  to  be  im providently  nice ;  20 

Exchange  the  profpefts  that  delude  thy  fight. 

From  Highgate's  fteep  afcent  and  Hampftead's  height. 

With  verdant  fccnes,  that,  from  St.  George's  field. 

More  durable  and  fafc  enjoyments  yield. 

Here  I,  ev'n  I,  that  ne'er  till  now  could  find  25 

Eafc  to  my  troubled  and  fufpicious  mind. 
But  ever  was  with  jcaloufies  polTefs'd, 
Am  in  a  (late  of  indolence  and  refl ; 
Fearful  no  more  of  Frenchmen  in  difguife. 
Nor  looking  upon  ftrangers  as  on  fpies,  39 

But  quite  divefted  of  my  former  fplccn, 
Am  unprovok'd  without,  and  calm  within  : 
And  here  I  *11  wait  thy  coming,  till  the  fun 
Shall  its  diurnal  courfe  completely  run. 
I'hink  not  that  thou  of  fturdy  butt  (halt  fail,  3^ 

My  landlord's  cellar 's  flock 'd  with  beer  and  ale, 
With  every  fon  of  malt  that  is  in  ufe, 
And  every  county's  generous  produce. 
The  ready  (for  here  Chriftian  faith  is  fick. 
Which  makes  us  feldom  trefpafs  upon  tick)  40 

Inftantly  brings  the  choiceft  liquors  out, 
Whether  we  afk  for  home-brewM  or  for  ftout, 
For  mead  or  cyder,  or,  with  dainties  fed, 
Ring  for  a  flaik  or  two  of  white  or  red. 
Such  za  the  drawer  will  not  fail  to  fwear  45 

Was  drunk  by  Pilkington  when  third  time  mayor. 
That  name,  methinks,  fo  popularly  known 
For  oppofition  to  the  church  and  crown. 

Might 
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Might  make  the  Lufitanian  grape  to  pafs^ 

And  almoft  give  a  fan£lion  to  the  glafs^  jd 

EfpcciaUy  with  thee,  whofe  hafty  zeal 

Againft  the  late  rejefted  commerce-bill 

Made  thte  rife  up,  like  an  audacious  elf, 

To  do  tbe/peaker  honour,  not  thyfelf . 

But,  if  thou  foar'ft  above  the  common  prices,         55 
By  virtue  of  fubfcription  to  thy  Crifis, 
And  nothing  can  go  down  with  thee,  but  wines 
Prefs'd  from  Burgundian  and  Campanian  vines, 
Bid  them  be  brought ;  for,  though  I  hate  the  French, 
1  love  their  liquors,  as  thou  lov'ft  a  wench  j  60 

JElfe  thou  muft  humble  thy  expcnfivc  tafte, 
J\.nd,  with  us,  hold  contentment  for  a  feafl. 
The  fire 's  already  lighted ;  and  the  maid 
Has  a  clean  cloth  upon  the  table  laid, 
"Who  never  on  a  Saturday  had  ftruck,  45 

But  for  thy  entertainment,  up  a  buck. 
Think  of  this  aSi  of  grace,  which  by  your  leave 
Sufan  would  not  have  done  on  Eafter  Eve, 
Had  Ihe  not  been  inform'd  over  and  over, 
*Twas  for  th'  ingenious  Author  of  The  Lover.  70 

Ceafe  therefore  to  beguile  thyfelf  with  hopes. 
Which  is  no  more  than  making  fandy  lopes,     * 
And  quit  the  vain  purfuit  of  loud  applAui«> 
That  muf!  bewilder  thee  in  f^d^ion's  caufe. 
Pry 'thee  what  is  *t  to  thee  who  guides  the  ftatc  ?         75 
Why  Dunkirk's  demolition  is  fo  late  ? 
Or  why  her  majefty  thinks  fit  to  ceafe 
The  din  of  war,  and  hufii  the  world  to  peace  ? 

.  Th« 
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The  clergy  too,  without  thy  aid,  can  tell 

What  texts  to  chufct  and  on  what  topicks  dwdl  $      &• 

And,  unin{lru£bed  by  thy  babbling,  teach 

Their  flocks  celefHal  happinefs  to  reach. 

Rather  let  fuch  poor  fouls  as  you  and  I 

Say  that  the  holydays  are  drawing  nigh» 

And  that  to-morrOw's  fun  begins  the  week,  l^ 

Which  will  abound  with  flore  of  ale  and  cake. 

With  hams  of  bacon,  and  with  powder'd  bee^ 

StuflPd  to  give  field-itinerants  relief. 

Then  I,  who  have  within  tliefe  precin^^s  kept. 
And  ne'er  beyond  the  chimney-fweeper's  (lept,  ^. 

Will  take  a  loofe,  and  venture  to  be  feen, 
Since  'twill  be  Sunday,  upon  Shanks 's  green; 
There,  with  ere6led  looks  and  phrafe  fubliaaey 
To  talk  of  unity  of  place  and  time. 
And  with  much  malice,  mix'd  with  little  fatire,         91 
Explode  the  wits  on  t'other  fide  o'th'  water. 

Why  has  my  lord  Godolphin's  fpecial  grace 
Inveftcd  me  with  a  queen's- waiter's  j^ace, 
If  I,  debarr'd  of  feitival  delights^ 
Am  not  allow'd  to  ipand  the  perqutiitcs  ?  xoe 

He  's  but  a  fliort  rcnwjve  from  bemg  mad. 
Who  at  a  time  of  jubilee  is  fad, 
And,  like  a  griping  ufurer,  does  fpare 
His  money  to  be  fquander'd  by  his  heir; 
Plutter'd  away  in  liveries  and  in  coaches,  105 

And  wa(hy  forts  of  feminine  debauches. 
As  for  my  part,  whate'er  the  world  may  tiiink, 
I  '11  bid  adieu  to  gravity,  and  drink  -, 

And, 
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And,  though  I  can't  put  off  a  woeful  mien. 

Will  be  all  mirth  and  cheerfulnefs  within:  ix« 

As,  in  defpight  of  a  cenforious  race, 

I  mod  incontinently  fuck  my  face. 

What  mighty  projefts  does  not  he  defign, 

Whofe  ftomach  flows,  and  brain  turns  round  with  wine? 

Wine,  powerful  wine,  can  thaw  the  frozen  cit,         x  1 5 

And  fafliion  him  to  humour  and  to  wit  ; 

Makes  even  S****  to  difclofe  his  art. 

By  racking  every  fecret  from  his  heart, 

As  he  flings  off  the  ftatefman's  fly  difguife. 

To  name  the  cuckold's  wife  with  whom  he  lies,       tzm 

Ev*n  Sarum,  when  he  quaffs  it  ftead  of  tea, 

Fancies  himfelf  in  Canterbury's  fee. 

And  S******  when  he  caroufing  reels, 

Imagines  that  he  has  regained  the  feals  : 

W******,  by  virtue  of  its  juice,  can  fight,  115 

And  Stanhope  of  commiflioners  make  light. 

Wine  gives  lord  William  aptitude  of  parts. 

And  fwells  him  with  his  family's  dcferts  : 

Whom  can  it  not  make  eloquent  of  fpeech  ? 

Whom  in  extremcfl  poverty  not  rich  ?  1 1% 

Since,  by  the  means  of  the  prevailing  grape> 

Th****n  can  Lechmere's  warmth  not  only  ape. 

But,  half-feas-o'cr,  by  its  infpiring  bounties, 

Can  qualify  himfelf  in  feveral  counties. 

What  I  have  promised,  thou  mayfl  reft  aflfur'd,         ij| 

Shall  faithfully  and  gladly  be  procured. 

Nay,  I  'm  already  better  than  my  word. 

New  plates  and  knives  adorn  the  Jovial  board : 

*And, 
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Andy  left  thou  at  their  (ight  ikouldft  make  wry  facm* 
The  girl  has  fcower'd  the  pot8»  and  waih'd  the  glt(Ie8» 
Tt*en  ctic  fo  excellently  well  to  clean  *em. 
That  thou  mayft  fee  thine  own  dear  pifture  in  *em. 

Moreover,  durprovifion  has  been  made, 
That  conyerfation  may  not  be  betrayed ; 
I  have  no  company  but  what  is  proper  145 

To  fit  with  the  moft  flagrant  Whig  at  fupper. 
There 's  not  a  man  among  tliem  but  mud  pleafe, 
Since  they  're  as  like  each  other  as  arc  peas. 
Toland  and  Hare  hare  jointly  fent  me  word, 
Tlicy  '11  come;  and  Kennet  thinks  to  make  a  tliird,  1^0 
Provided  he  *as  no  other  invitation, 
From  men  of  greater  quality  and  flarion. 
Room  will  for  Oldmixon  and  J— s  be  left,* 
But  their  difcourfes  fmell  too  much  of  theft : 
There  would  be  no  abiding  in  the  room,  155 

Should  two  fuch  ignorant  pretenders  come. 
However,  by  tliis  trully  Ixiarcr  write. 
If  I  (hould  any  other  fcabs  invite  ; 
Ti;ough  if  I  may  my  fcrious  judgement  give, 
I  ra  wholly  for  King  Charles's  number  five  :  i6d 

That  wa;,  the  flint  in  which  that  monarch  tix'd, 
Who  would  not  be  with  noifmefs  perplex'd  t 
Ar.d  riiat,  if  thou  *lt  agree  to  think  it  bcil, 
Shall  1ms  our  tale  of  heads,  without  one  oiher  guefl. 

I  've  nothing  more,  now  this  is  faid,  to  fay,  165 

Bu  to  rcqueft  thou  'It  inftantly  away, 

,      And  leave  the  duties  of  thy  prefent  poft, 

j     To  I'omc  welUikillM  retainer  to  a  hoft  ; 

Vol.  I.  L  Duubtlels 
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Doubtlcfs  he  *11  carcffuUy  thy  place  fupply. 

And  o*er  his  grace's  horfes  have  an  eye.  170 

While  thou,  who'ft  flunk  through  poftem  more  than 

once, 
Doft  by  that  means  avoid  a  croud  of  duns. 
And,  cro fifing  o*cr  The  Thames  at  Temple-flairs, 
Leav'fl  Philips  with  good  words  to  cheat  their  ears. 

To  LORD  HARLEY,  on  his  Marriage,  1713. 

A  MONG  the  numbers  who  employ 
•^^^  Their  tongues  and  pens  to  give  you  joy. 
Dear  Harley  !  generous  youth,  admit 
What  friendfhip  di6lates  more  than  wit. 
Forgive  me,  when  I  fondly  thouglit 
(By  frequent  obfervations  taught) 
A  fpirit  fo  inforni'd  as  yours 
Could  never  profper  in  amours. 
The  God  of  Wit,  and  Light,  and  Arts, 
With  all  acquired  and  natural  parts, 
Whofe  Jiarp  could  favage  beads  enchant. 
Was  an  unfortunate  gallant. 
Had  Bacchus  after  Daphne  reeled. 
The  Nymph  had  ibon  been  brought  to  yield  i 
Or,  had  embroidered  Mars  purlued, 
Thfi  Nymph  would  ne*cf  have  been  a  prude. 
Ten  tiioufand  footfteps,  full  in  view, 
Mark  our  tj\e  way  where  Daphne  flew : 
For  fuch  ib  all  the  fcx's  flight, 
I'hc^  fly  fiom  learning,  wit,  and  lights 

Thcjr 
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They  fly,  and  nonia«can  overtake 
But  fome  gay  coxcomb,  or  a  rake. 

How  thcjiy  dear  Harley,  could  I  guefs 
That  you  fhould  meet,  in  love,  fuccefs  ? 
For,  if  thofe  antient  talcs  be  true, 
Phcebus  was  lieautiftil  as  you  : 
Yet  Daphne  never  flack *d  her  pace. 
For  wit  and  learning  fpoilM  his  face. 
And,  (ince  the  fame  xefemblance  held 
lb  gifts  wherein  you  both  excelled, 
I  faincy'd  every  nymph  would  run 
From  you,  as  from  Latona's  fon. 

Then  where,  faid  I,  fhall  Harlcy  find 
A  virgin  of  fuperior  mind. 
With  wit  and  virtue  to  difcover. 
And  pay  the  merit  of  her  lover } 

This  chara6tcr  fhall  Ca'endifli  claim. 
Born  to  retrieve  her  fex's  fame. 
The  chief  among  the  glittering  crowd. 
Of  titles,  birth,  and  fortune  proud, 
(As  fools  are  infolent  and  vain). 
Madly  afpirM  to  wear  her  chain  : 
But  Palias,  guardian  of  the  Maid, 
DtTccnding  to  her  charge's  aid. 
Held  out  Medufa's  fnaky  locks. 
Which  ftupify*d  them  all  to  (locks. 
The  Nymph  with  indignation  vicw'd 
The  dull,  the  noify,  and  the  lewd : 
For  Pallas,  with  celcftial  light. 
Had  purify'd  her  mortal  fight  j 

L  a  Shcw*i 
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Shew*d  her  the  vfartuey  all  combin'd, 
Frelh  blooming,  in  yoking  Harlcy's  mind. 

Terreftrilil  nymphs,  by  former  arts, 
Difplay  their  various  nets  for  hearts  : 
Their  looks  are  all  by  method  fet. 
When  to  be  prude,  and  when  coquette  j 
Yet,  wanting  (kill  and  power  to  chufe. 
Their  only  pride  is  to  refiife. 
But,  when  a  goddefs  would  beftow 
Her  love  on  fome  bright  youth  below. 
Round  all  the  earth  Ibc  cafts  her  eyes  5 
And  then,  defcending  from  the  ikies. 
Makes  choice  of  him  ihe  fancies  bed. 
And  bids  the  ravilh'd  youth  be  blcfs*d. 

Thus  the  bright  Emprcfs  of  the  Mom 
Chofe,  for  her  fpoufe,  a  mortal  born  : 
The  Goddefs  made  advances  firft; 
Elfe  what  afpiring  hero  durft  ? 
Though,  like  a  virgin  of  fifteen. 
She  blulhes  when  by  mortals  feen  ; 
Still  bJuihes,  and  with  fpeed  retires. 
When  Sol  purfues  her  with  his  fires. 

Diana  thus.  Heaven's  chafteft  queen, 
Struck  with  Endymion's  graceful  mien, 
Down  from  her  filver  chariot  came. 
And  to  the  Shepherd  own*d  her  flame. 

Thus  Ca'endifh,  as  Aurora  bright. 
And  chafter  than  the  Q^een  of  Night, 
Defcended  from  her  fphere  to  find 
A  mortal  of  fuperior  kind. 
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IN      SICKNESS, 
-  Writren  in  Irbiand,  Odober  1714. 

"Ip  1  S  true  —  then  why  ihould  X  repine 

-■•    To  fee  my  liTe  fo  fafl  decline^? 
Bni  why  obfcurely  here  alone. 
Where  I  am  neither  lov'd  nor  known  ? 
My  ftaie  of  heahh  none  cate  to  learn  5 
My  life  is  here  nd  foul's  concern  : 
And.thofe  with  whom  I  now  converfe 
Without  a  tear  will  tend  my  hearfe. 
Removed  from  kind  Arbuthnot's  aid. 
Who  knows  his  art,  but  not  his  trade. 
Preferring  his  rcganJ  for  me 
Before  his  credit,  or  liis  fee.* 
Some  formal  vifits,  looks,  and  words. 
What  mere  humanity  affords, 
l^mect  perhaps  from  three  or  four,. 
From  whom  I  once  expected  more  j 
Which  thofe  who  tfend  the  fick  for  pay 
Can  a6l  as  decently  as  they  : 
But  no  obliging  tender  friend 
To  help  at  my  approaching  end. 
My  life  is  now  a  burden  grown 
To  otiiers,  ere  it  be  my  own. 

Ye  formal  weepers  for  the  fick. 
In  your  laft  offices  be  <]uick  ; 
And  fparc  my  ablcnt  friends  tlie  giiif 
To  hear,  yet  give  me  no  relief} 
Expired  to  day,  intomb'd  to-morrow, 
When  known,  will  fave  a  double-forrow. 

h  3  Twu 
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The  fable  of  the  BITCHES, 

Written  in  the  Year  171^. 
On  an  Attempt  to  repeal  the  Test  Act. 

A     BITCH  that  was  full  pregnant  grown, 
"^^  By  all  the  dogs  and  curs  in  town, 
Vinding  her  ripen'd  time  was  come. 
Her  litter  teeming  from  her  womb. 
Went  here  and  there,  and  every  where. 
To  find  an  eafy  place  to  lay-her. 

At  length  to  Mufick's  houfe  *  flie  came. 
And  begg'd  like  one  both  blind  and  lame ; 
**  My  only  friend,  my  dear,"  faid  fhc, 
'*  You  fee  'tis  mere  neceffity, 
*'  Hath  fent  me  to  your  houfe  to  whelp  x  ■     ' 
"  I  '11  die,  if  you  deny  your  help.*' 

With  fawning  whine,  and  rueful  tone. 
With  artful  figh  and  feigned  groan, 
With  couchant  cringe,  and  flattering  tale. 
Smooth  Bawty  f  did  fo  far  prevail. 
That  Mufick  gave  her  leave  to  litter  ; 
But  mark  what  followed  —  faith  !  ihe  bit  her. 

Whole  bafkets  full  of  bits  and  fcraps. 
And  broth  enough  to  fill  her  paps  | 

*  Tlic  cliurcli  of  England. 

-f  A  Scotch  name  for  a  bitch  ;  alluding  to  the  kirk. 

For, 
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For,  well  (he  knew,  her  numerous  brood. 
For  want  of  milk,  would  fuck  her  blood. 

But  when  flie  thought  her  pains  were  dene,. 
And  now  'twas  high  time  to  be  gone  ; 
In  civil  terms,  —  "  My  friend/'  fays  flie, 
**  My  houfe  you  Ve  had  on  courtefy  j 
•*  And  now  I  eameftly  deiice, 
**  That  you  would  with  your  cubs  retire  r 
"  FoTy  ihould  you  iVay  but  one  week  Ibnger, 
*<  I  (ball  be  ftarv'd  with  cold  and  hunger.'* 

The  gucft  reply'd  —  •*  My  friend,  your  leave- 
•*  I  muft  a  little  longer  crave ; 
**  Stay  till  my  tender  cubs  can  find- 
"  Tlieir  way  —  for  now,  you  fee,  they  're  blind  ; 
*<  But,  when  we  've  gathered  ftrength,  I  fwear, 
**  We  '11  to  our  barn  again  repair." 

The  time  pafs'd  on ;  and  Mufick  came> 
Her  kennel  once  again  to  claim  ; 
But  Bawty,  loft  to  fliamc  and  honour, 
Set  all  her  cubs  at  once  upon  her ; 
Made  her  retire,  and  quit  her  right, 
And  loudly  cry'd  —  "A  bite !    a  bite  I"" 

T^H    E        MORAL. 

Thus  did  the  Grecian  wooden  horfc 
Conceal  a  fatal  armed  force  : 
No  fooner  brought  within  the  walls, 
But  Ilium  'i;  loft,  and  Priam  falls. 

L.4  HORACE, 
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HORACE,  BOOK  III.  ODE  II. 

TO    THE    EARL    OF    OXFORD, 

LATE    LORD    TREASURER. 
Sent  to  him  when  in  the  Tower,  1716* 

TT  O  W  bleft  is  lie,  who  for  his  country  dies, 
•^       Since  death  purfues  the  coward  as  he  6ies ! 
The  youth  in  vain  would  fly  from  Fate's  attack. 
With  trembling  knees  and  terror  at  his  back  j 
Though  fear  fbould  lend  him  pinions  like  the  wind, 
Yet  fwifter  fate  will  feize  him  from  behind. 

Virtue  repuls'd,  yet  knows  not  to  repine  j 
But  fliall  with  unattainted  honour  ihihe  ; 
Nor  (loops  to  take  th^Jiaff*,  nor  lays  it  down, 
Juft  as  the  rabble  pleafe  to  fmile  or  frow^n. 

Virtue,  to  crown  her  favourites,  loves  to  try 
Some  new  unbeaten  paflage  to  the  Iky  ; 
Where  Jove  a  feat  among  the  gods  will  give 
To  thofe  who  die  for  meriting  to  live. 

Next,  faithful  Silence  hath  a  fure  reward  ; 
Within  our  breaft  be  every  fccret  barr*d  I 
He,  who  betrays  his  friend,  ihall  never  be- 
Under  one  roof,  or  in  one  Ihip,  with  me. 
For  who  with  traitors  would  his  fafety  truft, 
Left,  with  the  wicked,  heaven  involve  the  juft  ? 
And,  though  the  villain  'fcape  a  while,  he  feels 
Slow  vengeance,  like  a  blood-hound,  at  his  heel». 

*  The  enlign  of  the  lord  treafurer's  office. 

PHYLLIS. 
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O  Ry 

THE   PROGRESS   OF  LOVE.     171^. 

TAESPONDING  Phyllis  was  endued 

-*^  With  every  talent  of  a  prude  : 

She  trembled  when  a  man  drew  nears 

Salute  her,  and  flie  turn'd  her  ear  ; 

If  o'er  againft  her  you  were  plac'd. 

She  durft  not  look  above  your  waifl : 

She  M  rather  take  you  to  her  bed, 

Than  let  you  fee  her  drefs  her  head  : 

In  church  you  hear  her,  through  the  croud;^ 

Repeat  the  abfolution  loud  : 

In  church,  fecure  behind  her  fan. 

She  durft  behold  that  monfter  man  ; 

There  pra£Us'd  how  to  place  her  head,. 

And  bit  her  lips  to  make  them  red ; 

Or,  on  the  mat  devoutly  kneeling, 

Would  lift  her  eyes  up  to  the  cieling. 

And  heave  her  bofom  unaware, 

For  neighbouring  beaux  to  fee  it  bare. 

At  length  a  lucky  lover  came, 
And  found  admittance  to  the  dame. 
Suppofe  all  parties  now  agreed. 
The  writings  drawn,  the  lawyer  feeM, 
The  vicar  and  the  ring  befpoke : 
Guefs,  how  could  fuch  a  match  be  broke  ? 

4  See 
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See  then  what  mortals  place  their  blifs  in  T 
Next  mom  betimes  the  bride  was  miiling : 
.  The  mother  fcream'cl,  the  father  chid  ; 
Where  can  this  idle  wench  be  hid  ? 
No  news  of  Phyl  ?  the  bridegroom  came. 
And  thought  his  bride  had  (kulk'd  for  ihame ; 
Becaufe  her  father  us*d  to  fay, 
The  girl  bad  f itch  a  bajbful  ivqy  t 

Now  John  the  butler  muft  be  fent 
To  learn  the  road  that  Phyllis  went. 
The  groom  was  wilh*d  to  faddlc  Crop  j 
For  John  moft  neither  light  nor  ftop^ 
But  find  her,  wherefoe'er  ihc  fled. 
And  bring  her  back,  alive  or  dead. 

See  here  again  the  devil  to  do ! 
For  truly  Jolin  was  miffing  too  r 
The  horfe  and  pillion  both  were  gone  f 
Phyllis,  it  feems,  was  fled  with  John. 

Old  Madam,  who  went  up  to  find 
What  papers  Phyl  had  left  behind, 
A  letter  on  the  toilet  fees. 
To  my  much-honoured  father  — thefc  — 
(*Tis  always  done,  romances  tell  us. 
When  daughters  run  away  with  fellows  J 
Fiird  with  the  choicefl  common-place$,r 
By  others  us'd  in  the  like  cafes. 
"  That  long  ago  z  fortune-teller 
"  Exaftly  faid  what  now  befel  her  j 
**  And  in  ^iglafs  had  made  her  fee 
"  h  ferving-man  of  loiv  degree* 

"It 


PROGRESS    OF   LOVE.  155 

«*  It  was  her  fatty  muft  be  forgiven ; 

*«  Y ox  marriages  nuert  made  in  heaven  s 

**  His  pardon  begg'd  :  but,  to  be  plain, 

•<  She  'd  do  7,  if  'twere  ta  do  again : 

"  Thanked  God,  'twas  neither /tame  nor  Jin  ; 

^*  For  John  was  come  of  honeft  kin, 

**  Love  nerer  thinks  of  rid\  and-  poor  : 

**  She  *d  beg  wth  John  from  door  to  door* 

"  Forgive  her,  if  it  be  a  crime ; 

**  She  *11  never  do  't  another  time* 

"  She  ne'er  before  in  all  her  life 

**  Once  difobey'd  him,  maid  nor  wife. 

"  One  argument  ihe  fumm'd  up  all  in, 

**  The  tbmg  n»as  done,  andpafi  recalling  % 

•*  And  therefore  hop*d  (he  Ihould  recover 

**  His  favour,  when  his  paffion  *s  over, 

"  She  valued  not  what  others  thought  her, 

"  And  was  —  his  moji  obedient  daughter" 

Fair  maidens,  all  attend  the  Mufe, 
Who  now  the  wandering  pair  purfues  : 
Away  they  rode  in  homely  fort. 
Their  journey  long,  their  money  fhort ; 
The  loving  couple  well  bemir  d  ; 
The  horfe  and  lx)th  the  riders  tirM  : 
Their  vi6hjals  bad,  their  lodging  worfe  ; 
Phyl  cry'd  !  and  John  began  to  curfe  : 
Phyl  wifli'd,  that  fhe  had  ftrain'd  a  limb,    ^ 
When  firft  ihe  ventur'd  out  with  him  ; 
John  wifli'd,  that  he  had  broke  a  leg, 
Wlien  firft  for  her  he  cjuitted  Peg. 

1  But 
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But  what  adventures  more  bcfel  them. 
The  MviCe  hafh  now  no  time  to  tell  them. 
How  Johnny  wheedled,  threatcn'd,  fawn'd. 
Till  Phyllis  all  her  trinkets  pawn'd : 
How  oft*  ihe  broke  her  marriage  vows 
In  kindnefs  to  maintain  her  fpoufe. 
Till  fwain5  unwholcfome  fpoil'd  the  trade  | 
For  now  the  furgeons  muft  be  paid. 
To  whom  thofe  pcrquifites  are  gone,. 
In  Chriflian  juflice  due  to  John* 

When  food  and  raiment  now  grew  fcarcc. 
Fate  put  a  period  to  the  farce. 
And  with  exa£k  poetic  juftice  3 
For  John  was  landlord,  Phyllis  hodeh ; 
They  keep,  ac  Staines,  tl\e  Old  Blue  Boar, 
Are  cat  and  dog,  and  rogue  and  whore. 


AD    AMICUM    ERUDITUM 
THOMAM   SHERIDAN.     1717. 

TA ELICIT  Sheridan  Mufarum,  dulcis  amice, 
''^  Si  tibi  propitius  Permeili  ad  flumen  Apollo 
Occurrat,  feu  te  mimum  convivia  rident, 
JEquivocofquc  falcs  fpargis,  feu  ludere  verfu 
Malles;  die,  Sheridan,  quifnam  fuit  lUe  deorum. 
Quae  melior  natura  orto  tibi  tradidit  artem 
Rimandi  genium  pucrorum,  atque  ima  cerebri 
Scrutandi  ?  Tibi  nafcenti  ad  cunabula  Pallas 

Afliiit } 
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Aftitit ;'  &  dixity  mentis  prasfaga  futurae, 
Heu»  puer  infelix  f  noflro  fub  ii4ere  natus  ; 
Nani  tu  peftus  cris  fine  corpore,  corporis  umbra ; 
Sed  levitate  umbram  fuperabis,  voce  cicadam  : 
Mufca  femur,  palmas  tibi  mus  dedit,  ardea  crura. 
Corpore  fed  tenui  tibi  quod  natura  negavit. 
Hoc  aoimi  dotes  fupplebunt ;  teque 'doccnte. 
Nee  longum  tempus,  furgct  tibi  dofta  juvcntus, 
Artibus  egregiis  animas  inftruf^a  novellas. 
Grex  hinc  Paeonius  vcnit,  ecce,  falutifer  orbi. 
Aft,  illi  caufas  orant ;  his  infula  vifa  eft 
Divinam  capiti  nodo  conftringere  mitram. 

Natatis  te  horx  non  fallunt  figna,  fed  ufque 
Confcius,  expedias  puero  feu  laetus  Apollo 
Nafcenti  arrifit  j  five  ilium  frigidus  horror 
Satumi  premit,  aut  feptem  inflavere  triones. 

Qjiin  tu  altc  penitufque  latentia  femina  cemis, 
Q^xque  diu  obtundendo  olim  fub  luminis  auras 
Erumpent,  prom  is ;  quo  ritu  faepe  puella 
Sub  cinere  heftcrno  fopitos  fufcitat  ignes. 

Te  dominum  agnofcit  quocunque  fub  acre  natus  j 
Quos  indulgcntis  nimium  cuf\oclia  rnatris 
Pcflundat :  nam  faep^  vides  in  ftipite  matrem. 

Aureus  at  ramus,  venerandas  dona  Sibyllas, 
£neae  fedes  tantum  patefecit  Avernus  \ 
Saepc  puer  tua  quem  tetigit  femel  aurea  virga 
CoeJumque  terrafque  videt,  nodlemque  profundam* 


HORACE, 


v)  I)  E  IX. 


C    159     3 


ToMr.DELANY,    Nov.  lo,  I7i8, 

'TT^  O  you,  whofe  virtues,  I  inuft  own 

-■-    With  fhame,  I  have  too  lately  known  ; 
To  you,  by  art  and  nature  tauglit 
To  be  the  man  I  long  have  fought. 
Had  not  ill  Fate,  perverCe  and  blind, 
Plac*d  you  in  life  too  far  behind ; 
Or,  what  I  ihould  repine  at  more, 
Plac'd  me  in  life  too  far  before  : 
To  you  the  Mufe  this  verfc  bcftows. 
Which  might  as  well  have  been  in  profe ; 
No  thought,  no  fancy,  no  fublime. 

But  fimple  topicks  told  in  rhyme. 
Talents  for  convcrfation  fit. 

Are  humour,  breeding,  fenfe,  and  wit :     * 
The  lafl,  as  boundlcfs  as  the  wind, 

Is  well  concciv'cl,  though  not  defin'd  : 

For,  fure,  by  wit  is  chiefly  meant 

Applying  well  what  we  invent. 

What  humour  is,  not  all  the  tribe 

Of  logick-mongcrs  can  defcribc  j 

Here  nature  only  afls  her  part, 

Unhelp'd  by  pra6^ice,  books,  or  art : 

For  wit  and  humour  differ  quite; 

That  gives  furprize,  and  this  delight. 

Humour  is  oild,  grotefque,  and  wild. 

Only  by  aficdation  fpoil'd  : 

Tit 
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*Tis  never  by  invention  got. 
Men  have  k  when  they  know  it  not. 

Our  converfation  to  refine. 
Humour  ttftd  wit  muft  both  combine  : 
From  borfi  we  learn  to  railly  well, 
Wherein  fometimes  the  French  excel. 
Voiture,  in  various  lights,  difplays 
That  irony  which  turns  to  praife  : 
His  genius  firft  found  out  the  rule 
For  an  obliging  ridicule  : 
He  flatters  with  peculiar  air 
The  brave,  the  witty,  and  the  fair  :• 
And  fools  would  fancy  be  intends 
A  fatire,  where  he  moft  commends.  ' 

But,  as  a  poor  pretending  beau, 
Becaufe  be  fain  would  make  a  ihow, 
Nor  can  arrive  at  filver  lace. 
Takes  up  with  copper  in  the  place  : 
So  the  pert  dunces  of  mankind. 
Whene'er  they  would  be  thought  refin'd. 
As  if  the  difference  lay  abftrufe 
'Twixt  raillery  and  grofs  abufe  5 
To  fliew  their  parts,  will  fcold  and  rail. 
Like  porters  o*cr  a  pot  of  ale. 
Such  is  that  clan  of  boiflerous  bears. 
Always  together  by  the  ears  j 
Shrewd  fellows  and  arch  wags,  a  tribe 
That  meet  for  nothing  but  a  gibe ; 
Who  firft  run  one  another  down, 
And  then  fall  foul  on  all  the  town  j 

Skill'd 


TO  MR.   DELANY.  ^  i6i 

•SkiM*d  in  the  hqrfe-laugh  aud  dry  rtib, 
And  caird  by  excclknce  The  Club. 
I  mean  your  Butler,  Dawfon,  Car, 
All  fpecial  friends,  and  always  jar. 

The  mettled  and  the  vicious  (bed 
Differ  as  little' in  their  breed  ; 
Kay,  Voiturc  is  as  like  Tom  Leigh 
As  rudenefs  is  to  repartee. 

If  what  you  faid  I  wiih  unfpoke, 
Twill  not  fufficc  it  was  a  joke  : 
Reproach  n6t,  though  in  jeft,  a  friend 
For  thofe  dcfe61:s  he  cannot  mend ; 
His  lineage,  calling,  fhapc,  or  fcnfe. 
If  nam'd  with  fcorn,  gives' juft  offence. 

What  ufe  in^  life  to  make  men  fret, 
Part  in  worfe  humour  than  they  met  ? 
Thus  all  focicty  is  loft. 
Men  laugh  at  one  another's  coft ; 
And  half  the  company  is  teaz'd. 
That  came  together  to  be  pleasM  : 
Por  all  buffoons  have  mod  in  view 
To  pleafe  thcmfclves  by  vexing  yoo. 

You  wonder  now  to  fee  me  write 
So  gravely  on  a  fubje^l  light ; 
Some  part  of  what  I  here  defign 
Regards  a  friend  *  of  your's  and  mine  ; 
Who,  neither  void  of  fenfe  nor  wit, 
Yet  fcldom  judges  what  is  fit, 

*  Dr.  Sheridan. 
Vol.  L  M  But 
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But  rallies  oft'  beyond  his  bounds. 
And  takes  unmeafurable  rounds. 

When  jefts  are  carried  on  too  far. 
And  the  loud  laugh  begins  the  war. 
You  keep  your  countenance  for  iharoe. 
Yet  flill  you  think  your  friend  to  blame : 
For,  though  men  cry  they  love  a  jcft, 
'Tis  but  when  others  fland  the  teft  j 
And  (would  you  have  their  meaning  known) 
They  love  a  jeft  that  is  their  own. 

You  mu(V,  although  the  point  be  nice, 
Bedow  your  friend  fome  good  advice  : 
One  hint  from  you  will  fet  him  right. 
And  teach  him  how  to  be  polite. 
Bid  him,  like  you,  obferve  with  care. 
Whom  to  be  hard  on,  whom  to  fpare ; 
Nor  indiflinftly  to  fuppofc 
All  fubjc£ls  like  Dan  Jackfon's  nofc  *• 
To  fludy  the  obliging  jeft. 
By  reading  thofe  who  teach  it  beft ; 
For  profe  I  recommend  Voiture*s, 
For  verfe  (I  fpeak  my  judgement)  yours. 
He  *11  find  the  fccret  out  from  thence. 
To  rhyme  all  day  without  offence  j 
And  I  no  more  (hall  then  accufe 
The  flirts  of  his  ill-manner'd  Mufe. 

If  he  be  guilty,  you  muft  sncnd  him ; 
If  he  be  innocent,  defend  him. 

♦  Which  was  afterwards  the  fubje£l;  of  fevera!  poems 
by  Dr.  Swift  and  others, 

A  LEFT- 
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A  LEFT-HANDED    LETTER 

TO  DR.   SHERIDAN*.    171!. 

Sm, 
T^ELANY  reports  it,  antl  he  has  a  ihrewd  tongue, 
^^  That  we  both  aft  the  part  of  the  clown  and 

cow-dung ; 
We  lye  cramming  ourfelvcs,  and  are  ready  to  burft, 
Yet  (Hll  arc  no  wifer  than  we  were  at  firft, 
Vudet  hac  ofprabria,  I  freely  mufl  tell  ye, 
Et  diet  fotutffe^  et  non  potuijfe  refellu 
Though  Delany  advis*d  you  to  plague  me  no  longer, 
You  reply  ^nd  rejoin  like  Hoadly  of  Bangor. 
1  mull  now,  at  one  fitting,  pay  off  my  old  {core  j 
How  many  to  anfwcr  ?  One,  two,  three,  four. 
But,  becaufe  the  three  former  are  long  ago  pail, 
I  (hall,  for  method  fake,  begin  with  the  laft. 
You  treat  me  like  a  boy  that  knocks  down  his  foe, 
Who,  ere  t'other  gets  up,  demands  the  rifing  b'ow. 
Yet  I  know  a  young  rogue,  that,  thrown  flat  on  the  field. 
Would,  IS. he  lay  under,  cry  out,  Sirrah!  yield. 
So  the  French,  when  our  Generals  foundly  did  pay  them : 
Went  triumphant  to  church,  and  fang  Houtly  7i?  Deum. 
So  the  famous  Tom  Leigh,  when  quite  run  aground, 
Comes  oif  by  out-laughing  the  company  round. 
In  every  vile  pamphlet  you  '11  read  the  fame  fancies, 
Having  thus  overthrown  all  our  further  advances. 

•  The  humour  of  this  poem  is  partly  loft,  by  the  im- 
pofiibility  of  printing  it  left-handed  as  it  was  written. 
M  2  My 
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My  offers  of  peace  you  ill  underftood  : 
Friend  Sl^rjdan,  whjen  will  you  know  your  qwh  good? 
'Twas  to  teach  you  in  modefter  language  your  duty ; 
For,  were  you  a  dog,  I  could  not  be  rude  t'ye  : 
As  a  good  quiet  foul,  who  no  mifchief  intends. 
To  a  quarrelfome  fellow,  cries,  Let  us  be  friends* 
But  we  like  Antaeus  and  Hercules  fight, 
The  oftener  you  fall,  the  oftener  you  write ; 
And  I  *11  ufe  you  as  he  did  that  overgrown  clown^ 
I  '11  firft  take. you  up,  and  then  take  you  down.: 
And,  'tis  your  own  cafe,  for  you  ney.er  can  wound 
The  worll  dunce  in  your  fchool,  till  he.'s  heaT'd.from 
the  ground. 

I  beg  your  pardon  for  ufing  my  left-hand,  but  I  was 
in  great  hafte,  and  the  other  hand  was  employed  at  the 
fame  time  in  writing  fome  letters  of  bufinefs.  —  I  will 
fend  you  the  reft  when  I  have  leifure :  but  pray  come 
to  dinner  with  the  company  you  met  here  laft. 

A  MOTTO  for  Mr.  JASON  HASAl^Dj. 

W  o  o  LL  E  N -Dr  AJ  E  R    in   DUBLiN; 

Whofe  Sign  was  the  Golden-Fleece, 

JASON,  the  valiant  prince  of  Greece, 
From  Colchos  brought  the  Qdlden  Fleece  i 
We  comb  the  wool,  refine  the  ftuff, 
For  modern  Jafon,  that 's  enough. 
Oh!   could  we  tarpe  yon  <iv/i/f^^'*  DragoHj 
Old  Jafon  would  have  lefs  to  brag  on, 

*  England. 

TO 
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TO    DR.    SHERIDAN,     lyiS. 

TTT  H  AT  E'ER  your  predeceflbrs  taught  us,. 

I  have  a  great  eftcem  for  Plautus  j 
And  think  your  boys  may  gather  there-hcncc 
More  wit  and  humour  than  from  Tcrencd. 
But  as  to  comic  Ariflophanes, 
The  rogue  too  vicious  and  too  prophane  is. 
I  went  in  vain  to  look  for  Eupolis 
Down  in  the  Strand  **,  juft  where  the  New  Pole  is ; 
For  I  can  tell  you  one  thing,  that  I  can 
(You  will  not  find  it  in  the  Vatican).. 
He  and  Cratinus  us'd,  as  Horace  fays, 
To  take  his  greatcd  grandees  for  Jalles. 
Poets,  in  thdfe  days,  usM  to  venture  high; 
But  thcfe  are  loft  full  many  a  century. 
Thus  you  may  fee,  dear  friend,  ex  pede  hence, 
My  judgement  of  the  old  Comedians. 

Proc'jtd  to  Tragicks  :  firft,  Euripides 
(An  author  where  1  fometimes  dip  a-days) 
is  rightly  cenfur'd  by  the  Stagirite, 
Who  fays,  his  numbers  do  not  fadge  aright, 
A  friend  of  mine  that  author  defpifes 
So  much,  he  fwcars  the  very  l)e(l  piece  is. 
For  auL^ht  he  knows,  as  bad  as  Thefpis's; 
And  that  a  woman,  in  thefc  tragedies, 
Commonly  freaking,  but  a  fad  jade  is. 

*  The  fa£t  may  be  true;  but  the  rhyme  coft  me  fomc 
uottbic.     SwiET. 

M  3  At 
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At  leafl,  I  'm  well  aflur'd,  that  no  folk  lays 

The  weight  on  him  they  do  on  Sophocles. 

But,  above  all,  I  prefer  ^fchylus, 

Whofc  moving  touches,  when  they  pleafe^  kill  m.- 

And  now  1  find  my  Mufe  but  ill  able. 
To  hold  out  longer  in  Triflyllable. 
I  chofe  thofc  rhymes  out  for  their  difficulty  j 
Will  you  return  as  hard  ones  if  I  call  t'ye  ? 


STELLA'S  BIRTH-DAY, 
March  13,  1718-19. 

Q  T  E  L  L  A  this  day  is  thirty-four, 
*^  (We  flia'  n't  difpute  a  year  or  more)  t 
However,  Stella,  be  not  troubled, 
Although  thy  fize  and  years  are  doublcd,^ 
Since  firfl  I  faw  thee  at  fixteen, 
The  brighteft  virgin  on  the  green : 
So  little  is  thy  form  declin'd  ; 
Made  up  fo  largely  in  thy  mind. 

Oh,  would  it  pleafe  the  gods  tofplit 
Thy  beauty,  fize,  and  years,  and  wit  f 
No  age  could  furnifh  out  a  pair 
Of  nymphs  fo  graceful,  wife,  and  fair  j 
With  half  the  luftre  of  your  eyes. 
With  half  your  wit,  your  years,  and  fizc. 
And  then,  before  it  grew  too  late. 
How  fhould  I  beg  of  gentle  Fate 
(TlKit  cither  nymph  might  have  her  fwain) 
'Vo  fplit  my  worfhip  too  in  twain  ! 

DR* 
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DR-  SHERIDAN  TO  DR.  SWIFT.     1719. 

T^  EAR  Dean,  fincc  in  cruxes  and  puns  you  and  I  deal, 
'^^  Pray  why  is  a  woman  a  fieve  and  a  riddle  ? 
Tis  a  thought  that  came  into  my  noddle  this  morning. 
In  bed  as  I  lay,  Sir,  a-tolling  and  turning. 
You  11  find,  if  you  read  but  a  few  of  your  hiftories. 
All  women  as  Eve,  all  women  are  myftcries. 
To  find  out  this  riddle  I  know  you  *11  be  eager. 
And  make  every  one  of  the  fcx  a  Belphegor. 
But  that  will  not  do,  for  I  mean  to  commend  them : 
I  fwear  without  jeft  I  an  honour  intend  them. 
In  a  fieve.  Sir,  their  anticnt  extra6lion  I  quite  tell. 
In  a  riddle  I  give  you  their  power  and  their  title. 
This  I  lold  you  before;  do  you  know  what  I  mean,  ^ir? 
•*  Not  I,  by  my  troth,  Sir."  —  Then  read  it  again,  Sir. 
The  reafon  I  fend  you  thefe  lines  of  rhymes  double 
Is  purely  through  pity,  to  fave  you  the  trouble 
Of  thinking  two  hours  for  a  rhyme  as  you  did  laft  $ 
When  your  Pcgafus  canter'd  it  triple,  and  rid  fad. 
As  for  my  little  nag,  which  I  keep  at  PamaHus, 
With  Phcebus's  leave,  to  run  with  his  alTcs, 
He  goes  flow  and  furc,  and  he  never  is  jaded, 
While  your  fiery  ftecd  is  whipped,  fpurr*d,  baftinaded. 

THE   DEAN'S   ANSWER. 

T  N  reading  your  letter  alone  in  my  hackney, 
*  Your  damnable  riddle  my  poor  brains  did  i  ack  nigh. 
And  when  with  much  labour  the  matter  I  crackt, 
I  fuund  you  miftaken  in  matter  of  ta£l. 

M  4  A.\VQ- 
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A  woman  '9  no  fieve  (for  with  that  you  begin )V. 
Becaufe  fhe  lets  out  more  than  e'er  ihe  takes  in. 
And  that  fhe  's  a  riddle,  can  never  be  right. 
For  a  riddle  is  dark,  but  a  woman  is  Ugbt, 
But,  grant  her  a  fieve,  I  can  iay  fomething  archer : 
Pray  what  is  a  man  ?  he  's  a  fine  linca  fearcber. 

Now  tell  me  a  thing  that  wants  interpretaciony 
What  name  for  a  *  maid,  was  the  firft  man's  damnation? 
If  your  worfhip  will  pleafe  to  explain  me  this  rthiu^ 
1  fwear  from  henceforward  you  ihall  be  my  Phoebus. 
From  my  hackney-coach»  Sept.  11,. 
1719,  pall  12  at  no€)n. 


STELLA'S    BIRTH-DAY,    i720i 

ALL  travelers  at  firft  incline 
■^^  Where-e'er  they  fee  the  faireft  fign ; 
And,  if  they  find  the  chambers  neat. 
And  like  the  liquor  and  the  meat. 
Will  Call  again,  and  recommend 
The  Angel-inn  to  every  friend. . 
What  though  the  painting  grows  decay*d,\. 
The  houfe  will  never  lofe  its  trade  : 
Nay,  though  the  treacherous  tapfter  Thoma». 
Hangs  a  new  Angel  two  doors  from  us. 
As  fine  as  dau1)ers'  hands  can  make  it, 
In  hopes  tliat  flrangers  may^miflake  it,.  . 

♦  VW  Gitii  Man-trap. 
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We  think  it  bodi  a-fliame  and  fm 
To  quit  the  true  old  Angel-inn. 

Now  this  is  Stella's  cafe  in  faft^ 
An  angeVs  face  a  little  crackM 
(Could  poets  or  could  painters  fix 
How  angels  look  at  thirty-fix)  : 
This  drew  us  in  at  firft  to  find 
In  fuch  a  form  an  angeVs  mind ; 
And  every  virtue  now  fupplies 
The  fainting  rays  of  Stella's  eyes. 
Sec  at  her  levee  crouding  fwains, 
Whom  Stella  freely  entertains 
With  breeding,  humour,  wit,  and  fenfe  f 
And  puts  them  but  to  fmall  expence ; 
Their  mind  fo  plentifully  fills,  ^ 

And  makes  fuch  reafonable  bills,^ 
So  little  gets  for  what  Ihe  gives 
We  really  wonder  how  fhe  lives  ! 
And,  had  her  flock  been  lefs,  no  doubt 
She  mull  have  long  ago  run  out. 

Then  who  can  think  we  '11  quit  the  placc> 
Wlien  Doll  hangs  out  a  newer  face  ? 
Or  (lop  and  light  at  Cloe's  head. 
With  fcraps  and  leavings  to  be  fed  ? 

Then,  Cloe,  flill  go  on  to  prate 
Of  ilurty-fix,  and  thirty-eight ; 
Purfue  your  trade  of  fcandal-picking. 
Your  hints,  that  Stella  is  no  chicken  ^ 
Your  innuendos,  when  you  tell  us. 
That  Stella  loves  to  talk  with  felk)W6  r 

And 
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And  let  me  warn  you  to  believe 

A  truth,  for  which  your  foul  Ihould  grieve ; 

That,  ihould  you  live  to  fee  the  day 

When  Stella's  locks  muft  all  be  grey. 

When  age  muft  print  a  furrowed  trace 

On  every  feature  of  her  face  ; 

Though  you,  and  all  your  fenfelefs  tribe, 

Could  art,  or  time,  or  nature  bribe. 

To  make  you  look  like  Beauty's  Queen, 

And  hold  for  ever  at  fifteen ; 

No  bloom  of  youth  can  ever  blind 

The  cracks  and  wrinkles  of  your  mind  : 

All  men  of  fenfe  will  pafs  your  door. 

And  croud  to  Stella's  at  fourfcorc. 

TO        STELLA. 
Who  coUeded  and  tranfcribed  his  Poems,  1720. 

A  S,  when  a  lofty  pile  is  rais'd, 
"^^  We  never  hear  the  workmen  prais'd. 
Who  bring  the  lime,  or  place  the  ftones  ; 
But  all  admire  Inigo  Jones  : 
So,  if  this  pile  of  fcatter'd  rh}Tnes 
Should  be  approv'd  in  after-times  j 
If  it  both  pleafes  and  endures. 
The  merit  and  the  praife  are  yours. 

Thou,  Stella,  wert  no  longer  young. 
When  firft  for  thee  my  harp  was  fhnng^ 
Without  one  word  of  Cupid's  darts, 
Of  killing  eyes,  or  bleeding  heans : . 

With 
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With  Fricndlhip  and  Eftcem  poffeft, 
I  ne'er  admitted  Love  a  gucft. 

In  all  the  habitudes  of  life, 
The  friend,  the  miftrcfs,  and  the  wife. 
Variety  we  flill  purfue. 
In  pleafiire  feek  for  foraething  new ; 
Or  clfc,  comparing  with  the  reft, 
Take  comfort,  that  our  own  is  beft ; 
The  beft  we  value  by  the  worft 
(As  tradcfmen  ftiew  their  trafli  at  firft)  : 
But  his  purfuits  were  at  an  end. 
Whom  Stella  chufes  for  z  friend. 

A  Poet  ftarving  in  a  garret, 
Conning  all  topicks  like  a  parrot. 
Invokes  his  Miftrefs  and  his  Mufe, 
And  ft:ays  at  home  for  want  of  ftioes : 
Should  but  his  Mufe  defcending  drop 
A  ilice  of  bread  and  mutton-chop ; 
Or  kindly,  when  his  credit's  out, 
Surpiize  him  with  a  pint  of  ftout ; 
Or  patch  his  broken  ftocking-foals. 
Or  fend  him  in  a  peck  of  coals  ; 
Exalted  in  his  mighty  mind, 
He  flies,  and  leaves  the  ftars  behind  : 
Counts  all  his  labours  amply  paid. 
Adores  her  for  the  timely  aid. 

Or,  ftiould  a  porter  make  enquiries 
For  Chloe,  Sylvia,  Phyllis,  Iris  ; 
Be  told  the  lodging,  lane,  and  fign. 
The  bowers  that  hold  thofe  nymphs  divine  1 

Fair    - 
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Fair  Chloe  tvould  perhaps  be  found 

With  footmen  tippling  under  ground  ; 

The  charming  Sylvia  beating  flax, 

Her  ihouMers  mark*d  with  bloody  tracks  ; 

Bright  Phyllis  mending  ragged  fmocks  ; 

And  radiant  Iris  in  the  pox. 

Thefe  are  the  goddefles  enroll'd 

In  Curll's  colle£lion,  new  and  old, 

Whofe  fcoundrel  fathers  would  not  know  *em^ 

If  they  ihould  meet  them  in  a  poem. 

True  poets  can  deprefs  and  raife, 
Are  lords  of  infamy  and  praife  ; 
They  are  not  fcurrilous  in  fatire, 
Nof  will  in  panegyrick  flatter. 
Unjuftly  poets  we  afperfe  j 
Truth  fliines  the  brighter  clad  in  verfe. 
And  all  the  ficlions  they  purfue. 
Do  but  iniinuate  what  is  true. 

Now,  fliould  my  praifes  owe  their  trutli. 
To  beauty,  drefs,  or  paint,  or  youth, 
What  Stoics  tall  ivitbout  our  poinjer^ 
They  could  not  be  infur'd  an  hour  : 
'Twere  grafting  on  an  annual  ftock. 
That  muft  our  cxpe6lation  mock, 
And,  making  One  luxuriant  liioot. 
Die  the  next  year  for  want  of  root : 
Before  I  could  ray  verfes  bring. 
Perhaps  you  *re  quite  another  thing. 

So  Maevius,  when  he  drained  his  IkuU 
To  celebrate  fome  fuburb  trull, 

Hi« 
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His  fimilies  in  order  (ctf. 

And  every  crambo  hi^  could,  ger. 

Had  gone  throygjb  a^l  tke  coanBoa-jdaoeff 

Worn  .ov()by  wits, .  who  rkyni9;CV(L;fifwiB$  ; 

Before  h^.€puld:hi»  poem  d(^ 

The  lovely  nymph  had  loft  her  Apfqi. 

Tour  virtues  fafely  I  commend^ , 
T-hey  on  no  accidents  depend: 
Let  malice  loofc  with  all  her  eyes, . 
She  dares  not  fay  the  poet  lyes*  ., 

Stella,  when  you  thefe  lines  tnmfcriiM:, ,     , 
Left  you  ihould  take  them  Sqx  a  hdhe^.  .% 

Refolv'd  to  mortify  your  (xride^. 
I  'U  here  expofe  your  weaker  fide*. 

Your  fpirits  kindle  to.  a  flame,,, 
Mov'd  with  the  lighted  touch  of  biamc; . 
And,  whena.friend  in  kindnefs  tries  . 
To  (hew  you  where  your  error  lies, 
•Convifkion  docs  but  more  incepfe.; , 
Perverfencfs  is  your  whole  defence ; 
Truth,  judgement,  wit,  ^ve  place. to  fpight^ . 
Regardlefs  both  of  wrong,  and  right; 
Your  virtues  all  fufpcnded.  wait. 
Till  time, hath- opened  reafon's  gate4 
And,  what  is  worfe,  your  paiTion  bends- 
•  Its  force  againft  your  neareft  friends,. 
Which  manners,  decency,  and  pride. 
Have  taught  you  from  the  world,  to  hide  :  ; 

In  vain ;  for  fee,  your  friend  hath  brought 
To  public  light  your  only  fault| 

And 
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And  yet  a  fault  we  often  find 

Mix'd  in  a  noble  generous  mind ; 

And  may  compare  to  Etna's  fire. 

Which,  though  with  trembling,  all  admire ; 

The  heati  that  makes  the  fummit  glow. 

Enriching  ali  the  vales  below. 

Thofe  who  in  warmer  climes  complain 

From  Phoebus'  rays  they  fufFer  pain, 

Mufl  own  that  pain  is  largely  paid 

By  generous  wines  beneath  a  fhade* 

Yet,  when  I  find  your  pailions  rife. 
And  anger  fparkling  in  your  eyes, 
I  grieve  thofe  fpirits  ftould  be  fpent. 
For  nobler  ends  by  nature  meant. 
One  pailion  with  a  different  turn 
Makes  wit  inflame,  or  anger  burn  : 
So  the  fun's  heat  with  different  powers 
Ripens  the  grape,  the  liquors  fours : 
Thus  Ajax,  when  with  rage  pofleft 
By  Pallas  brcath'd  into  his  bread. 
His  valour  would  no  more  employ. 
Which  might  alone  have  conquer'd  Troyi 
But,  blinded  by  refentment,  feeks 
For  vengeance  on  his  friends  the  Greeks. 

You  think  this  turbulence  of  blood 
From  (lagnating  preferves  the  flood. 
Which  thus  fermenting  hy  degrees 
£xaks  the  fpirits,  finks  the  lees. 

Stella,  for  once  you  reafoh  wxx>ng ; 
For,  Ihould  this  ferment  laft-too  long, 
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By  time  fubfiding,  you  may  find 
Nothing  but  acid  left  behind  $ 
From  paflion  you  may  then  be  freed. 
When  pceviflinefs  and  fplcen  fucceed. 

Say,  Stella,  when  you  copy  next. 
Will  you  keep  flri£lly  to  the  text  ? 
Dare  you  let  thefe  reproaches  fland. 
And  to  your  failing  fet  your  hand  ? 
Or,  if  thefe  lines  your  anger  fire. 
Shall  they  in  bafcr  flames  expire  ? 
Whene'er  they  bum,  if  bum  they  mufly 
They  '11  prove  my  accufation  juft. 

TO      STELLA, 

Vifiting  me  in  my  Sicknefs,    1720  *• 

T>ALLAS,  obferving  Stella's  wit 
'*     Was  more  than  for  her  fcx  was  fit, 
And  that  her  beauty,  foon  or  late. 
Might  breed  confufion  in  the  fbte. 
In  high  concern  for  human-kind, 
Fix'd  honour  in  her  infant  mind. 

But  (not  in  wranglings  to  engage 
With  fuch  a  ftupid  vicious  age) 
If  honour  I  would  here  define. 
It  anfwers  faith  in  things  divine. 
As  natural  life  the  body  warms. 
And,  fcholars  teach,  the  foul  informs; 
So  honour  animates  the  whole, 
And  is  the  fpirit  of  the  fouL 

♦  See  the  Verfcs  on  her  Birth-dav,  1723-4. 
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Thofe  numerous  virtues  which  the  tribe 
Of  tedious  moraliftsd^cribe. 
And  by  fuch  various  titles  call. 
True  honour  comprehends  them  all. 
Let  melancholy  rule  fupreme, 
Choler  pre{ide,.or  blood,  or  phlegm. 
It  makes  no  difference  in  the  cafe, 
]Nor  is  complexion  honour's  place. 

Bur,  left  we  ihould  for.  honour  take. 
The  drunken  quarrels  of  arak&s 
Or  think  itfeated  in  a.fcaiv 
Or  on  a  proud  triumphal  car^ 
Or  in  the  payment  of  a  debt 
We  lofe  with  fharpers  at  picqijet^ 
Or  when  a  whore  in  her  vocation 
Keeps  punftual  to  an  aflignation  5 
Or  that  on  whichihi&  lordfliipifwear^, 
When  vulgar  knaves  would  lofe  their  ear^  5 
Let  Stella's  fair  example  preach 
A  lelTon  ihe  alone  can  teach. 

In  points  of  honour  tobe-try'd. 
All  paflions  muft  be  laid  afide  : 
Afk  no  advice,  but  tliink  alone? 
Suppofe  the  qucftiOn  not  yfwir  owiir 
How  ihall  I  a6i  ?  is*  not  the  cafe ; 
But  how  would  Bnitus  in  my  pkure-? 
In  fuch  a  cafe  would  Cato  bleed  ? 
And  how  wtiUld  Socrates  proceed  ? 

Drive  all  objeftions  from  yournrind, 
Elfe  you  relapfe  to  human-kiitd : 

Aml^tioQ 
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.Ambition^  avarice,  and  lufl, 
•And  faftious  rag;e,  and  breach  of  tnift, 
And  flattery  tipc  with  naufeous  fleer 
And  guilty  fhame,  and  fervile  fear, 
i£nvyy  and  cruelty,  and  pride. 
Will  in  your  tainted  heart  prefidt. 

Heroes  and  heroines  of  old 
By  honour  only  were  inroll'd 
Among  their  lircthren  in  the  fkies. 
To  which  (though  late)  fhall  Stella  rife. 
Ten  thoufand  oaths  upon  record 
Are  not  fo  facred  as  her  word  : 
The  world  fhall  in  its  atoms  end, 
Ere  Stella  can  deceive  a  friend. 
By  honour  fcated  in  her  breaft 
She  fliil  determines  what  is  bed  : 
What  indignation  in  her  mind 
Againft  inflavers  of  mankind  ! 
Bafe  kings,  and  minifters  of  flajp, 
Eternal  t)bje6ls  of  her  hate  ! 

She  thinks  that  nature  ne'er  defign*d 
Courage  to  man  alone  confin'd. 
Can  cowardice  her  fcx  adorn, 
Which  mod  expofcs  ours  to  fcorn  ? 
She  wonders  where  the  charm  appears 
In  Florimel's  aflefted  fears ; 
For  Stella  never  learn'd  the  art 
At  proper  times  to  fcream  and  rtart  j 
Nor  calls  up  all  the  houfe  at  night. 
And  fwears  ihe  faw  a  thing  in  white. 

Vol.  L  N  .  Dull 
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Doll  never  flies  to  cut  h«r  lace. 
Or  throw  cold  water  in  her  face« 
Becaufe  ihe  heard  9,  fudden  drum. 
Or  found  an  earwig  in  a  plum. 

Her  hearers  are  amaz'd  from  whence 
Proceeds  that  fund  of  wit  and  fenfe ; 
Which,  though  her  modefly  would  ihroudi 
Breaks  like  the  fun  behind  a  cloud  | 
While  gracefulnefs  its  art  conceals^ 
And  yet  through  every  motion  ileals. 

Say,  Stella,  was  Prometheus  blind, 
And,  forming  you,  miilook  your  kind  ? 
Ko ;  'twas  for  you  alone  he  flole 
The  fire  that  forms  a  manly  foul ; 
Then,  to  compleat  it  every  way, 
He  moulded  it  with  female  clay  : 
To  that  you  owe  the  nobler  «flame. 
To  this  the  beauty  of  your  frame. 

How  would  ingrau(ude  delight, 
And  how  would  cenfure  glut  her  fpight^ 
If  I  fhould  Stella's  kindnefs  hide 
In  filence,  or  forget  with  pride  ! 
When  on  my  fickly  couch  I  lay 
Impatient  both  of  night  and  ds^. 
Lamenting  in  unmanly  drains, 
Call'd  every  power  to  eafe  my  pains ; 
Then  Stella  ran  to  my  relief 
With  chearful  face  and  inward  grief  i 
And,  though  by  Heaven's  fevcre  decnee 
She  fuffers  hourly  more  than  m^ 


N« 


TO       S    T    E    L   X    A.  t^l 

lYo  thiel  thif^t  cbiild  reqwirtf 
^rom  flavcs  cmploy'd  for  daily  hire, 
^Vhat  Stella,  by  her  fiiendihip  warm'd. 
With  vigour  and  delight  peiform'd : 
tUlj  finking  fpirits  now  Supplies 
IVithxordialsin  Her  hands  and  eyes  ; 
^ow'witfa  a  foft  and  iilent  tread 
Unheard  tkt  moves  about  my  bed. 
2  fee  her  tafie  eadi  naufeous  draught; 
And  fo  obligingly  am  caught, 
1  bkfs  the  liand  from  whence  they  came, 
Kor  dare  £fiort  my  face  for  fhame. 

Bed;  pattern  of  true  fnendii  beware  : 
You  pay  teO  dearly  for  your  care,  ^ 

iff  v^h&ie  your  teAdemefs'fecures 
My  life  it  muft  endanger  yours ; 
Tor  fuch  a  fool  was  never  found. 
Who  puli'd  a  palace  to  the  grounc^ 
-Only  to  have  the  ruins  made 
Materials  for  an  houfe  ddcay'd. 


AN        ELEGY 

On  Ac  Death  of  DEMAR,  the  Usurer  5 
Who  died  the  fiKch  of  July,  1729. 

VffOW  ail  men  by  ibefe  prefentSt  Death  the  tamet 
By  mortgage  hath  fccur'd  the  corpfe  of  Demar : 
Nor  cznjour  hundred  thoufand fierUng  found 
Redeem  him  from  his  pr'ifon  under  ground. 

N  a  His 
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His  heirs  might  well,  of  all  his  wealth  polTefs'd, 

Beftow  10  bury  him  one  iron  cheft. 

Plutus  the  god  of  wealth  will  joy  to  know 

His  faithful  fteward  in  the  {hades  below. 

He  walk'd  the  (Ircets,  and  wore  a  threadha|re  cloa)cj 

He  din'd  and  fuppM  at  charge  of  other  folk  : 

And  l)y  his  looks,  had  he  held  out  his  palais. 

He  might  be  thought  an  objc6t  tit  for  alms. 

So,  to  the  poor  if  he  refused  his  pelf. 

He  us'd  them  full  as  kindly  as  himfelf. 

Where'er  he  went,  he  never  faw  his  betters; 
Lords f  knights f  and/y«/r//,  were  all  his  humble  dcbtors-j 
And  under  band  and  fial  the  Irifh  nation 
Were  forc'd  to  own  to  him  their  obligation. 

He  that  could  once  have  half  a  kingdom  boygln?. 
In  half  a  minute  is  not  worth  a  groat. 
His  coffers  from  the  coffin  could  not  fave, 
Nor  all  his  inter/ft  keep  him  from  the  grave, 
A  golden  monument  would  not  be. right, 
Becaufe  we  wifh  the  earth  upon  him  light. 

Oh  London  tavern  *  !  thou  haft  loft  a  friend. 
Though, in  thy  walls  he  ne'er  did  farthing  fpend : 
He  touch' d  the  pence,  when  others  touched  the  pot ; 
The  hand  that  fign'd  the  rportgage  paid  the  ihQt. 

Old  as  he  was,  no  vulgar  known  difeafe 
On  him  could  ever  boaft  a  power  to  feize  j 
"  t  ^^^f  as  he  weigh;d  his  gold,  grim  De^thin  fpigkt 
**  Caft-in  his  dart,  which  made  three  moidores  light; 

''*  A  tavern  in  Dublin,  where  Demar  kept  his  office, 
t  Thcfc  four  lines  were  written  by  Stella. 

4  "And 
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"  And,  as  he  faw  his  darling  money  fail, 
"  Blew  his  laft  breath,  to  fink  the  lighter  fcalc." 
He  who  fb  long  was  current ^  'twould"  be  ftrange 
If  he  ihould  now  be  crfd  dotvn  fince  his  change. 

^thcjixion  fhafl  green  fods  on  thee  beilow  j 
Alas,  the  fexton  is  thy  banker  now  1 
A  difmal  hanker  mud  that  banker  be. 
Who  gives  no  bills  but  of  mortalUy, 

EPITAPH    ON    A    MISER. 

"DE NEATH  this  verdant  killock  lies 
^^  Demar,  the  nxjealtby  and  the  luife^ 
His  beirSj  that  he  might  fafcly  refl, 
Have  put  his  carcafe  in  a  cheji ; 
The  very  cbeft^  in  which,  they  fay,  • 
His  other felj\  his  money,  lay. 
And,  if  his  heirs  continue  kind 
To  that  dear y>^' he  left  behind, 
I  dare  believe,  that  four  in  five 
Will  think  his  better  balfzYwc, 

TO  MRS.  HOUGHTON  OF   BORMOUNT. 

Upon  praifing  her  Hjfband  to  Dr.  Swift. 

'^TOU  always  are  making  a  God  of  your  Spoufe  ; 
•**    But  this  neither  Rcafon  nor  Confcience  allows  ; 
Perhaps  you  will  fay,  'tis  in  latitude  due, 
And  you  adore  him,  bccaufc  he  adores  you. 
Vour  argument  *s  weak,  and  fo  you  will  find  ; 
F4ir  you,  by  this  rule,  muft  adore  all  mankind. 

N  3  VERS¥.S, 
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VERSES,  WRITTEN  OK  A  WINDOW; 

At  the  Deanhy  House,.  St.  Patrick*^. 
f 

ARE  tl^e  gueils  of  tlus  koufe  fUU  doom'd  to  be 

•*^        cheated?  [treated. 

Sure,  the  fates  have  decreed  they  by  halves  fiiould  be 

In  the  days  of  good  ♦  John,  if  you  came  here  to  dine. 

You  had  choice  of  good  meat,  but  no  choice  of  good: 

In  Jonathan's  reign,  if  you. come  here  to  eat,        [wine.. 

Youhave  choice  of  good  wine,  but  noxhoicc  ofgoodmeat.. 

Oh,  Jove  !  then  how  fally  might  all  fides  be  bleft, 

Would'ft  thou  but  agree  to  this  humble  requcft  ? 

Put  both  deans  in  one;  or,  if  that 's  too  much  trouble^. 

ibiftead  of  the  deans,  make  the  deanry  double. 

ON    ANOTHER    WINDOWf. 

A   BARD,  on  whom  Phoebus  his  fpirit  beftow'd, 
•^^  Refolving  t'  acknowledge  the  bounty  he  ow'd; 
Found  out  a  new  method  at  once  of  confcfling. 
And  making  the  nwft  of  fo  mighty  a  bleffing: 
To  the  God  he  *d  be  grateful ;  but  mortals  he.*d  choufe,-. 
By  making  his  patron  prefide  in  his  houfe; 
And  wifely  forefaw  this  advantage  from  thence, 
That  the  God  would  in  honour  beat  moft  of  tk*  expence.: 
So  the  bard  he  finds  drink,  and  leaves  Phoebus  to  treat. 
With  the  thoughts  he  infpires,  regardlefs  of  meat. 
Hence  they,  that  come. hither  ej^pefling  to  dine. 
Are  always  fobb'il  off  with  fheer  wit  and  fheer  wihe^ 

*  Dean  Sterne  was  diflinguifhed  for  his  hofpitality. 
f  By  Dr.  Dchny^^  in  conjunfilion  wiih  Stella. 

AP0LLO>' 
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APOLLO   to  the   DEAN.   1720. 

"D  IGHT  trufty,  and  fo  forth — ^wc  let  you  to  know 
"■^  We  ait  very  ill  us*d  by  you  mortals  below. 
For»  firfty  I  have  often  by  diemifts  been  told, 
Thotigh  I  know  nothing  on 't,  it  is  I  that  make  gold. 
Which  when  you  hate  got,  you  fo  carefully  hide  it. 
That,  fincc  I  was  bom,  I  hardly  have  fpy'd  it. 
Then  it  muft  be  allowM,  that,  whenever  I  Ihine, 
I  forward  the  grafs,  and  I  ripen  the  vine  ; 
To  me  the  good  fellows  apply  for  relief. 
Without  whom  they  could  get  neither  ciaref  nor  Beef: 
Yet  their  wine  and  their  victuals  thefe  curmudgeon 

labbards 
Lock  up  from  my  fight  in  cellars  and  cupboards* 
That  I  have  an  ill  eye,  they  wickedly  think, 
And  taint  all  their  meat,  and  four  all  their  drink. 
But,  thiirdly  and  laftly,  it  muft  be  allow 'd, 
I  alone  can  ini^ire  the  poetical  crowd  : 
This  is  gratefully  own'd  by  each  boy  in  the  college^ 
Whom  if  I  infpire,  it  is  not  to  my  knowledge. 
This  every  pretender  to  rhyme  will  admit. 
Without  troubling  his  head  about  judgement  or  mu 
Thefe  gentlemen  ufc  me  with  kindnefs  and  freedom. 
And  as  for  their  works,  when  I  pleafe  I  may  read  'emi 
They  lie  open  on  purpofe  on  counters  and  flails. 
And  the  titles  I  view,  when  I  ihine  on  the  walls. 
But  a  comrade  of  yours,  that  traitor  Delany, 
Whom  1  fbr  your  fake  love  better  than  any, 

N  4  And, 
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And,  of  my  mere  motion  and  fpecial good  grace y 

Intended  in  time  to  fucceed  in  your  place, 

On  Tuefday  the  tenth  feditioufly  came 

With  a  certain  falfe  traitrefs,  one  Stella  by  name. 

To  the  deanry  houfe,  and  on  the  north  glafs, 

Where  for  fear  of  the  cold  I  never  can  pafs, 

Then  and  there,  vi  6f  armis,  with  a  certain  utenfil. 

Of  value  five  (hillings,  in  Englifli  a  pencil. 

Did  malicioufly,  falfely,  and  tralteroufly  write, 

Whilft  Stella  aforefaid  Hood  by  with  a  light. 

My  fiilcr  had  lately  depos'd  upon  oath, 

That  (lie  ftopt  in  her  courfe  to  look  at  them  both  : 

That  Stella  was  helping,  abetting,  and  aiding ; 

And  ftill,  as  he  writ,  flood  fmiling  and  reading  : 

That  her  eyes  were  as  bright  as  myfelf  at  noon-day. 

But  her  graceful  black  locks  were  all  mingled  with  grey;. 

And  by  the  defcription  I  certainly  know, 

*Tis  the  nymph  that  I  courted  fome  ten  years  ago ; 

Whom"  when  I  with  the  beft  of  my  talents  endued 

On  her  promife  of  yielding,  flie  a6Ved  the  prude  : 

That  fome  verfes  were  writ  with  felonious  intent,. 

Direft  to  the  norths  where  I  never  yet  went: 

That  the  letters  appeared  reversed  through  the  pane, 

But  xxjL  Stella's  bright  eyes  they  were  plac'd  right  again;.. 

Wherein  (he  diftinftly  could  read  every  line. 

And  prefently  guefs'd  that  the  fancy  was  mine. 

She  can  fWcar  to  the  perfon,  whom  oft'  (he  has  fcca 

At  nighr  between  Cavan  Street  and-  College  Green.. 

Now  you  fee  why  his  verfes  fo  feldom  are  (hewn  j 

The  reafon  is  plain,  tiiey  are  none  of  his  own  j 
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And  obfervc  while  you  live,  that  no  man  is  ihy 
To  difcover  the  goods  he  carae  lioncftly  by. 
K  I  light  on  a  thought,  he  will  certainly  fteal  it, 
And,  when  he  has  got  it,  find  ways  to  conceal  it : 
Of  all  the  fine  things  he  keeps  in  the  dark. 
There 's  fcarce  one  in  ten  by t  what  has  my  mark  ; 
And  let  them  be  feen  by  the  world  if  he  dare, 
1  'D  make  it  appear  that  they  're  all  ftolen  ware» 
But  as  for  the  poem  he  writ  on  your  falh, 
I  tliink  I  have  now  got  liim  under  my  lafli  j 
My  iifter  tranfcrib'd  it  laft  night  to  his  forrovv, 
And  the  publick  Ihall  fee  't,  if  I  live  till  to-morrow: 
Through  the  zodiac  around,  it  ihall  quickly  he  fpread 
In  all  parts  of  the  globe  where  your  language  is  read. 
He  knows  very  well,  I  ne*er  gave  a  refufal. 
When  he  alk'd  for  my  aid  in  the  forms  that  arc  ufual : 
But  the  fecret  is  this  ;  I  did  lately  intend 
To  write  a  few  verfes  on  you,  as  my  fiicnd  : 
I  ftudied  a  fortniglit,  before  I  could  find. 
As  I  rode  in  my  chariot,  a  tlioughr  to  my  raind^ 
And  refblv'd  the  next  winter  (for  that  is  my  time, 
When  the  days  are  at  fliortefl)  to  get  it  in  rhyme  j 
Till  then  it  was  lock'd  in  my  box  at  Parnaflus  ; 
When  that  fubtle  companion,  in  hopes  to  furpafs  us,. 
Conveys  out  my  paper  of  hints  by  a  trick, 
(For  I  think  in  ray  confcience  he  deals  with  Old  Nick) 
And,  from  my  own  flock  provided  with  topicks-. 
He  gets  to  a  window  beyond  both  the  tropicks; 
There  out  of  my  fight,  juft  againfl  the  north  zone. 
Writes  down  my  conceits,  and  then  calls  them  his  own; 

And 
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And  you,  like  a  booby,  the  bubble  can  fwallow  r 
Kow  who  but  Delany  can  write  like  Apollo  ? 
High  treafon  by  ftatutc !  yet  here  you  objeft. 
He  only  ftoie  hints,  but  the  vierfe  h  cortrft; 
Thougli  the  thought  be  Apolb*s,  'tis  fitrcly^  expref&'d  j 
So  a  tliief  fteals  my  horfe,  and  has  him  well  drefs'd. 
Now,  whereas  the  fad  criminal  ftcms  palt  fepentaucfc. 
We  Phoebus  think  fit  to  proceed  to  hrs  fentencc. 
Since  Delany  has  4aF'd,  like  I\x>metheu8  his  fire. 
To  climb  to  xMt  region,  and  tlience  tcy  ftesd  ixre ; 
We  order  a  vulture,  in  fliape  of  the  fj^eeof. 
To  prey  en  his  liter,  but  not  to  be  ieen. 
A»d  we  order  our  fub^e^ts  of  e^^^  degree 
To  believe  all  his  verfes  w«re  written  by  mc : 
And,  under  the  pain  of  our  higlieft  difpleafure, 
T9  call  nothing  his  but  the  rhyme  and  the  meafure* 
And  laftly,  for  Stella,  juft  out  of  her  prime, 
I  'm  too  much  revenged  already  by  time. 
In  return  to  her  fcorn,  I  fend  her  dkfe^cs. 
But  will  now  be  her  friend  whenever  fhe  pleafes  : 
And  tlie  gifts  I  beftow'd  her  wiU  find  her  a  lover. 
Thought  iie  lives  to  be  grey  as  a  badger  all  oter. 

NEWS   PRQM    FAKNASStrs; 
BY     DR.     DELANY. 

JJARN^ASSUS,  February"  the  twcnty-feventh. 
•^     The  Pbets  aflembled  here  on  the  eleventh, 
ConvenM  by  Apolfo,  wlio  gave  them  to  know, 
^  'd  have  a  vicegerent  iir  his  empire  below ; 

But 
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Btit  declared  tlut  no  Bard  ihwiU  t^U  hooour  inberit». 
Till  the  reft  bad  agxeed  he  fuqniis'd  them  in  merit; 
Now  this,  you  *11  allowy  was  a  dificult  cailby 
For  each  Biurd  believ'd  he-'d  a  right  te  the  p^t ; 
So>  finding  th'  aflembly  grow  warm  in  debate^. 
He  put  them  in  mind  of  his  Phaeton'a  fate : 
•Twas  urg'd  to  no  purpose  j  difputes  higher  lofe. 
Scarce  Phoebus  himfelf  could  their  qjurrel^  coapefc  |: 
Till  at  length  he  determined  that  every  Bar4 
%ould  (each  in  his  turn)  be  patiently  heard. 

Firfty  one.  wlio  beliey'd  he  excelPd  in  tranilationt 
Found&his  claim  on  thedo£b:ine  of  man's  tranfmigrati^n,e 
^  Since  the  foul  of  great  Miltoa  was  given  to  me, 
**  I  hope  the  conveniion  will  quickly  agree.*' 
**  Agree  I'^  quoth  Apollo:  '<  &om  whence  is.  tkh  fool?' 
^  Is  he  juft  come  from  reading  Pythagoras  at  fchool  ? 
**  Be  goner  Sir,  you  've  got  your  fubfcriptions in  time,^ 
**  And  given  in.  return  neither  reafon  nor  rhyme." 

To  the  next,  fays  the  God,  "  Thougli  now  I  won't 
*'  chufe  ygu, 
"  I  '11  tell  you  the  reafon  £or  which  I  refiife  you  : 
**  Love's  goddefs  has  oft'  to  her.  parents  complain 'd 
**  Of  my  favouring  a  Bard  who  her  empire  difdain'd  ;- 
**  That,  at.  my  infligation,  a  poem  you  writ,. 
^  Which  to  beauty  and  youth  preferr'd  judgement  and 

"  wit } 
*•  That,  to  make  you  a  Laurcat,  I  gave  the  firft  voice,. 
<*  Infpiring  tljc  Britons  t' approve  of  my  choice. 
«*  Jove  fcnt  her  to  mc,  her  power  to  try ; 
**  Tlic  Goddefs  o£  Beauty  what  God  can  deny  ? 

<<Shc 
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**  She  forbids  yotrr  preferment ;  I  grant  her  defire. 

"  Appcafe  the  fair  Goddefs :  you  then  may  rife  higher." 

The  next  that  appear'd  had  good  hopes  of  fucceeding, 
For  he  merited  much  for  his  wit  and  his  breeding. 
Twas  wife  in  the  Britons  no  favour  to  fhow  him, 
He  elfe  might  expeft  they  fhould  pay  what  they  owe  him. 
And  therefore  they  prudently  chofe  to  difcard 
The  Patriot,  whofe  merits  they  would  not  reward. 
The  God,  with  a  fmile,  bad  his  favourite  advance,  • 
"  You  were  fent  by  Aflr^ba  her  Envoy  to  France  : 
"  You  bent  your  ambition  to  rife  in  the  ftate  ; 
"  I  rcfufe  you,  becaufe  you  could  ftoop  to  be  great." 

Then  a  Bard  who  had  been  a  fuccefsful  Tranllator. 
"  The  Convention  allows  me  a  Verfificator." 
Says  ApoUoi  "  You  mention  the  leaft  of  your  merit ; 
"  By  your  works    it  appears  you   have  much'  of  my " 

"  fpirir. 
"  I  eftcem  you  fo  well,  that,  ro  tell  ydu  the  triith', 
"  Thfe  greateft  objeftion  againft  you 's  your  youth  : 
"  Then  be  not  concemM  you  are  now  laid  'afide  ; 
"  If  you  live,  you  fhall  certainly  one  day  preiide.*' 

Another,  low  l>ending,  Apollo  thus  greets, 
"'Twas  I  taught  your  fubjefts  to  walk  through  the 

«  ftreets." 
"  You  taught  them  to  ivaikl  why,  they  knew  it  before : 
**  But  give  me  the  Bard  that  can  teach  them  lofoar. 
.  <*  Whenever  he  claims,  'tis  his  right,  I  '11  confefs, 
«  Who  lately  attempted  my  ftylc  with  fuccefs ; 
**  Who  writes  like  Apollo  has  moft  of  liis  fpirit, 
"  And  therefore  'tis  juft  I  diftingulfli  his  merit ; 

"  Wlio 


NEWS   FROM  PARNASSUS.      itH 

.w  Who  makes  it  appear,  by  all  he  has  writ, 
**  His  judgement  alone  can  fct  bounds  to  his  wit  5 

•**  Like  Virgil  correft,  with  his  own  native  eafe, 
"  But  excels  even  Virgil  in  elegant  praifej 

-*'  Who  admires  the.  ancients,  and  knows  'tis  their  due, 
*'  Yet  writes  in  a  manner  entirely  new ; 
**  Though  none  with  more  eafe  their  depths  can  explore, 
"  Yet  whatever  he  wants  he  takes  from  ray  florc ; 
**  Though  I  *m  fond  of  his  virtues,  his  pride  I  can  fee, 

'**  In  fcorning  to  borrow  from  any  but  me  j 
*•  It  is  owing  to  this,  that,  like  Cynthia,  his  lays 
"  Enlighten  the  world  by  refle6ting  my  rays." 

This  faid,  the  whole  audience  foon  found  out  his  drift: 
The  convention  .was  fummon'd.  in  favour  of  Swift. 
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nr^  H  E  bold  encroachers  on  the  deep 
-*■    Gain  by  degrees  liuge  tra£ls  of  land. 
Till  Neptune,  with  one  general  fweep, 
Turns  all  again  to  barren  ftrand. 

The  multitude's  capricious  pranks 

Are  faid  to  reprefent  the  feas  ; 
Which,  breaking  bankers  and  the  banks, 

Refume  their  o%un  whene'er  they  pleafe. 

Money,  the  life-blood  of  the  nation, 

Corrupts  and  flagnaces  in  the  veins, 
Unlefs  a  proper  circulation 

Jts  motion  and  its  heat  maintains. 

Becaufc 
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Secauf«  ^f  ktdfy  Hdt  M  pa3ry 

^ifoktrs  tml  aUbrmn  m  ftiee 
•Like  /#«rv  b«rt  ^iW^r/  etery  ilay 

Of  duD$  attending  at  their  gate. 

We  want  our  money  on  the  nail  j 

The  banker  's  ruin'd  if  he  pays  t 
They  feem  to  a^  an  ancient  tale  ; 

The  birds  are  met  to  ftrip  xHatjajs* 

niches,  the  wifeft  monarch  tings, 

^<  Make  pinions  for  tliemfelves  to  fly  :* 

They  fly  like  bats  on  pardfmext  nmjtgs^ 
And  geeie  tibial  JUv€r  pkuncfr  iup^« 

Vo  money  left  for  fquandering  hors  1 

Bills  turn  the  lenders  into  debtors : 
The  wifli  of  Nero  now  is  theirs, 

**  That  they  had  never  known  their  letters.^ 

Conceive  the  works  of  midnight  liags. 
Tormenting  fboh  behind  ^ir  backs : 

Thus  bankers  o'er  their  lulls  and  bags 
Sit  fqueesnng  iiiuigts  (f  ivax. 

Conceive  tlie  whole  enchantment  broken 

The  witches  left  in  open  air, 
With  power  no  more  than  other  folk, 

Expos'd  with  all  their  nti^t  ware. 

So  powerful  are  a  banker'n  bills. 
Where  creators  demand  their  dut; 

They  break  up  counters,  doots,  and  tills. 
And  leave  the  empty  chefh  in  view. 

5  Thus 
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Thus  when  an  earthquake  lets  in  light 

Upon  the  god  of  gold  and  beUp 
Unahle  to  endure  the  iight. 

He  hides  ^thin  his  darkeft  cell. 

As  when  a  conjurer  takes  a  lejfe 

From  Satan  for  a  term  of  yearsj, 
The  tenant 's  in  a  difmal  cafcy 

Whene'er  the  bloody  bond  appears. 

A  baiifd  hanker  thus  defponds. 

From  hif  own  band  fbrefees  his  fall ; 

They  have  Yoifoiil,  who  have  his  bonds } 
*Th  like  the  ^writing  9h  ibe  'waU. 

How  will  the  caitiff  wretch  be  fcar'd. 

When  firil  he  finds  himielf  awake 
At  the  laft  trumpet  unprepar'd. 

And  aU  his  grand  account  to  make ! 

For  in  that  univerfal  cdU 

Few  bankers  will  to  Heaven  be  raounten^ 
They  '11  cry,  "  Ye  fliops,  upon  us  fell ! 

**  Conceal  and  cover  us,  ye  counters  1^ 

Whea  other  hands  xh^tfiahs  (hall  hold, 

And  they  in  mat  and  augds'^gbt 
Produced  with  all  their  bills  and  golcl» 

^<  Weighed  la  the  halaneey  aod  found  light  T' 
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The  Description  of  an  IRISH  FEAST, 

Tranflatcd  almoft  literally  out  of  the  Original  Irifh.  1720. 

/^ROURK'S  noble  fare  will  ne'er  be  forgot, 
^^  By  thofe  who  were  there,  or  thofe  who  were  not. 
His  revels,  to  keep,  we  fup  and  we  dine 
On  fevcn  fcore  Iheep,  fat  bullocks,  and  fwine. 
Ufquebau^b  to  our  feaft  in  paih  was  brought  up. 
An  hundred  at  leaft,  and  a  madder  ♦  our  cup. 

0  there  is  the  fport  I  -we  rife  with  the  light 
In  difordcrly  fore  trom  fnoaring  all  night. 

■O  how  was  I  trick'd  !  my  pipe  it  was.  broke. 
My  pocket  was  pick'd,  1  loll  my  new  cloak. 

1  'm  rifled,  quoth  Nell,  of  mandc  and  kercherf-: 
Why  then  fare  them  well,  the  dc'dl  take  the  fearcher. 
Come,  harper,  flrikc  up?  but,  fitft,  hy  your  favour. 
Boy,  give  us  a  cup :  sthi  this  has  fome  favour. 
Orourk's  jolly  boys  ne'er  dreamt  of  tlie  matter. 
Till,  rous'd  by  the  noife  and  mufical  clatter. 

They  bounce  from  their  Jieft,  no  longer  will  tarry. 
They  rife  ready  dreft,  without  one  ave-mary. 
They  dance  in  a  round,  cutting  capers  and  ramping ; 
A  mercy  thCground  did  not  burft  with  their  damping. 
The  floor  is  all  wet  with  leaps  and  with  juittps, 
While  the  water  and  fweat  fpliih-fplaih  in  dieir  pumps* 
Blcfs  you  late  and  early,  Laughlin  O  Enagin  1 
By  my  hand  J,  you  dance  rarely,  Margery  Grinagin. 
Bring  ftraw  for  our  bed,  fh;»ke  it  down  to  the  feet;. 
Then  over  us  fprcad  the  winnowing  fheet : 

*  A  wooden  veflel.    f  Handkerchief.    J  An  Irifh  oath. 

To 
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To  fhcw  I  don't  flinch,  fill  the  bowl  up  again  ; 
Then  give  us  a  pinch  of  your  fneezing,  a  yean  *. 
Good  Lord !  what  a  fight,  after  all  their  good  cheer, 
For  people  to  6gl^t  in  the  midll  of  their  beer  ! 
They  rife  firom  thwr  feaft,  and  hot  are  their  brains, 
A  cubit  at  lead  the  length  of  their  Ikeans  f. 
What  ilabs  and  what  cuts,  what  clattering  of  flicks  5 
T^bac  ftrokcs  on  the  guts,  what  ballings  and  kicks  I 
With  cudgels  of  oak  well  harden'd  in  flame. 
An  hundrerf  heads  broke,  an  hundred  ftruck  lame. 
You  chuil,  I  11  maintain  my  father  built  Lulk, 
The  caftle  of  Slain,  and  Carrick  Drumrufk  : 
The  carl  of  Kildare  and  Moynalta  his  brother. 
As  great  as  they  arc,  I  was  nurft  by  their  mother. 
Aik  that  of  old  madam\  ihi;  '11  tell  you  who  's  who 
As  far  up  as  Adam,  IheTcnows  it  is  true. 
Come  down  with  that  beam,  if  cudgels  are  fcarce, 
A  blow  on  tbe  wcam,  or  a  kick  on  the  a-*fc. 

AN  EXCELLENT   NEW  SONG 

On  a  Seditioob  PamphletJ,  1720. 

To  the  tunc  of,  "  Packington's  Pound." 

TJROCADOS  and  dama(ks,  and  tabbies,  and  gawfes, 
^^    Are  by  Robert  Ballentine  lately  brought  over. 
With  forty  things  more;  now  hear  what  the  law  fays. 
Whoe'er  will  not  wear  them,  is  not  the  kino's  lover. 

'  Irifli  for  a  woman.  f  Daggers  or  fliort-fwords. 

{  Propofal  for  the  univerfal  ufe  of  Irilh  manufadlures, 
for  which  Waters  tlie  printer  was  fevcrcly  pvofecutcJ, 
Vol.  L  ,  O  TV\om^\\ 
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Though  a  printer  and  dean 

Seditioufly  mean 
Our  true  Iriih  hearts  from  old  England  to  wean ; 
We  *11  buy  Englifli  (ilks  for  our  wives  and  our  daughters. 
In  fpite  of  liis  deanfliip  and  journeyman  Waters. 

In  England  the  dead  in  woollen  are  clad. 

The  dean  and  his  printer  then  let  us  cry  fye  on  $ 
To  be  cloath'd  like  a  carcafe,  would  make  a  Teague  madg^ 
Since  a  living  dog  better  is  than  a  dead  lion.  • 

Our  wives  they  grow  fullen 

At  wearing  of  woollen. 
And  all  we  poor  fhop-keepers  mufl  our  horns  pull  in. 
Then  we  '11  buy  EngUfli  filks  for  our  wives  and  our 

daughters. 
In  fpite  of  his  deanihip  ai^d  Journeyman  Waters. 

Whoever  our  trading  with  England  would  hinder, 
To  inflame  both  the  nations  do  plainly  confpire ; 
Bccaufe  Irifli  linen  will  foon  turn  to  tinder. 
And  wool  it  is  greaCy,  and  quickly  takes  fire. 
Therefore  I  aflure  ye. 
Our  noble  grand  jury. 
When  they  faw  the  dean's  book,  they  were  in  a  great  fury  s 
They  would  buy  Englifh  Elks  for  their  wives  and  theijp 

daughters, 
In  fpite  of  his  deanihip  and  journeyman  Waters. 

This  wicked  rogue  Waters,  who  always  is  {inningy 
And  before  corum  nobus  fo  oft'  has  been  call'd, 

Hencefon^'ard  lliall  print  neither  pamphlets  nor  linen. 
And,  if  fwcaring  can do't,  ihall  be  fwinjing^Iy  mawl'd : 
5  And 
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And  as  for  the  ikiA^' 

You  know  whbHi  I  meAn, 
If  the  printer  will  peiftHiiifiiy  he  %  fcarce  come  offclean. 
Then  we  -11  buy  Efigliflf  Hlks  for  our  wives  and  our 

daughters, 
Za  fpite  of  his  deanih^  and  joumeyman  Waters. 

*rHE   PROGRESS    OF   BEAUTY. 

TT7H  E  N  firft  Diaria  leaves  her  bed, 
^  ^    Vapours  and-  (teams  her  look  difgrace^ 
A  frowzy  dkty-cbloilr'd  red 

Sits^n  her  cloudy  wrinkled  face  : 

But  by  degrees,  when  mounted  high. 

Her  artificial  face  i^jpeafrs 
Down  from  her  window  in  the  Iky, 

Her  fpots  are  gone,  her  vifage  clears. 

'Twixt  earthly  females  and  the  moon 

All  parallels  exa£ily  run  : 
If  Celia  fhould  appear  too  foon, 

Alas,  the  nymph  would  be  undone  ! 

To  fee  her  from  her  pillow  rife. 

All  reeking  in  a  cloudy  fleam. 
Cracked  lips,  foul  teeth,  and  gummy  eyes. 

Poor  Strephon  1  how  would  he  blafpheme  ! 

Three  colours,  black,  and  red,  and  white. 

So  graceful  in  their  proper  place. 
Remove  them  to  a  diflPerent  fcite. 

They  form  a  frightful  hideous  face  : 

Oft  ¥oc 


For  »«»«*.  «    -    ^  the  lofe, 

^-^"^nt  cjlSs^-^^'^^- 
^-r,evvorkmanlb.p°{ 

Cclu's  the  ^°««'"fj^.,enlS  1«'^'' 

Wliite-lead  and  ^^' 
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Love  with  white-lead  cemeots  his  wings  1  • 

White-lead  was  fent  us  to  repair 
Two  brighteft,  brittleft,  earthly  things>  -, 

A  lady's  face,  and  China-ware. 

She  ventures  now  to  lift  the  faih ; 

The  window  is>her  proper  fphere  :- 
Ah»  lovely  nymph. I  be  .not  too  raih. 

Nor  let  the  beaux  approach  too  near.-. 

Take  pattern  by  your^^rilar.: 

Delude  at  once  and-blefs  our  fight ; 
When  you  are  fecn^  be.feen  from  far,  • 

And  cliiefly  chufc  to  fhine  by  nighu  • 

But  art  no  longer  can  prevail^v 

When  tlie  materials  all-  are  gone  f  -■ 
The  bed  mechanic  hand  muft  fail. 

Where  nothing; 's  left  to  work  upon.. 

Matter^  as  wife  logicians  fay, 

Cannot'Without  2  form  fubfift  ; 
And  form,  fay  I  as  well  as  they, 

Mull  fail,  if  matter  brings  no  grift.  - 

And  this  is  fair  Diana's  ca& ; 

For  all  aflrologers  maintain,  . 
Each  night  a  bit  drops  off  her  face, 
•  When  monaU  fay  fhe  's  in  her  waiic-: 

While  Partridge  *  wifely  ihews  the  caufc 

Efficient  of  the  moon's  decay, 
That  Cancer  with  his  poifonous  claws 

Attacks  her  in  the  milky  luay  : 
♦  Panridgc  and  Gadburv  wrote  each  an  cphcmeris. 
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But  Gadbury,  in  art  profound. 

From  her  pale  cheeks  pretends  ta  ihew^ 

That  fwain  Endymion^  is  not  found. 
Or  elfe  that  Mercury's  her  foe* 

But,,  let  the  caufe  be  what  it  will, 
In  half  a  month  ihe  looks  fo  thin. 

That  Flamftecd  f  can,  with  all  his  lkill» 
See  but  her  forehead  and  her  chin. 

Yet,  as  fhe  waftes,  fixe  grows  difcreet^ 
Till  midnight  never  (hews  her  head  & 

So  rotting  Celia  ftroHs  the  ftreet. 
When  ibber  folks  are  all  a-bedr 

For  fure,  if  this  be  Luna's  fete. 
Poor  Celi«,  but  of  mortal  race,. 

In  vain  expe£bs  a  longer  date 
To  the  materials  of  hir  fiKC. 

When  Mercury  her  treffes  mows. 
To  think  of  black-lead  combs  is  vain  ; 

I4o  painting  can  refloie  a  n§/e, 
Nor  will  her  teeth  return  again. 

Ye  powers,  who  over  love  prefide  I 
Since  mortal  beauties  drop  £o  Ibon^ 

If  ye  would  have  us  well  fupply'd. 
Send  us  metu  nymphs  with  each 


♦  A  young  Ihepherd,  of  whom  Diana.  wa«  feigned 
to  be  enamoured. 
t  John  Flamilced,  die  cdebratcd  aftronomer  royal.. 
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np  fl  E  farmer's  goofey  who  m  the  ftubblc 
■*"    Has  fed  without  reftraint  or  trouble. 
Grown  fat  with  corn,  and  fitting  Aill, 
Can  fcarce  get  o'er  the  barn-door  (ill ; 
And  hardly  waddles  forth  to  cool 
Her  belly  in  the  neighbouring  pool ; 
Nor  loudly  cackles  at  the  door ; 
For  cackling  fliews  the  goofe  is  poor. 

Bat,  when  ihe  xnufl  be  turn'd  to  graze. 
And  round  the  barren  common  (brays. 
Hard  exercife  and  harder  fare 
Soon  make  my  dame  grow  lank  and  fpare : 
Her  body  light,  (he  tries  her  wings, 
And  fcoms  the  ground,  and  upward  fprings ; 
W^ile  all  the  parilh,  as  (he  flies. 
Hear  founds  harmonious  from  the  ikies. 

Such  is  the  poet  frefh  in  pay 
(The  third  night's  profits  of  his  play)  ; 
His  morning-draughts  till  noon  can  fwill 
Among  his  brethren  of  the  quill : 
With  good  road  beef  his  beUy  full, 
Grown  lazy,  foggy,  fat,  and  dull. 
Deep  funk  in  plenty  and  delight. 
What  poet  e'er  could  take  his  flight  ? 
Or,  (lufPd  with  phlegm  up  to  tlie  throat. 
What  poet  e*er  could  (ing  a  note  ? 
Uor  Pcgafus  could  bear  the  load 
Along  the  high  celefUal  road  j 

O  4  TUft 
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The  fVeecl,  oppref«'d,  would  break  his  girtU, 
To  raife  the  ium))er  from  the  eanlu 

But  view  him  in  another  fcene, 
When  all  his  drink  is  Hippocrcne, 
His  money  fpcnt,  his  patrons  fail. 
His  credit  out  for  cheefe  and  ale ; 
His  two- yea  IS  coat  fo  fmootli  and  bare. 
Through  every  thread  it  lets  in  air; 
With  hungry  meals  his  body  pin'd, 
His  guts  and  ])clly  full  of  wmd  j 
And,  like  a  jockey  for  a  race. 
His  flcih  brought  down  to  flying  cafe  :    . 
Now  his  c5taltc<l  fpirit  joaths 
Incumbrancfj  of  food  and  cloathfi; 
And  up  he  rifcs,  like  a  vapour, 
Supported  hij^h  on  wingi  of  paper ; 
He  finging  flies,  and  flying  fmgs, 
While  from  below  all  Grubflreet  rings. 

THE  SOUTH  SEA  PROJECT.  1721. 

**  Apparent  rari  nanres  in  gurgtte  vafto, 

**  Arma  virum,  tabulaeque,  et  Troia  gaza  per  undas.** 

VlRG. 

"XT  E  wife  i^hilofophers,  explain 
^    What  magick  makes  our  money  rife. 
When  dropt  into  the  Southern  main  $ 

Or  do  thefe  jugglers  cheat  our  eyes  ? 
Put  in  your  money  fairly  told ; 

Preflo  I  be  gone  —  'Tis  here  again  ? 
Ladies  and  gentlemen,  behold, 
Here  s  every  piece  as  big  as  ten. 

*  This 
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Thus  in  a  bafon  drop  a  fhillfn^^ 

Then  fill  the  veflcl  to  the  brim ; 
You  fliall  obferve,  at  you  are  filling, 

The  ponderous  metal  feems  to  fwim  t 

It  rifes  both  in  bulk  and  height^ 

Behold  k  fwelling  like  a  fop  ; 
The  liquid  medium  cheats  your  fight  $ 

Behold  k  mounted  to  the  top  ! 

In  (lock  three  hundred  thoufand  pounds  | 

I  have  in  view  a  lord's  eftate ; 
My  manors  all  contiguous  round  ; 

A  coach  and  fix,  and  ferv*d  in  plate  ! 

Thus,  the  deluded  bankrupt  raves  5- 

Puts  all  upon  a  defperate  bet ; 
Then  plunges  in  the  Southern  waves. 

Dipt  over  head  and  ewrs  —  in  debt* 

So,  by  a  calenture  raifled. 

The  mariner  wkh  rapture  fees, 
On  the  fmooth  ocean's  azure  bed,.. 

Enamel'd  fields  and  verdant  trees*: 
With  eager  hade  he  longs  to  rove  ' 

In  that  fantaftic  fcene,  and  thinks 
It  muft  be  fome  enchanted  grove  5 

And  in  he  leaps,  and  down  he  links, 

five  hundred  chariots,  juft  befpoke. 

Arc  funk  in  tlicfe  devouring  waves. 
The  horfes  drown'd,  the  hamefs  broke. 

And  here  the  owners  find  their  graves. 

Likt 
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Like  Pharaoh,  by  ^breSors  led  ; 

They  \nth  th^fi^Ss  went  fafe  before  | 
His  chariots*  tombiing  out  the  dead. 

Lay  fhfltter'd  on  the  Red'-Sea  ihore. 

Raised  up  on  Hope's  afpiring  pltttncs, 
The  young  adventurer  o'er  the  deep 

An  eagle's  flight  and  (late  aifumesy 
And  fcorns  the  middle-way  to  keep. 

On  paper  wings  he  takes  his  flighty 
With  luax  xh^  father  bound  them  iiSk  3 

The  nvax  is  melted  by  the  height. 
And  down  the  towering  boy  is  caft. 

A  moralifl  might  here  explain    ^ 
The  raihnefs  of  the  Cretan  youth  5 

Defcribe  his  fall  into  the  main, 
And  from  a  fable  form  a  truth* 

His  swings  are  liis  paternal  r^nip 
He  melts  the  n»ax  at  every  flacae } 

His  credit  funk,  his  money  ^nt, 
In  Southern  Seets^  be  ieofves  bis 


Inform  us,  you  fibat  bell  can  tell. 
Why  in  yon*  dangt]»u9  gulph  profoundy 

Where  hundreds  aod  where  dioufioids  fdl^ 
Fools  chiefly  float,  the  mje  are  drown'd  > 

So  have  I  feea  front  Severn^s  brink 
A  flock  of  j^^  jump  down  together : 

Swim,  where  the  bird  of  Jove  would  flnky 
And,  ^v^mming^  never' wee  a  i^atbtt; 


Sut» 
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Buty'  I  affirm,  *t\»  hkk  in  h/Ek^  . , 

Dirf£t§rJ  bettser  knew  their  toohf 
We  fee  the  nmoa's  ctdk  ci;^kt9 

Each  knave  hath  made  a  tfaoufand  fooli • 

One  fool  may  hom  aaother  win. 
And  then  get  off  with  money  ftor'd ; 

Buty  if  SLjb0rf0y  once  coMet  in. 
He  throws  «t  all,  and  fweeps  the  Ireard. 

As  fifhes  on  each  other  prey, 

The  gnat  ones  fwallowing^up  the  ftnajl ;. 
So  fares  it  in  the  Southern  Sea; 

The  wkaik  dire39n  eat  qp  alL 

Yfhtn ftoch  is  high,  they  oome  between, 

Making  by  fecond-hand  their  ofiersj 
Then  cunningly  retke  unfeen. 

With  each  a  million  in  his  cofiera. 

So,  when  upon  a  moon-Aine  night 

An  afs  was  drinking  at  a  ilream ;. 
A  cloud  arofe,  and  fk)pt  the  light. 

By  intercepting  every  beam  : 

The  day  of  judgement  will  be  ibon 

(Cries  out  a  fiage  among  the  croud)r 
An  afs  hath  fwaUow'd  up  the  moon  I 

(The  moon  lay  fafe  behind  the  cloud),. 

Each  ^ox  fubfcriber  to  the  fea 

Sinks  down  at  once,  and  there  he  lies  v 

DireRors  fall  as  well  as  they. 
Their  fall  is  but  a  tsick  to  rife. 

S» 
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So  iiihesy  rifing  from  the.maioy 

Can  foar  with  moiflenM. wings  oa  high; 

The  moiihire  dry*d,.  they  fink  again, 
Aiui:dip  their  fins  again  to  fly*. 

Undone  at  p1ay»  the  female  troops  • 
Come  here  their  lofles  to  retrieve  ?- 

Ride  o'er  the  waves  in  fpacious-hoopt,. 
Like  Lapland  \^tches  in  a  fieve. 

Thus  Venus  to  the  fea  defcends. 
As  poets  feign ;  hut  where  's  the  metal  ? 

It  /hews  the  Qjieen  of  Love  intends 
To  fearch  the  deep  for  pearl  and  xocaL . 

The  fea.  is  richer  than,  the  land^ 

I  heard  it  from  my  grannam's  moutli,. 

Which  now  I  clearly  undirftand ; 
For  hy  tlie  fea  ihe  meant^the  Souths 

Thus  hy  dindors.  we  ar&told, 

'*  Pray,  Gentlenien,  believe  your;  eyes,; . 

Our  ocean's  cover 'd  o'er  with  gold. 

Look  round,  and  fee  how  thick  it  lies ; 

We,  Gentlemen,  are  your  aflifters^ 
We  'ILcome,  and  hold  you  by  the.chin.  — " 

Alas !  all  is  not  gold  that  gliders. 
Ten  thoufand  fink  by  leaping  in* 

Oh !  would  thofe  patriots  be  fo  kind. 
Here  in  the  deep,  to  nvafi  their  bands^ 

Then,  like  Paflolus,  we  fhould  find 
The  fea  indeed  had  gplden  fands,. 

AfhiU 
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^  fiitlling  in  the  batb  you  fling. 

The  filver  uke^  a  nobler  hue, 
Sy  magic  virtue  in  the  fpring. 

And  feems  a. guinea  to  your  ▼ie\e. 

But,  as  a  guinea  will  not  pafs  - 

At  market  for  a  farthing  more, 
^Shewn  through  a  multiplyiog-glnf^f 

Thaft«what  it  always  did  befores 

.*So  caft  it  in  the  Southern  feas. 

Or  viev4t<thEough  z  jobber's  bill:$ 
Put  on  what  fpeftacles  you  pleafe. 

Your  guinea  \  but  a  guinea  ftiU* 

*ODe  night  a  fool  into  a  brook 

Thus  from  a  hillock  looking  down* 
The  golden  fiors  for  guineas  took, 

AsiA. filver  .Cyntlua  for  a  crown. 

The  poiot  h^..could  no  loi)gier  doubt; 

He  ran,  h^  leapt  into  the  flood: 
*There  fprawPd  a  while,  andiwoegot  oui;, 

All, covered  o'er  with  (lime  andmud. 

-**  Upon  the  jwater  caft  thy  bread, 

«'  And  after  many  days  thou  'It  find. it  j** 

iBut  gold  upon  thts  oceAn  fpread 

Shall  fink,  ami  leave  no^maik  behind  it. 

Thcrc.is  a  gulph,  where  thoufands  fcU, 

Here  all  the  bold  adventurers  came, 
A  narrow  found,  though  deep  as  hell; 

^Clwrnge-jAlley  ii  the  dreadful  uame. 

Kiae. 
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Kine  times  a  day  if  ebbs  arid  ^Wr, 

Yet  he  that  on  Hit  Airfaoe  lkS9> 
Without  a  pilot  fekbfri  kno^s 

The  time  it  ftllg,  or  when  *tWiH  rifd!, 
Subscribers  here  by  thotlfflnds  fldoEC, 

And  joftle  one  iMdtiief  dovtrH  ; 
Each  paddling  in  his  leaky  boat^ 

And  here  they  Mt  for  g(^  arid  dtmriU 
^<  *  Now  bury'd  in  the  drptit  bAavr, 

**  Now  moiUidcd  up  tx>  HcJanreir  ngmxfy 
-<'  They  reel  and  flagger  tt>  afad  fro, 

<<  At  their  Vi4ci  ead^  lifce  dskiaken  MteitL^ 

Mean  time,  fecure  bn' OiurravtKay  f  cUfi^^ 
A  favago  rlftt)«r  by<  ft^f>#peekb  f^4,    • 

l.ie  waiting for-tlM^foPttJidwMi&ifti'     - 
And  flrip  the-  b0^i^  Of  the^  difa4. 

^t^fe,  ydt|if«y,  ax«ikAk>u«^1ye^ 
-EtQto  fome  iftiiileibtM  Tory%  brkint; 

For,  w4«r<i  J)fr»j«l>»-i  gtt  a'prite^ 
The  Swift  •andf'Pu'ehvi4io)e:imlgo^ 

Thus,  when  hy  iif^lffi  a'lordHs'^JrM,- 

Some  cuHyoftetf 'wnrs  a  bet^ 
By  venturing  on  tte^sltetieing'fide,- 

Thotrgh  ncitinfdifHeftcftfc  let;      • 

While  foittc  btriltfiMles  in  thc-Wn-     • 
Din^hrs'hmld  ihttti  irt  the  ttaar^  ■ ;  • ' 

Subfcriberf  plainly  fee  thenrf  thire,    ' '  ■  '  ' 
For  fooU  vifmt  tht^'Wetnth  ^letfeT 

•  Pfato  cvii*         f  A  cofec^houfc  in  Change- Alley, 

Thus 
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Thus  oft'  by  marintis  ant  fksnnh 
(Unlefs  the  mcai  of  Kjom  am  lywn}' 

Earl  Godwin's  cafHei  oveiAowD^ 
And  pahK»-roofa)  and  iltacpk-Q^iei. 

Mark  whtrr  the  if  DirgBbm'Cncf, 
Nor  to  the  Aove  approach -VMiiii^  !* 

The  monfters  nefUe  a  thO'  dacp^ 
To  feize'  you  in  your  pailiag  by, 

^  Tiniy  like  the  dogs  of  NHi»  bir  wife^ 
.1      Who^  taught  by  inftiiiftiioirtoBftnui 
fie  crocodile,  that  kukinglifes^  >, 

Ron  u  tfaeydrinfc^  anddrioh  aadma. 

Antaeus  could,  by  ma|^a  chasms,. 

Recover  flrength  whene'er' hit  fell; 
Alcides  held  him  in  his  arms. 

And  fent  him  up  in  air  to  bilL 

'     Dirifforsy  thrown  into  the  fea. 

Recover  ifanength  and  vigour  there  f 
But  may  be  tam'd  another  way, 
SuJ^endid  for  a  while  in  air. 

DireSors  I  for  'tis  you  I  warn. 

By  long  experience  we  hare  found 
What  planet  raPd  when  you. were  born  % 

We  fee  you  never  can  be.  drownU 

Beware,  nor  over-bulky  grow, 

Nor  come  within  your  cully's  reach  $ 

For,  if  the  fea  ihould  fink  fo  low 
To  leave  you  dry  upon  the  beach. 

You  'If 
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T<Ni  H  tmt  jam  nai »  joor  balk  r 

Toor  fat  alnRMkf  wwni^  &mI, 
Ta  tgar  ypg  Efce  >  f f  whi  'd  kaHc, 

Wiole  jPMi  fie  Uplefs  OA  dK  ianf . 

Tbm,  fiikoiAwiMdciadiloAdietUr, 
The  contes  oowd  to  Icizc  the  fpocl; 
TlKiiionficTizicopara.dmdey  ^ 

Tilde  |ptfi|^  fHmi  ovr  frincs  hsfc  fed,  f 

Tbat  ■Koc  £f€i^lt^to  die  deep,  ^^ 

Oriir'jifraaitlieMlS-^^tDdKjeae.  « 

Mi3r  he,  whom  ramre^  hws  obey. 

Who /^//dv  poor,  ^>iif  the  proud,  ^ 

^  Qgiet  the  r^ing  of  r^JtM^ 

««  And  Ail||^  fliadacfs  of  die  crowd  r 
But  sever  ^11  onr  |fle  have  ftft,  ^ 

Till  tholf  dArbiiniig,^(wir  nm  down, 
(The  devils  leaving  the  pofleft,} 

And  headlong  in  the  muUtrs  drovn. 

The  nation  then  too  late  will  6nd,  *    ^ 

Computing  all  their  coft  and  trouhk, 
Diniion  promifes  but  wind, 

BQUib'Sta  at  bed  a  migfacy  buhbU. 
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THE  DOG  AND   SHADOW. 

ORE  cibum  porrans  carul^s  dum  fpc^at  in  unJis, 
Apparct  liquitlo  prrni.e  mclioris  imngo : 
Dum  fpcciofa  cliu  Jamna  admujtur,  ct  alte 
^d  latices.  inhiar,  cadit  imo  vortice  prrrcps 
X)rc  cibus,  ncjl^non  fimulach'uni  conij;i:  una. 
wkam^  ille  avibu^dc-ccptis  fanciliU^  umbi&m  $ 
lUncRpecicf,  ic  demibus  acra  mordcc. 

"  T   O      A      F    It  L  E   N   D, 

Who  had  been  much  abufed  in  many  diifcrent  Libels. 

'T^HE  greatcft  Monarch  may  be  ftabbVl  by  nii^ht, 
-■■     And  fortune  help  the  murderer  i&his  llight  j 
Tlitivilcft  ruffian  may'commit  a  rape, 
Yet  fafc  from  inhii'd  innbccncc  efcape  j 
And  Calumny,  by  working  under  ground, 
Can,  unrcveng'tl,  ihc  grcatcil  merit  wound. 

What 's  to  be  «fohc  ?  fvhall  Wic  and  I, earning  chuft 
To  live  ol)fc;irc,  and  liavu  no  fame  to  loCc  > 
By  Ccnfurc  frighted  out  c:  Honour's  road. 
Nor  dare  to  ufe  the  gifts  b/  Heaven  bcflow'd? 
Or  fcarlcfs  enter  in  through  Vinuc's  gate, 
And  buy  difUncUoQ  at  tlie  deareH  rate  ? 
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S IL  L  E  T  to  the  CoMPASTT  of  Plate  as. 

nPHE  mcloicd  Prolfljgiie  is  fonned  upon  die  (lory  oF 
'*'  the  Secretary's  noc  fufl^ring  yoo  to  aft,  luskfs 
you  would  pay  him  300/.  //r  amtttm;  vpoo  wlucb 
you  got  a  licence  iVom  the  Lord  Miyor  »  aft  ^ 
ftrollers.  '  ^^ 

The  Froldjg^ue  fuppoibs,  that^^upon  yoi^^JbMf 
forbidden  to  a^,  a  company  of  conntry-iboUerr  ca|» 
and  liiiH^  the  Play-%iiiier  >od«  your  diniliij^,  t» 
a£l  in»  jL 

THE      PROLOG  U  R      ;^      | 

OVK  {et  of  Hrollers,  wandering  up  and  dowD,... 
Hearing  the  houfo  was  cmpcy»  bame  to  town;      ^ 
Andy  with  t^licence  from  our  good  .Lord  Mayor  jj-  * 
Went  to- one  Griffith,  fbrnicrly  a  plajrer; 
Him  wc  pcrAiaded  with  a  ^^oderate  bribe,. 
Tu  fpeak  tO'Elrington  and  all  the  edbe». 
To  Icr  our  company  fupply  their  placcst 
And  hire  ui  out  their  fomesy  and  cloatha,  «id  faces- 
Is  not  the  truth  the  truch.?  Look  full  on  me ; 
I  am  not  Elringcon,  nor  Grifiith  he. 
When  wc  pcrfbrro,  look  iharp^anioog.  our  crew, ' 
Tlicrc  *8  not  a  creature  here  y6u  ever  kne^i^ 
The  former  folks  were  fervants  ^o  the  king  j  ^ 

Wc,  humble  (Irollcrs,  always  on  the  wing.. 

KoWr 
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NoWy  for  my  part,  I  chink  upon  the  MftaDle, 
Rather  than  (larve,  a  better  man  would  flroll. 

Stay,  let  me  fee — ^Three  hundred  pounds  a  yetr^ 
For  leave  to  a£k  in  town  ?  'Tis  plaguy  dear. 
V0W9  here 's.  a  warrant ;  Gallants,  pleafe  ta  mark,. 
Tor  three  thirteens  and  fix  pence  to  the  clerks. 
Three  hundred  pounds  ^  were  I  the  price  to  fix» 
9tht  {Ablick  ibould  be  (low  the  a6^ors  fix, 
|L  4  fcore  of  guineas^  given  under-hand, 
r6r  4cood  word  or  fo,.  wc  underhand. 
^Po  Up  an  honeft  lad  that  *%  out  of  place,. 
l^oft  a  crown  or  fo ;  a-  common  cafe  : 
I,  in  a  crew,  'tis  no  injuflice  thought 
To  ibip  a  rogue,  and  pay  him  pot  a  groac.. 
^  Btt|h  in  the  chronicles  of  former  ages> 
Who  cvtr  heard  of  fervant&  pacing  wages  ? 

^  pity  Elrington  with  all  my  heart ; 
Would  he  were  here  this  night  to  a6l;  my  part ! 
I  tbtt  him  what  it  was  to  be  a  flroller : 
How  free  we  a£^ed,  and  had  no  comptroller ; 
In  every  town  wc  wait  on^r.  Mayor, 
Firft  get  a  licence^  then  produce  our  ware ; 
We  Mind  a  trumpet,  or  we  beat  a  drum ; 
Huzza!  (the  fchool-te>ys  roar)  the  players  are  come  I 
And  then  we  cry,  to  fpur  the  bumpkins  on, 
Gallants,  by  Tucfday  next  wc  inuft  be  gone. 
I  told  him,  in  the  fmoothcft  way  I  cou^ld. 
All  this  MJI^mure,  yet  it  wouk)  do  no  good. 
Bw Elrington,  tears  falliog  from  his  cheeks. 
He  that  has  fbonc  with  Betterton  and  WUkt» 

Pa  To 
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To  whom  ovm^ountry  has  been  always  dear,  || 

Who  chofc  to  leave  his  cleared  pledges  her*, 
OwDS  all  your  favours,  here  intends  to  ftay. 
And,  as  a  ftroller,  aft  in  every  play  t  ^ 

'And  the  whole  crew  this  refolution  takes,     ■    "*'        ^ 
To  livejlpd  die  all  ilrollers  for  your  fakes  :  . 

Not  frighted  with  an  ignominious  name. 
For  your  difplcafurc  is  their  only  (hame.  W     0 

A  pox  on  Elrington's  majeflic  tone  !  ^ 

Now  to  a  word  of  bufinefs  ir?  our  own.  T- 

Gallants,  neyi  Thurfday'kiight  will  be  our  la&^.    tP 
Then,  without  fail,  we  pack  up  for  Belfafl. 
Lofc  not  your  time,  nor  our  divcifions  mifs,        .:W 
The  next  we  aft  fliall  be  as  good  as  thi#         >     s  . 

E    P    I»<>.  R    A    M.         T 

/^  RE  AT  folks  are  of  a  finer  mold  ;        '  •  •       '\ 
^^  Lord !  how  politel|^  the]^  can  fcold  !     *'    VV 
While  a  coarfe  Englifli  tongue  «11  itch,      "♦ 
For  whore  and  rogu^  and  dog  and  bitcli. 

T 

PROLOGUE  toaPLAYfoApBcnoi^fdie 

Distressed  Weavers,    my  Dr.  SifeRtt>A'i>r. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Elrington.  iyiu 

i^^REAT  cry  and  little  wool — is  now  1 

^^  Tlie'phguc  and  proverb  of  the  Wi 

No  wool  to  work  oh,  neither  wefc  nor  wt?[>; 

1  heir  poikccs  empty,  and  their  flonuichs  iharp.  ~    . 

Pmok'4 


A       PROLO<JUE.  y3 

^Provok'd,  in  loud  'Complaints  to  you  the^  cry : 
Ladies,  relieve  the  weavers  j  or  tbey  die ! 
Foffake  your  iil]^s  for  flutfs  j  nor  think  it  (Irangty 
To  illK^ur  cloaths,  lince  you  delight  in  change. 

I     4>ne  thing  with  freedom  I  '11  prefume  to  tell — 

i^.the  men  will  like  you  every  bit  as  well. 
^c^^m  drolled  from  top  to  toe  in  fluff; 

f   JKdy  ^  my  troth,  I  think  I  'm  fine  enough  : 
My  wife  admires  me  Mip>  and  fwears  ihe  never, 

«i  any  drefs,  beheld  me Toj^k  fo  clever, 
nd,  if  a  man  be  better  in  fuch  warcu* 
l||hat  great  advantage  mud  it  give  the  fair  ! 
Our  wool  frOB  lambs  of  innocence  proceeds  : 
^   Silkt^9me  from  maggots,  c^llicoes  from  weeds : 
Hen^cis  by  fad  expericn A^that%e  find  ^ 

Ladies  in  ^Iks  to  vapours  much  inclined—  f 

And  what  are  they  but  magzpts  in  the  mind  ?  J 

Fojr^which  I  think  it  reafon  t^  conclude 
That  clftths  may  d^Kii^e  our  temper  like  our  food. 
ChintzJes  are  gawdy,  and  engage  our  eyes 
Too  much  about  the  partywrolour'd  dyes  : 
Altba|gh  the  ^f^YC  is  from  you  begun, 
Wc  fiS'the  rainbc*v,  and  ncglcd  the  fun. 

H<m  fwect  and  inn(>ccnt  's  the  country  maid, 
With  fmall  cxpcnce  in  native  wool  arra^-^'d  ; 
Who  copies  from  the  fields  hci  hoiuely  green. 
While  bjl^r  fheplicid  v.'irh  delight  fhe  's  feen! 
^Sllould  our  fair  ladies  drefs  like  her  in  wool, 
How  much  more  lovely,  and  how  beautiful, 
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Without  their  Indian  drapery,  they  'd  proves 
Wliilfl  wool  would  help  to  warm  us  into  lore  1 
Then>  like  the  famous  Argonauts  of  Greece, 
We  'd  all  contend  to  gain  the  Golden  Fleece  I .  ^ 

EPILOGUE,  BY  THE^EAR 
Sf^ken  by^^r.  Grtffith. 

TTTT HO  dares  affirm ^this  it  '*)  pious  age, 
^^     When  chffity  begins  to  tread  the  flage? 
When  a£i:ors,  who,  at  beft,  are  hardly  faven« 
Will  give  a  night  of  benefit  to  Wiivers  ? 
Stay— let  me  fee,  how  finely  will  it  foun^ 
Imprimis t^rom  his  G^ce  ^  ui  hundred l|^und»  ^JL  • 
Peers,  clergy,  gentry,'  all  a[benefa£tors ; 
And  then  coiircs  in  the  item  or  the  a^ors.       * 
J  tern  f  The  a6lois  freely  ga#e  a  day — 
Tlic  Poet  had  no  mov  who  madtflhe  Play*     ^        i 

But  whence  this  wondrous  charl^  in  Blayers> 
They  learnt  it  not  at  Sermons,  or  at  Prayers  : 
Under  the  rofe,  fince  here  arVnone  buMipendsy 
(To  own  the  truth)  we  liave  foroe  pOTRc  ends^  ^  " 
"Since  waiting- women,  like  exafbing  jfcTes^  j|| 

Hold  up  the  prices  of  their  old  brocades  ; 
We  '11  drefs  in  manufoBurei  made  at  home ; 
£(][uip  our  "kingi  and  getterab  at  The  Comb  t- 

•  Al>p.  King.  n 

t  A  flreet  famous  for  Woollen  Manufa^lures. 

Wc-* 
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sT^e  'II  rig  fix)m  Meath-ftreet  iEgypt*s  haughty  <[u«en« 
^nd  Antony  ihall  court  her  in  ratteen* 
In  hiue/iaUoon  fhall  Hannibal  be  clad^ ' 
And  Scipto  trail  an  \x\^  purple  plaid, 
^ai/rugget  dreft,  of  thineui  pence  a  yard, 
*Soe  Philip's  fon^midil  h^^erfian  guard ; 
And  proud  llo^na,  iir'd  whh  jealous  rage, 
^   "With  ttty  yard?of  crape  ihall  fweep  the  flage. 
In  ikon,  our  kings  and  princeiTes  \vithin# 
Are  all  refolv'd  this  pfojo^  to  ,begin ; 
And  you»  our  fubjef^s,  when  jpou  here  refort. 
Mud  imitate  the  fafliion  of  the  Court. 

Oh  !  could  i' fee  this  audience  clad  in  Jt(f, 
Thougli  mei%  's  fcarce,  we  fhould  h;^*e  trade  enougkt 
'But  Mjitxe,  b^emdes,  and  lace,  take  all  away, 
And  icarce  a. crown  is  Jcfdib  fee  a. play* 
Perhaps  you  wonder  wiience  this  .friendihip  fprings 
Between  the  Weavers  and  us  Play-houfe  Kings.; 
But  Wi^  and  Weaving  Ivad  the  fame  beginning; 
Pallas  iird  taught  us^ocrry  and  Spinning: 
And,  next,  obfer^'c  how  this  alliance  fits, 
•For  Weavers  n^  are  juftHs  poor  as  Wits  ; 
Their  brother  qnill-mcn,  workers  for  the  llagc, 
'For  i$fry  fluf  czn'^x.  a  crown  a  page  ; 
But  Weavers  will  be  kinder  to  the  JBlayers, 
And  fell  for  twenty -pence  a  yard  of  theirs. 
And,  to  your  knowledge,  there  is  often  Icfs  in 
The  Poet's  wit,  than-  in  the  Player's  drefling. 
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A    POEM,    BY    DR.    DELANY, 
On  the  preceding  P&ologue  and  Epilogue. 

**  Foeminco  generi  trSftaarur."  •• 

nr^HE  Mufcs,^hom  the  richeft  filks  array, 
-■■     Rcfufc  to  fling  their  flAaing  gowns  away :  ^       *** 
The  pencil  cllfchs  (lis  Nine  in  bright  brocades. 
And  gives  each  colour  t<^he  piftur*d  maids  j 
Far  above  mottal-drefs  tHe  fifters  fhine,  . 

Pijde  in  their  Indian  robes,  and  mull  be  fine. 
And  fliall  two  Bards  in  concert  rhyme  and  hufF, 
And"  fref  thefc  M ules  wi th^heir  Play-houfc  ftufF  ?      .  ^ ' 

The  Player  in  mimic  piety  may^ftoiB,  '  ■' 

Deplore  the  Comb,  and  bid  bfr  Bferoes  arm  : 
The  arbitrary  mob,  in  paltry  rage. 
May  curfc  tho  Bjilcs  and  Chintzes  of  the  age : 
Yet  lull  the  Artitl  Worm  her  Silk  Ihall  fharc. 
And  fpin  her  thread  of  life  in  fervice  of  the  fair, 
'   Tlic  Ctaionrplant,  whom  j(iatire  cannot  blalV, 
Shall  bloom  the  favourite  of  thefe  realma,  and  laftj 
Like  Yours,  yo  Fair,  her  fime  from  cenfure  grows. 
Prevails  ip  cb.arms,  and  blares  aW'c  her  foes  :* 
Your  injur'd  plant  f|p|U  meet  a  loud  defence, 
And  be  the  emblem  of  your  innoc^ce. 

Some  Bard,  perhaps,  Avh©fe  landlord  was  a  Weaver, 
Penn'd  the  low  Prologue,  to  return  a  favour : 
Some  neighbour  \v)ir,  that  ^uld  be  in  the  vogue,       .^ 
\V6rk'd  with  his  fiitnd,  and  wove  the  EpiMguc. 
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Who  weaves  the  chaplet,  or  provide|,^c  bays, 
iFor  fuch  Wool-gathering  S|pnetteers'as  thefe  ? 
Hence  then,  ye  borne/pun  \Wtling9,  that  pcrfuadc 
Mifs  Cloc  to  the  fafhion  of  her  mail.  ^ 

Sh4l  the  wide  Hoop,  th|t  flandard  of  the  town, 
Tmis  aft  fubfeyrient  S  a  Poplin  Gown  > 
Who  'd  fmell  of  wool  all  over  ?  »Tis  plough 
The  under-petticoat  be  maJVof 'ftutf.    >• 
Lord !  to  be  wrapt  m  flannel  jufl  in  Jaa3^'  ^  ^ 

When  th^  fields  drefs'd  in  fiovpers  appears  fo  gay  !      '> 
And  ftflifnot  Mifs  hcJknver*J&5  well  as  they  T'       J 


In  ^at^weak  colours  would  tl^  plaid  appear, 

«ork'd  to  a  quift»  or  ftudded%  a  chair ! 
it  ikin,^at  v^  w^th  fill^would  fret  with  ffufif; 
Or  who  c<mld  bJB  in  bed  a  thing  fo  rough  i 
Ye  knowingTair,  ho^  crainent  that  bed, 
Where  the  Chintze  diamonds  with  the  Silken  Thread, 
Where  ruftling  cunains  call  the  curious  eye> 
And  boaft  tlie  ftieaks  and  paintings  of  the  fky  !' 
Of  flocks  they'd  have  your  milky  ticking  full; 
And  all  this  for  the  bcnefi»<of  wool  I         /     fg' 
"But  Where,"   fay  they,   «*fKall  we  bellow  thefc 
•*  Weavers,     ^ 
"  That  ipread  ourflreets,  and  are  fuch  piteous  cravers?** 
The  Silk-worms  (iMilc  beings  IJ^rone  to  fate. 
Demand  their  care  to  make  their  webs  complete  : 
Thefc  may  they  tend,  theiH{)ro^ires  receive ; ' 
We  cannot  pay  too  much  for  what  tbey  give  I 
*  ft  ^4 
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'^    ON    GAtiSTttWN    HOUSE.     « 

BY    D*.    DELANY* 

'^nplS'  fo  old,  and  fo  ugly,  4iDd  yet  fo  convenient^ 
''*    You  're  fometimes  in  .^^phMbre,  though  often  hi 
painidit. 
Tis  fo  large  youmay  1«^^  few  friends  with  raie  in  '(•« 
You  may  turn  iBRrKch  at  your  ll^gth  if  .^u  pkaiie 

in't ; 
Tis  fo  little,  the  family  live  in  a  prcfsin  X    %  '  i* 

And  poor  lady  Betty  f  has  fcarce  room  to  dreis  iV^t  i 
Tis  fo  cold  in  theAvintei^  you  can't  hifg  to  lie  in  % 
Apd  fo  1^  ift*the  fummer,  .^ou  're  readv  to  fry  in  t ;    ^ 
Tis  fo  brittle  'twould  fcarce  bear  the  ^ght  m  a  tuiu 
Yet  fo  flauDch,  that  it  kcRps^^ut  a  great  deal  of  fun  ;^ 
Tis  fo  crazy,    the  weather'    with    eafe  beats    quite 

t^ouili  it,     * 
And  you  're  forc'd  every  year  in  fome  part  to  renew  it, 
'Tis  fo  ugly,  fo  ufefttl,  ifo  big,  and  fo  little, 
Tis  fo  fltenchy^and  fo-crazyi^fo  ilrong,  and  fo  brittlct 
Tis  at  one*  time  fo  hoCgtand  another  fo  cold,  ^ 
It  is  part  of  the  new,  and  part  of  the  old ; 
It  is  juft  lydf  a  blefling,  and  juftliilf  a  curfe— 9 
•I  wifh  then,  dear  Gefgrge,  it  were  better  or  worfe. 


♦The feat  of  George .Rochfort,^fq.  (father  to  the 
carl  of  Belvidere) ;  wheK  Dr.  $wift  and  an  agreeable 
iett  of  friends  fpcnt  part  of  the  fummer  of  1721. 

t  Daugliter  to  th^earl  of  Drogheda,4bd  the  wife  a% 


'  M  . .        ■  •*' 

^    THE     CO  UI?T  RY-L  IF  E. 
Part  of  a  Summer  Tpent  at  Gauls  town-House* 

nPHA'LIA,  tell  in^mHys, 
^^-    How  George  *,  Nimf,  Dju^i^^eah  ^,  pafs  their  days ; 
^Indf^ihould  <mr  Gutlftowff^  aft  fr|Mkllow» 

\ttNeg4llkis  camnaGalUt?   ^  ^^ 

Ke(f  ^bAiih^way)  by  Galltis  xnean  I  I 

Woc^i^a^  l^t  friend  Delany. 

Begin,  n^  Mu^  Firft  ^om  our^  bqwers 

We  (ally  forth  IRifierent  hours ; 

At  feven  the  D^,  in  nighc*gown  drc^,  ^        ^ 

GA  round  the  Kufe  oifwake|||c  refl ;  s^ 

Alanine,  gravdlNim  and  OCbr^fa^iout 

'Go  to  the  Dean,  to  read  Lucretius ; 

At  ten,  my  Lady  comes  v\^  hefVon,         ^    j|l 

And  kilTes  George,  and  encR  our  le^Vurcs ; 

And  when  flie  has  him  by  the  neck  fall,  «jj 

Halls  him,  and  fcoWs  us  (Sown  to  breakfaft.  -^ ,»    ^^" 

IVe  fquander  there  an  hour  or  More, 

And  thejLAll  hands,  boys,  to  the  oar. 

All,  heterocUte  Dan  except. 

Who  neither  time  q|^  order  kept,  i# 

♦  Mr.  Rochfort.  •'' 

t  His  brother,  Mr.  John  Rochfort ;  who  was  calle4 
Kimrod,  from^lds  gieat  attachment -co  the  chace. 
J  Rev.  Daniel  Jackfon.  ^  Dr.  Svwf% 

But, 
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But,  by  pcculijyw*^him{ies  draw;i,  t 

Peeps  in  the  ponJs  to  look  for  fpawn ;  ^  |P 

O'erfees  the  work,  or  bragon  *  ro^s. 

Or  mars  a  text,  or  mends  his  hofe^  ^  ^    .'^.• 

Or — ^but  proceed  we  in  ouf  Journal—  _^       z^ 

At  two,  or  after,  we  l'c^^|OflV  "^ 

From  the  four  elemcnKaflemSflng, 

Warn'd  by  tlii:  Jm|L  an^J^^  com^cmbling  :     a'^    ^ 

From  airy  garre^%nfe  defcend,    ^P  ^^        ' 

Some  from  the  lake's  remoteft  end  t  ^  ^^^^30. 

My  Lord  f  and  Dean  the' fire  forftk?,  ^  ^  ^    *       ^ 

Dan  leaves  t]^e  earthly  fpade  and  rake^         J|  ^ 

The  loiterq^s  quake,  tio  corner  hides  nlm» 

Ayd  lidyJBetty  foundly  chides  tliera. 

Now  wator^  brought,  ^d  dinJInr  's  done :  ^5 

With  «  Church  a§l  M^*thc  lady 's^ne  :  C 

(Not  reckoning-  half  an  hour  we  pafs 

In  talking  ^r  a  mSierate  g]^s). 

l)an,  growing  drowfy,  lik^  thief 

Suals  off  to  dofe  away  his  beef ;  ^o 

4d  this  mufl  pafs  for  readinjl  Hammond«r  ' » 

Wl*elBeorge  and  Dean  go  to  backgamm&u 

George,  Nim,  and  Dean,  £et  out  at  four,        ^ 

And  then  again,  boys,  to  the  oar.  ^  "  ^ 

But  when  the  fun  goes  to  th.e  deep^  4^ 

(Not  to  difturb  him  in  his  fleep. 

*  A  fmall  boat  fo  called.  '* 

+  Mr.  Rochfort's  father  was  lord  cl^  baron  of  the 
exchequer  in  Ireland.  *»  .*  *      '^ 

Or 
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Or  make  sunimbling  o*er  his  head^ 
^His  can<:l^tit,  and  heVbcd)  * 

We  watch  hk  motions  to  a  minutey 
And  kave  the  floo^rtxrhcn  he  goes  in  it.  5» 

Now  uiifcd  in  tat  Aortcning  day, 
%yf c  gAk  prayers,  andgJMgp  play» 

Till  fupper  comes  j  ailKflffthat 
1^  Wc  lie  ail  hour  to  drink  aikb  a|ltt. 

'"^  late-^h::  oldglKl  younger  ptiHP^  55 

By  iyiam  '*  lighted,  walk  up  ftairs^ 

The''wAy#ean  gots  to  Iiis  chomber; 

And  Nim  and  Can  to  garret'clambcr/ 

So  whcfthc  ci^c  we  tiave  run,  ^      .  '^ 

The  curtain  falls*  and  all  is  done.  •  .  60 

I  might  have  mentioa'd  feveral  hS^    -if^ 
Lwe  cpifodes.  between  the  ,afi|t; 
And  tell  who  lofes  and  who  wins, 
Who  gets  a  cold,  who  breaks  his^ins;  ^ 
How  Dan  caught  notliing  in  his  net,  *      •   ^5 

And  how  the  boat  was  overfet. 
9  ^For  brevity  I  have  retrenched 

How  in  tM^lake  the  Dean  was  drenchM :  '.    v 

^  It  would  be  an  exploit  to  brag  on, 
^    How  Ttliant  George  rode  o'er  the  Dragon  ^  70 

How  fteady  in  the  florm  he  far. 
And  fav*d  his  oar,  but  loft  his  liat  : 
Now  Nim  (no  hunter  e'er  coulct  mafch  him) 
Still  brings  uj^aics,  when  he  can  catcn  them  : 

_         ^        *  The  butler. 

^  ^  «0W 
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HowiLilfully  Dan  meods  his  nets  t  #         f    ^' 

How  fortune  fafls  him  when  h^  fets  :         * 
Or  how  the  Dean  delights  to  Tex  m^ 

The  hidiesy  and  hmpoon  their  fez^' 
I  might  have  told  how  oft*  dean  PerftTale^      * 
Difplays  his  pedibtty  unmerciful,  ^A      -#4^, 

How  haughtily  he  cocks  his  nofe. 
To  tell  what  ^very  fchool-1v>y  knows  ; 
And  with  his  fingipr  md  his  thumbs  '^ 

Explaining,  (lnke&  oppofers  dumb  : 
But  now  there  needs  no- more  be  iiiid  on  %.  15 

Nor  how  his  wifiCt  that  femalcpeoant. 
Shews  411  ffir  iecrets  of  houfe-keeping  1 
jpior  candles  how  (he  trucks  her  dripping ; 
Was  forctNb  fsnd  three  miles  for  yeafl, 
To  brew  her  ale,  and  nufe  her  paftc  $  f^ 

Tells  every  thing  that  you  can  think  of, 
How  ihe  cur'd  Charly  qf  the  chin-cough ; 
•What  gave  her  bnm  and  [Mn  the  mcaildl^ 
And  how  her  doves  were  ^m^d  by  weafels  ; 
How  Jowler  howl'd,  and  what  a  fright  f^  ^ 

She  had  with  dreams  the  other  night.         /^ 
But  now,  iince  I  have  gone  fo  far  on, 
-  A  word  or  two.  of  lord  chief  baron  ;  ^ 

And  tell  how  little  weight  he  lets 
On  all  Whig  papers  and  Gazettes  ^  !•# 

But  for  the  politics  of  Pue,  •. 

Thinks  every  fyllable  is  true.  .  * 

And  (ince  he  owns  the  king  of  Sweden.* 
Ii  dead  u  lad,  without  evading,     9i||     ■  ^* 

■        '  •    *     Nw 
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Koijr.  all  his  hopes  are  in  the  Czar :  io$ 

^  Why,  Mufcory  is  not  fo  far : 

*<  Down  the^lack  Sea,  and  up  The  Streights, 

•*  And  in  a 'month"  lie's  at  your  gates ; 

^  PeihapSy  from  what  the  packet  MrijDgs, 
^  ^ By  flUftnias  we  fhall  fee  flrange  m^g^"  if 

Why  fflbuld  I  tell  of  ponds  and  drains,  A^ 

What  carps  we  met  with  ^  otir  pains  $ 

Of  fparrows  tam'd,  and  nuR  iito|inerable 

To  choak  the  girls,  and  toconfume  a  rabble  ? 

But  you,  who  are  a  fahoh^y  know  115. 

How  traniient  all  things  are  below, 

How  prone  to  change  is  human  life  I  « 

Laft  night  arrivM  Clem  ♦  and  his  wife— 

This  grand  event  hath  broke  our  meafuretf 

Their  reign  began  with'  cryel  ftizures  i-  iim 

The  Dean  muft  with  his  quik  fupply 

The  bed  in  which  thofe  tyrants  lie : 

Nim  bfl  his  wig- block,  Dan  his  jojcdan 

(My  lady  fays,  (he  can't  9<|:d  one)  ;. 

George  is  half-fcar'd  out  of  bis  witt^  iM§ 

For  Clem  gets  all  the  dainty  bits. 

Henceforth  ex-pe£i  a  different  furveyj^ 

This  houfe  will  fooa  turn  topfy-turvey : 
•'They  talk  of  further  alterations, 

WHRi.caufes  many  fpcculations.  itj^ 

^  '       •Mr.  Clement  Barry. 
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OEORGEtNIM-DAN-DEAN^  ANSWER* 

3r\E AR  Shcridm !  a  gentle  ptir*  - , 

^^  Of  OaulAown  lads  (for  (uch  ch^  w^ 

Sefides  a  brace  of  grave  di^inesy 
Adore  the  fiixx^nefs  df  diylinctj 

Smooth  as  our  bafon's  filver  flootf^^ 

^£re  George  had  robb'd  it  cyf  its  mud  \ 

Smoother  than  Pegafus'  old  AiOe» 

^£re  Vulcan  comes  to  make  him  new. 

The  board  on  which  we  fet  our  a— s 

^Is  not  fo  fmooth  as  are  thy  verfes, 

Compared  with  which  (and  that 's  enough) 

A  fmoothing-lron  irfelf  is  rough. 

"Nor  praife  I  lefs  that  circumcifion. 

By  modern  poets  called  eliHon,     " 

With  whichy  in  proper  ilatti||  pUc'd, 

Thy  polifh'd  linos  arc  firmly  brilc'd. 

Thus  a  wife  taylor  is  not  pinching^ 
But  turns  at  every  fcam  an  inch  in ; 
Or  elfe,  be  furc,  your  broad-cloth  breeches 
"Will  ne'er  be  fmooth,  nor  liold  their  flitches. 
Thy  veife»  like  bricks,  defy  the  weather, 
When  fmooth'd  by  rubbing  them  together! 
Thy  words  fo  clofcly  wedg'd  and  ihort  arc 
Like  walls,  more  lafling**vithout  morur; 
By  leaving  out  the  |M^ft  vowels, 
You  fave  the  cbargjPot  lime  and  trowels. 

Vol.  I.  Q^  One 
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One  letter  ftiU  another  locks. 

Each  groovM  and  dove-taird  like  a  hox;; 

Thy  Mufe  is  t\ickt>up  and  fuccind  | 

In  chains  thy  fyllables  are  linkt; 

Tliy  words  together  ty'd  in  fmallliankty 

Clofe  as  the.  Macedonian,  plialaux; 

Or  like  the  umbo  of  the  Romans, 

Which  fierced  foes  could  bK^ak  by  no  meaoi. 

The  critick  to  his  grief  will  find, 

How  firmly  thefe  indentures  bind. 

So,  in  the  kindred  painter's  art. 

The  fhortening  is  tl>e  niceft  part. 

Philologers  of  future  ages, 
How  will  they  pore  upon  thy  pages  ! 
Nor  will  they  dare  to  break  the  joints. 
But  help  thee  to  be  read  with  points  : 
Or  elfe,  to  (hew  their  learned  labour,  you 
May  backward  be  perus'd  like  Hebrew, 
Where  they  need  not  lofe  ^^bit 
Or  of  thy  harmony  or  wit. 
To  make  a  work  compleatly  fine, 
Number  and  weight  and  meafure  join  ; 
Then  all  muftgrant  your  lines  are  weighty. 
Where  thirty  weigh  as  much  as  eighty. 
All  muft  allow  your  numbers  more. 
Where  twenty  lines  exceed  fourfcore  ; 
Nor  can  we  think  your  meafure  ihort, 
Where  lefs  than  forty  fill  a  quart. 
With  Alexandrian  in  the  clofe, 
Long,  long,  long,  long,  like  Dan's  long  nofc. 

GEORGE 


«EORGE.NIM-DAN.DEAN'S  Iitvitatiw 

To  THOMAS  SHERIDAN. 

tjrtulftowiiy  AxigrzA,  tftU 

T^EAR  Tom,  this  TCtfc,  AVhich' however  the  bo- 
•*^  ginning  may  appear,  yerin  the  ind*tgoodmetref 
-Is  fent  to  ddire  that,  when  your  Auguft  vacation  comes^ 

your  friends  you  *d  meet  here, 
:For  why  (hould  you  (lay.  in  that  filthy  hole,  I  mean  the 

city  fo  finoaly, 
W^nyou^have  not  one  friend  left  in  town,  or  :«t  leaaft 

-  not  one  that  's^nvitfyy  to^joke  'w^yef 
For,  as  for  honed  John  ^,  though  I  am  not  Aire  on  H't» 

y  y«t  I  .'11  be.  bans' dy  left  be 
•Be  gone  down  to  the  county  of  Wexford  with  that  great 

peer  the  lord  Anglejey. 
Oh !  but  1  forgot;  perhaps,  by  ^his  time, you  may  haine 

one  come  to  town,  but  I  don*t  know  whether  he  be 

.  friend  o^foe^  Delany : 
'But,  however,  if  he  be  come,  bring. him  down,  ^A 

you  ihall  go  back  in  a.  fortnight,  for  I  know  there  ^s 

no  delaying  ye. 
Oh' !  I  forgot  too  J  I  believe  ihere  may  be  one  more,  ^ 

^'niean.that  great  hi  jckcvt  Jriend  Hel/iam,  he 
'That  wrote  the  prologne-f,  and  if  you  Aay  with  hfin, 

depend  on 't,  in  the  end,  be-Ufltamye. 

'Bring 

♦  SuppoTed  to  mean  Dr.  Walmfley. 

f  One  fpoken  by  young   Putland,  in  1710,  before 
^Hippolytus  ;  -in  wluch  Dr.  Sheridan  (who  luid  written 


■    .III     .  «f  fi4«^i|     r  r^y  : 
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TO  6£ORGE.NIM'-I>AN.0£ANw  Biq. 

Upon  his  inconap^iable  V^  r  s  e  s^  &o 
By  Dr.  Helant^  ir  Srerii^am's  Name*» 

TTAIL.  human  coinpouiid  qoadnfuioasA 
^  ■■'  Invincible  as  Wight  Bdareus  I 
Hail !  doubly-doubled  mighty  merry  ooe^ 
Stronger  than  triple-bodyM  Geryon  1 
O  may  your  val'tnefs  deign  t'cx/cuie 
The  praifes  of  a  puny  Mufe, 
Unable,  in  her  utmoft  flight. 
To  reach  thy  huge  ColofHan  height. 
T'iXtctnft  to  write  like  thee  wexe  firantic^ 
Whofe  linbs  are,  like  thyfelf,  gigantic 
Yet  let  me  blefs,  in  humbler  ftrain. 
Thy  vafty  thy  bold  CambyEan  vein^ 
Four*d  out  t'  enrich  thy  native  iile^ 
As  Egypt  wont  to  be  with  Nile. 
Oh,  how  I  joy  to  fee  thee  wander. 
In  many  a  winding  loofe  meander. 
In  circUng  mazes,  fmooth  and  fupple. 
And  ending  in  ^  dmk  quadruple  ; 
Loud,  yet  agreeable  withal. 
Like  rivers  rattling  in  their  fall ! 
Thine,  furc,  is  poetry  divine. 
Where  wit  and  majefty  combine  ) 

^  Thefe  were  all  written  in  circleti 

Q^  When 


Here  all  ecMD^anm;  wmia  e.  a&Mirnx^, 
The  leaft-ii  .iior&  tUa  Atarawm^a, 

He  virhetf  hU  '^nvioui   crthfc  r  nei:::-, . 

Por^  *1wMii^  from  tice  m  nufitr  ^aar  ::^ini^> . 

7ct  much  rhou  tiil  viir  .Bwnt  o  taiQ». 

Trujo  Wail  a^inc  :he  :lail  ts  "eaih 
With  .^omaa  --iessmci  or  -aue^ 
Who  iwal  at  my.-nci  ss  'air  nciauroar 
A*  I*'MnpCv'  ;  -oicrer  if  --auncj* 

Oh  rliou,  'vt  111   xie  >mc  :nifar''t 
Biy  laoguui  i'am,   vtni  -caching  ard;. 
HcMur  ;v  :(  raptur'^,    vii«n.-rctiiaifi» 
€in  rhy  l^annonious  fete  oc^  ciinks-^ 
Each  aiii':»enng  <»dv  in  Tanoiis.  riiyoKV- 
Like  £ctu>  »  Sc  ?acnKk9^ciaaH3>! 

THy  Mui'e,  majeilic  Jk  ba  ra^ 
j||CdV£s  ak£  .^icaara  oa  die  'Ja^ ; 
Afiit  CarcAtj  oaa  r^ie  pa^  luikin 
Tlte  lengrn  ^tif  fuc^  a  dswiag  oraia  : 
Her  rraiAy  'kf  vaKUgasni  Ose, 
lhew<(  liiic£  Thawaaotia  a^  la  cne  Iky  ^ 
Alike  ;ney  ^i£)Wy  alike  chey  pleaiey 
Alike  tmpTcft  i)^  Phabus'  rays. 

Tby  vcrfc  —  (Ye  Gods  '  I  caimot  bear  k) 
T«»  what,  U7  wbac  flnl^  I  compare  ic  ? 
Ti^  tike,  what  1  have  ofi'  beard  fpoke  on, 
'^  V  IlliitfOt  ftsuuc  of  LaoGooik. 

Tit 
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•Tis  like,  —  O  yes,  'tis  very  like  it. 

The  long,  long  firing,  with  which  you  fly  kite. 

Tis  like  what  you,  and  one  or  two  more. 

Roar  to  your  Echo  *  in  good-humour ; 

And  every  couplet  thou  haft  writ 

Conclude  like  RaUah'-nvtitiai^'u/bh  -ff 

ToMr.  THOMAS    SHERIDAN, 
Upon  his  Verfes  written  in  Circles.    By  Dr.  Si^ift.. 

T  T  never  was  known  that  circular  letters, 
•*'  By  humhle  companions,  were  fcnt  to  their  betters : 
And,  as  to  the  fubje£t,  our  judgement,  mebirc'ie, 
Is  this,  that  you  argue  like  fools  in  a  circle. 
But  now  for  your  verfes  j  we  tell  you,  imprimis^ 
The  fegment  fo  large  'twixt  your  reafon  and  rhyme  is,. 
That  we  walk  all  about,  like  a  horfe  in  a  pound. 
And,  before  we  find  either,  our  noddles  turn  round. 
Sufficient  it  were,  one  would  think,  in  your  mad  rant. 
To  give  us  your  meafures  of  line  by  a  quadrant. 
But  we  took  our  dividers,  and  found  your  d — ^n'd  metre, , 
In  each  fingle  verfe,  took  up  a  diameter. 
But  how,  Mr.  Sheridan,  came  you  to  venture 
George,  Dan,  Dean*,  and  Nim,  to  place  in  the  centre  J  ?• 
'Twill  appear,  to  your  coft,  you  are  fairly  trepann'd, 
Eor  the  chord  of  your  circle  is  now  in  their  hand. 

♦  At  Gaulftown,  there  is  a  remarkably  famous  echo^. 
f  An  alluiion  to  the  found  produced  by  the  echo. . 
t.  Tlieir  figures  were  in  the  centre  of  the  verfes. 

0^4  The- 
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*'h<:  c>.Ui(j^  oc  die  radiu^  ic  mux€it>  aoc  wbccbRV 

/iy  ifhcat  your  j«ae  PegafuSy  iixi  in  %  setii(Br> 

Xs  hcc  bcucn  axe  u^'d,  laaU  !«  l&ih'-a  roufKi  :j|c  nog»- 

Tn^ce  ViJows  wiih  wrui>>,  ^^  ^^'"^  ^^'^  liotus  uw  tring.. 

Vv'ili.  Hancock  ilcc'aiLS,  ;.Ote  aic  v^ui  of  your  coiapaiiy. 

Tu  =.-:c roach  on  lii>  lii:  I'V  wricxi^^uf  bonnbais; 

A.*vl  ha*  taken  -uft  rio\y  a  rirm  rcioiuiioQ 

I'o  lafwci  your  .:\ie  ,Vi:i:ou:  circdiniocucioD. 

Lady  Bc::y  *  prcreriti  yo  j  r^t  ^"cr *;«  moil  huDibie^ 
:\:i»  'i»  not  2:ra.vl  ;.  u^r  wo.ih;^  wa^  3;iiunuie» 
'I  hat  flic  niakti  «.f    ju;  vc*."o>  a  ].o»;p  for  Miis  Tamf^ 
W  lilch  is  ull  a:  ]\cacdi  ;  .u^ti  io  1  rcflaaiii  --^ 


Ou  Dr*  S  H  E 11 1 D AN '  S  Circular  Vsxses.. 
By  Ml.  GEORGE   ROCHEOBLT. 

\\r  I  I'  H  :ii;.;':ck  ::i:c  Aseuy  equally  bkil». 

^     A  Dwiu  iliUi  Aj^olio  moll  humuly  aiiur^d  :. 
"  Gica:  ij:hoi  o:  huriiiocy,  veiks,  ."u\u  ligitfl 
"  AiTuk*i  '.>y  :hcc,  1  \hji\x  uudlc  and  wiiie. 
"  Yet  umIkvvjcJ  I  I'cia^s;,  ot  1  i'ciibWt  all  day, 
'*  My  vci/c  ii  ncglccttU,  iiiy  tuocs  tiuowA  away* 
'*  Thy  iu'.Kiitucc  here.  Vice- Apollo  t>.  uiUlains 
"  To  vuUwh  to4  my  uumbcis,  oi;  lilt  to  my  tlxams ; 

*  The  lavly  ot'  George  Rochfotil,  cfq. 
+  '^bpoiaibn,  lady  Betty's  uaugdcoi. 

IpoUo  u>  cht:  Dcau>*'  p.  i83« 

Thjr 
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**  Thy  maoual  fignct  rcfufes  to  put 
**  To  the  airs  I  produce  from  the  pen  or  the  gut. 
^  Bie  ^o«  th«ii  propitious,,  great  Phoebus j  and  grant 
<*  ReUef}-  or  relvard,  to  my  merit,  or  want. 
**  Though  the  Dean  and  Delaiiy  tfanfcendently  ftinq^, 
**  O  brighten  one  folo  or  fonnet  of  mine., 
**  With  tJKm^  I  'm^ntent  thou  fhouldil  make  thy  al)P<k  t' 
**  But  vifit  thy  fcrvant  in  jig  or  in  ode. 
.^  Make  one  work  immortal.:  'tis  all  I  lequefh" 
ApoUo  look'd  plcasM  j  and,  rcfolving  to  jeft, 
Rcply'd,  "  Honeft  friend>  I  *ve  confider'd  thy  cafe  : 
**  Nor  diffikc  thy  well-imeaning  and  humourous  fac^.. 
**  Thy  petition  I  grant :  the  boon  isr  not  great  ; 
**  Thy  works  (hall  continue  :  and  here  's  the  receipt.. 
**  On  rondeaus  hereafter  thy  fiddle-ftrings  fpend  : 
"  Write  vcrfes  in  circles  :  the)t  never  ihall  end." 

ON   DAN   JACK  SCAN'S   PICTURJi 
CUT    IN   SILK    AND   PAPER. 

'TT^Ofair  Lady  Betty,  Dan  fat  for  his  pi6ture^ 

And  dcfy'd  her  to  draw  him  fo  oft*  as  hepiqi^Jhei^ 
He  knew  Ihe  M  no  pencil  or  colouring  by  her. 
And  therefore  he  thought  he  might  fafcly  defy  hei% 
Gome  fit,  fays  my  Lady  ;  then  whips  up  her  fciflar,. 
And  cuts  out  his  coxcomb  in  filk  in  a  trice,  Sir. 
Dan  fat  with  attention,  and  faw  with  furprize 
How  (he  lengthened  his  chin,  how  (he  hollowed  his  eyeS'^; 
But  flattered  himfelf  with  a  fecrct  conceit. 
That  his  thia  lamero  jitws  all  her  an  would  de&at. 

Lady^ 
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liady  Betty  obfcrv'd  it,  then  pulls  out  a  pin. 
And  rarics  the  grain  of  the  ftufF  to  his  grin  j 
And^  to-make  roafled  (ilk  to  refemble  his  raw-bonef . 
She  rais'd  up  a  thread  to  the  jet  of  his  jaw-bone; 
Tiill^at  length  in  exacted -proportion  he  rofe. 
From  the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  arch  of  his  nofe. 
And  if  Lady  Betty  had  drawn  him  with  wig  and  all,. 
*Tis  certain  the  copy  had  out-done  the  original. 

Well,  that  *s  but  roy  out-fide,  fays  Dan  with  a  vapour.. 
Say  you  fo,  fays  my  Lady  j  L've  lin'd  it  with  paper. 

Patr;  Dblany  fcmlpi. 

ON   THE   SAME  PICTURE*. 

CL  AR I S  S  A  draws  her  fcilTars  from  the  cafe^ 
To  draw  the  lines  of  poor  Dan  Jackfon's  face. 
One  (loping  cut  made  forehead,  nofe,  and  chin, 
A  i]dck  produced  a  mouthy  and  made,  him  grin# 
Such  as  in  taylors*.  meafure  you  have  feen. 
But  ftill  were  wanting  his  grimalkin  eyes, 
For  which  grey  worfted-ftocking  paint  fupplies. 
Th*  xinravel'd  thread  through  needle's  eye  convey'd. 
Transfert'd  itfelf  into  his  pafte-board  head. 
How  came  the  fcilTars  to  be  thus  out-done  ? 
The  :needle  had  an  eye,  and.  tbey  had  none. 

O  wondrous  force  of  art !  now  look  at  Dan 

You  '11  fwear  the  pafte-board  was  the.  better  man. . 
<*  The  devil !  fays  he,  the  head  is  not  fo  full  J" 
Indeed  it  is  — >  behold  the  paper  ikull. 

ThO.  SHERIDANyhv^ 


} 
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ON  THE  SAME  PICTURE. 

ir\  AN'S  evil  genius  in  a  trice. 

-■-^  Had  ftripp'd  liint  of'  h|s  coin  at  dice., 

Cloe,  obferving  this  difgrace, 

On  Pam  cut  out  1ms  rueful  face. 

By  G— ,  fay  Dan,  'tis  very  hard,. 

Cut  out  at  dice,  cut  out  at  card  1 

G.  RoCKFOKTi/culfi. 


ON  THE  SAME  PICTURE.. 

TXyT'H  I L  S  T  you  three  merry  poets  traffic- 

To  give  us  a  defcription  graphic 
Of  Dan's  large  nofe  in  modern  Sapphic; 

I  fpend  my  time  in  making  Sermons,, 
Or  writing  libels  on  the  Germans, 
Or  ouirmuring  at  Whigs'  preferments. 

But  when  I  would  find  rhyme  for  Rochfort, 
And.  look  in  Englifli,  French,  and  Scotch  for  't^ 
At  1  aft  I  'm  fairly  forc'd  to  botch  for  't. 

Bi^  Lady  Betty  recollect  her. 

And  tell,  who  was  it  could  direft  her 

To  draw  tlie  face  of  fuch  a  fpcftre. 

I  muft  confefs,  that  as  to  me,  Sirs, 
Though  I  ne'er  faw  her  hold  the  fciffars, 
I  jiow  could  fafely  fwear  it  is  hers. 


Tl» 
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*Tis  true,  no  nofe  could  come  in  better; 
*Tis  a  vaft  fubjc£k  ftuff'd  with  matter, 
Which  all  may  handle,  none  can  flatter. 

Take  courage,  Dan  j  this  plainly  ihows^ 
That  not  the  wifeft  mortal  knows 
What  fortune  may  befall  his  nofe. 

Shew  me  the  brigkcft  Irilh  toaft. 
Who  from  her  lover  c*er  could  boaiV 
Above  a  fong  or  two  at  moft  j 

For  thee  three  poets  now  are  drudging  all 

To  praife  the  cheeks,  chin,  nofe,  the  bridge  and  alt. 

Both  of  the  picture  and  original. 

Thy  nofe*s  length  and  fame  extend 
So  far,  dear  Dan,  tliat  every  friend 
Tries,  who  (hall  have  it  by  the  end. 

And  future  poets,  as  they  rife. 
Shall  read  with  envy  and  furprize 
Thy  nofe  outihining  Cslia's  eyes. 

Jon.  Swift. 

DAN  JACKSON'S  DEFENCE. 

"  My  verfe  little  better  you  *11  find  tlian  my  face  it^ 
"  A  word  to  the  wife  —  jft  piSura  poefis.*' 

'T^  H  R  E  E  merry  lads,  with  envy  ftung, 
"*"    Becaufe  Dan's  face  is  better  hung. 
Combined  in  verfe  to  rhyme  it  down. 
And  in  its  place  fet  up  their  own  ^ 

3  At 
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As  if  they  M  run  it  down  much  better 

By  number  of  their  feet  in  metre, 

'Or  that  its  red  did  caufe  their  fpite, 

"Which  made  them  draw  in  black  and  whhe. 

Be  that  as  'twill,  this  is  moil  true. 

They  were  infpir'd  by  what  they  drew. 

Let  then  fuch  criticks  know,  my  face 

■Gives  them  their  comelinefs  and  grace  t 

Whilft  every  line  of  face  does  bring 

A  line  of  grace  to  what  they  (Ing. 

But  yet,  methinks,  though  with  difgrace 

•Both  to  the  pi6lure  and  the  face, 

I  ihould  name  them  who  do  rehearfe 

The  ftory  of  the  pi£ture-farce  ; 

The  Squire,  in  French  as  hard  as  Aone, 

Or  flrong  as  rock,  that 's  all  as  one. 

On  face  on  cards  is  very  brilk,  Sirs, 

Becaufe  on  them  you  play  at  whifk,  Sirs. 

But  much  I  wonder,  why  my  crany 

Should  env/d  be  by  Dc-el-any  : 

And  yet  much  more,  that  half-name  fake 

Should  join  a  party  in  the  freak. 

For  fure  I  am  it  was  not  fafc 

Thus  to  abufe  his  better  half, 

As  I  Ihall  prove  you,  Dan,  to  be, 

Divifim  and  conjunflively. 

For  if  Dan  love  not  Slicrry,  can 

Sherry  be  any  tiling  to  Dan  } 

This  is  the  cafe  whene'er  you  fee 

D«n  makes  nothing  of  Sherry ; 
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Or  (hould  Han  be  hy  Shcrrr  o^otaVa, 
Tben  Dan  would  be  poor  Shenidaae  i 
Tis  hard  then  he  fliould  be  dcoy^ 
By  J>aD  with  Sherry  by  his  fide 
Ba:,  if  the  cafe  muil  be  fo  haod^ 
That  faces  faffcr  by  a  card. 
Let  crincks  cecfuie,  what  care  I  ? 
Back- biters  only  wc  defy, 
rFacesare  free  from  iaiuir. 


MR.  ROCHFORT'S  REPLY. 


} 


"XT  O  U  fay  your  face  is  better  hung 
"■•    Than  ours  —  by  what  ?  by  nofe  or  tongor  ? 
In  not  cxpluningy  you  are  wrong 

to  us.  Sir. 

Becaufe  we  thus  muft  (late  the  cafc» 
That  you  have  got  a  hanging  fice, 
Th'  untimely  end  's  a  damn*d  dii^giace 

of  noofe.  Sir. 

But  yet'  be  not  caft  down :  I  fee 
A  weaver  will  your  hangman  be; 
Tou  'Uonly  hang  in.upeffay 

with  many. 

And  then  the  ladies,  I  fuppofe. 
Will  praife  your  longitude  of  nofe, 
.For  latentcharms  within  your  cloaths, 

dear  Danny. 

Thus 
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'Thus  will  the  fair  of  every  age 
'From  all  parts  make  their  pilgrimage, 
'Worlh4p  thy  nbfe  with  pious  rage 

of  lovCy'Sb:, 
All  their  religion  will  be  fpent 
About  thy  woven  monumenty 
•And  not  one  orifon  be  fent 
^  to  Jove,  Sir. 

"You  the  fam'd  idol  will  become, 
•As  gardens  grac'd  in  ancient  Rome, 
'By  matrons  worihip'd  in  the  gloom 

of  night. 
'  O  happy  Dan  I  thrice  happy  fure ! 
'Thy  fame  for  ever  Ihall  endure, 
Who  after  death  can  love  fccure 

at  fight. 

So  far  I  thought  it  was  my  duty 
'  To  dwell  upon  thy  boaftcd  beauty  ; 
Now  I  *11  proceed  a  word  or  two  t'ye 

in  anfwcr 
To  that  part  where  you  carry  on 
'  This  paradox,  that  rock  and  ftonc 
•In  your  opinion  are  all  one. 

How  can.  Sir, 

A  man  of  reafoning  fo  profound 
.'So  Ihipidly  be  run  aground, 
^As  things  fo  differently  to  confound 

t*  our  fcnfes? 

■Except 
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Except  you  judg*d  them  by  the  knock 
Of  near  an  equal  hardy  block  : 
Such  an  experimental  (broke 

convinces. 
Then  might  you  be,  by  dint  of  reafon, 
A  proper  judge  on  diis  occafion ; 
'Gainfl  feeling  there  *8  no  difputation, 

is  granted. 

Therefore  to  tliy  fuperior  wit, 
'Who  made  the  trial,  we  fubmit ; 
Thy  head  to  prove  the  truth  of  it 

we  wanted. 

3n  one  aflertion  you  're  to  blame, 
Where  Dan  and  Sherry  's  made  the  fame, 
Endeavouring  to  have  your  name 

refin'd.  Sir. 

You  '11  fee  mod  grofsly  you  miftook. 
If  you  confult  your  fpelling-book, 
(The  better  half  you  fay  you  took) 

you  11  find,  Sir, 

S,  H,  E,  Jbi  —  and  R,  I,  ri^ 

Both  put  together  make  Sberryy 

D,  A,  N,  Dan  —  makes  up  the  three 

fyllablc*. 

Dan  is  but  one,  and  Sherri  two. 
Then,  Sir,  your  choice  will  never  do  5 
Therefore  I  Ve  turned,  my  friend,  on  you 

the  tables. 


DJt. 


f.Hi     3 


na.    DELANY'S.  REPLY* 

ASSIST  me,  my  Mule,  wh)lft  I' labour  to  limn  Iiim : 
CrediU^  FiJbfifSf  ifii  tabuLt  perfimHm^ 
You*  look  and  you  write  with  fo  diifanent  tr  graee, 
That  I  envy  your  verTe,  though >!  did  not  your  face. 
And  to  him  that  thinks  rightly,  there  *s  reafon  enough, 
Cau(e.oqc  is.as  fmqoth^is  the  Athcjr  is  roug^ 

But  much  I  'm  amazed  you  ihould  think  my  defign  ^^ 
Was  to  rhyme  down  your  nolir,  or  your  harlequin  giyn,   > 
Which  you  yourfclf  wonder  the  de*el  fhouKh  malign.  J 
And  if  'tis  fo  flrangc,  that  yout*  monfleHhip*8'crany 
Should  be  envy'd  by  him,  much  lefs  by  Delany. 
Though  I  own  to  you,  when  I  confider  it  ftri£te2H 
I  envy  the  painter,  although  not  the  pi£^ure. 
And  juftly  (lie  *8  onvy'd,  (ince  a  fiend  of  Hell  * 
Wa»  never  drawn  right  but  by  her  and  Raphael, 

Next,  as  to  the  charge,  which  you  tell  us  is  true. 
That  we  were  infpir'd  by  the  fubje6V  we  drew* 
Infpir*d  we  were,  and  well,  Str,  you  knew  it, 
Yet  not  by  your  nofc,  but  the  fair-one  that  drew  its 
Had  your  riofcbeen  the  Mufc,  we  had  ne'er  been  infpirM, 
Though  perhaps  it  might  juftly  Ve  been  faid  we  were  fiiM. 

As  to  the  divifion  of  words  in  your  ftavts. 
Like  my  countryman's  horn-comb,  iuio  ihice  halves, 
]  meddle  not  with  '^,  but  prefumc  to  make  merry. 
You  caird  Dan  one  half,  and  t'othei  half  Slicrry  : 
Now  it'  Dan  's  a  half,  as  you  call 't  u!cr  ana  o'cr^ 
Then  it  can't  be  deny'd  ilut  Shcrr)':*  ivvv  moie. 

Vx)L.  I.  R.  For 


•} 
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For  pfray  give  roe  leave  to  fay.  Sir,  for  all  you. 
That  Sherry 's  at  leaft  of  double  the  value. 
But  peihaps,  Sir,  you  did  it  to'fiU  up  die  verfe  : 
So  cfoods  in  a  concert  (like  aftors  in  farce) 
Play  two  pans  in  one,  when  fcrapers  ate  fcarce. 
But  be  that  as  'twill,  you  '11  know  more  anon,-  &, 
When  Sheridan  fends  td  Merry  Dan  anfwer. 

S  H  E  R  I  D  A  N'S    REPLY. 

npHREE  merry  lads  you  own  we  are ;  < 

-*"    'Tis  very  true,  and  free  from  care. 
But  envious  we  cannot  bear, 

believe.  Sir. 
Fpr,  were  all  forms  of  beauty  thine. 
Were  you  like  Nereus  foft  ahd  fine. 
We  fhould  not  in  the  leaft  repine, 

^grieve.  Sir. 
Then  know.from  us,  moft  beauteous  Dan, 
That  roughnefs  bed  becomes  a  man ; 
*Tis  women  fhould  be  pale  and  wan, 

and  taper. 
And  all  your  trifling  beaux  and  fops, 
Who  comb  their  brows  and  ileek  their  diops. 
Are  but  the  offspring  of  toy-ihops, 

meer  vapour. 
We  know  your  morning-hours- you  pafs 
To  cull  and  gather  out  a  face ; 
Is  tliis  the  way  you  take  your  gla&  ? 

Forbear  it. 
Thofe 
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Thofc  loads  of  paint  upon  your  toilet, 
Will  never  mend  your  face,  but  fpoil  it. 
It  looks  as  if  you  did  par- boil  iti 

Drink  claret. 
Your  cheeks,  by  (leeking,  are  fo  lean, 
That  they  're  like  Cynthia  in  the  wane. 
Or  breaft  of  goofe  when  'tis  pick'd  cleaO| 

or  pullet» 
See  what  by  drinking  you  have  done : 
You  've  made  your  phiz  a  (keleton. 
From  the  long  diftance  of  your  crown, 

C  your  gullet  1 


A      REJOINDER, 
BY  THE  DEAN,  IN  JACKSON'S  NAME, 

TTTEARIED  with  faying  grace  and  prayer, 

~        I  haften'd  down  to  country  air, 
To  read'your  anfwer,  and  prepare 

reply  to  "t. 
B«t  your  fair  lines  fo  grofsly  flatter. 
Pray  do  they  praife  mc,  or  befpatter  ? 
X  muft  fofped  you  mean  the  latter— 

Ah !  ily-boot  I 
It  muft  be  fol  what  elfe,  al^s 
Can  mean  by  culling  of  a  (ace, 
And  all  that  fluff  of  toilet,  gUfs, 

and  box-com1» } 
R  2  But 
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B«t  be  'c  s  'twill,  rhis  vrm  xaaSt  gnatv 
Tliat  yoo  're  a  dawh,  whilft  I  but  ] 
Thok  vfhicbc/us  c^vo  is'die  qtunBt;- 


cr  cflwffMib  ^  * 


f  rahse  mit  yonr  jokes  dT  mxiie, 
Yoar  gibes,  and  all  your  fbol  lAvfe^ 
Mere  than  die  <}urt  beneath  my  fbaer. 


xmrfearir. 


Vet  one  thing  vexes  mc,  I  otm. 

Thou  ferry  fcare-crow  of  ikim  and  b«i&; 

To  be  caird  lean  by  a  fkelctos, 

who  'd  bear  it  ? 
•Ti^  true  indeed,  to  curry  friends. 
Your  feem  ror  pratfe,.  tcr  Aiaflbe  ameadi. 
And  yet,  before  youi  (buza  ends^ 

yoofloocqi* 
'Bout  latent  charms  beneadi  my  cUmkIb  ; 
For  every  one  that  kM>yr»  me  knows 
That  I  have  fiotbing  like  my  nofie 

about  me. 

f>aff»  now  where  yon  l!ecT  and  latigh^ 
'Caufe  I  call  Dan  my  better  halM 
Oh  tl»crc  you  think  you^  have  me  fafe  ! 

But  hold.  Sir. 
If?  not  n  penny  oftfcn  found  ' 
Tn  he  much  tjreatsr  than  a  pound  ? 
By  yuur  gtjw.1  Icnvc,  my  moll  profound 

and  bold  Sir. 
Dan's 
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'  Ban 's  noble  mettle,  Sherry  bafe ; 
"'So  DaR*s  the  better,  though  the  Icfii, 
'  An  ounce  of  gold  *g' worth  teo  of  i}TiS%t 

dull  pedant  I 
Ar  to  your  ipelling,  let  me  fee, 
If  SHE  maket>l^,  and  RI  makes  rf, 
^4pQod  fpelling«ma(lert  your  crany 

hat  lead  on 't. 


ANOTHER    REJOITTDER, 
t  »Y  THE  DEAN,  IN  JACKSON'S  NAME. 

npHREE  days  for  tnfwer  I  liavc  waked, 
-*'    I  thought  an  ace  you  *d  ne'er  have  bated, 
And  art  thou  forc*d  to  yield,  ill-fated 


poetader  f 


Henceforth  acknowledge,  that  a  nofe 

Of  thy  dimeniion's  fit  for  profc, 

But  every  oneJthat  know^Dau,  knows 


t)iy  inaAer« 


Blufh  fi>r  ill-fpelling,  foriU-lincs» 
And  fly  with  hurry  to  ramines^ 
Thy  fame,  thy  geniun  now  declines, 

proud  boafter. 
-  1  liear  with  fome  concern  you  roar. 
And  flying  tliink  to  quit  the  fcore 
.:Jly  clapping  billets  021  your  door 

and  pods,  Sir* 
R  J  Thy 
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I  awal'-d  jwa,  -raca  -m  loarfi  :»  ifaK 
3or  sow  I  il  fersr  sss  -vet  iSadT: 
For  «C2CW9  pnaszcdzn  b.  tacrn^ 

SHEIIDAX  S    SrSKISSICX. 

3Y    THS    D2A5L 
«  Gdso  ;anit  iiifcx  rrgrncsis  : 

pool  Sierrr^  ing^fanxnsy 
Prtfeno^  as  'tis  frrng^ 

Tour  oaw-fihdaed  ami  fbpffSmc  Ha^e 

Btfnd  koaihlj  foes  fibr  ^onkn  ; 
Wbo  viKa  I  fin^  fiiS  CIS  aie  dMR^ 
And  whta  I  rmiA'd  §ci  die  wmwp 

Purfvie<i  aifll  laid  bm*  bard  ob;.* 

Now  kswly  cvouch'd  I  err  peccmfwi^ 
AtiA  pr€]{rrxt  (appticstc  ptar  mm  tter, 

Y«Air  mCTCj  I'rely  oo; 
For  you,  my  coff<rnJeror  saA  my  king^ 
otrdontng,  as  ia  poni&iog, 
^ill  ihew  youriclf  a  lioo. 

Alasl 
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Alas !  Sir,  I  had  no  defign, 
But  was  unwarily  drawn  in  ;* 

For  fpitc  I  ne'er  hadahj' ; 
'Twas  the  damn'd  fquire  with  the  hard'nahic ; 
The  de'cl  too  that  ow*d.mc  a  ihamey 

The.  devil  and  Delany;  . 

They  tempted  me  t'  attack  your  highncfs/ 
And  then,  with  wonted*  vnlt  and  flynefs,. 

They  left  me  in  the  lurch : 
Unhappy  wretch  !  for  now,  t  ween, 
I  've  nothing  left  to  vent  ray  fpleen. 

But  fervila  and  birch  :  ^ 

And  they,  alas  !  yield  fmall  relief,  < 

Seem  rather  to  renew  my  grief,  ^ 

My  wounds  bleed  all  anew  :    - 
For  every  ftroke  goes  to  my  heart, 
And  at  each  lalh  I  feel  the  fmart 

Of  lalh  laid  on  by  you. 

To  the  Rev.    DANIEL     JACKSON; 

To  be  humbly  pfrcfented'  by  Mr.  Shshidan  in 
Perfon,  with  Refpedti  Care,  and  Speed, 

Dear  Dan, 

TTERE  I  return  my  truft,  not  aik,. 
•*■  •*•    One  penny  for  remittance  ; 
If  I  have  well  perform*d  my  tafk,. 
Fray  lend  me  an  acquittance. 

R4  Too 


Too  lonj^  I  Uore  cbis  wei^Ber  pwu 

N<nr  uLe  iiiai  f«o^  Dba  Ada*  bacriu 
Let  «K  be  ilno^^. 

Nrir  all  die  ^winr  tLisf^  ym  uxak 

J  a  conpau  of  a  dar. 
Nor  ii«tf^ie:pBa«  yon  make  a  iwEBk, 

l>t*outa  4^ibe  iiis  lonecr  ray. 

••V'.r!i  mc   'CO  :>-f-  iiiai  ont  xsarie* 
Vet  are  -<>»  iior  my  ot'JiBr : 

f<yr,  a«  liC  iuffiii:  can  Ijc  ^mrie, 
I  nek^  cooix!  mahe  him  ] 


'  Ife  riiyiD^  ao^  puns,  -asic!  y<am  laA  fti< 

Jod  Mine  did  \it&yrc; 
Anci,  when  lie' .  lafhM  a  hunilre^  timo, 
lie  riiymcs  and  poas  die  iudcc 

WIi««  nwis  are  laW  on  fchool-bors  buon, 

Tite  nnere  chey  fhik  and  fkzp  : 
T!ie  rdtooUboy's  top  inir  louder  bumsv 
'The  iiKirc^icy  ufe  the  viiip. 

•  -TlHiK^a  lean  bead  heneatk  a  ioad 

(A  l>e«(V  of  Iriib  lin^} 

Win,  irt  a  re<iiou5,  riimr  nml, 

CHicgo  tite  prancing  deed. 

Ytm  knock^him  down  and  down  ia 

An<l  Uy  liim  ttat  liefore  ye, 
F^'f,  Uiftn  a*  he  get*  op  again. 

He  'U  drur,  and  cry^  ViSariaf 


TO -DANIEL  JACKSON.         U^ 

At  every  ftrokc  olF  mine,  he  fell, 

'Tis  true  he  poarM  and  cry'd  ; 
But  his'  impenetrable  (hell 

Could  feel  no  harm  bcfide. 

The  tortoife  thus,  mth  motion  (lovr. 

Will  clamber  up  a  wall ; 
'  Yet,  fenfelefs  to  the  hardcft  blow. 
Gets  nothing  but  a  fall. 

'^^OearDan,  then,  whjt  ihould.yotf,'Or  J, 

Attack  his  peskrany  f 
•^Andf  fincettis  in' Tain  to  try, 
'Wc  *11  fend  him' to  ]>elany. 

P^O    S    T    S    C    R    I    P    T. 

'  X.ean  Tom,  when  I  faw  him,  laft  weelc,   on  his  hor(« 

awry, 
"  Threatcn'd  loudly  to' turn  me  to'ftone  With  his  forccry. 
'  But,  I  think,  little  Dan,  that,  in  fplght  of  what  bur 

foe  fays, 

•  He  will  find  I  read  Ovid  and  his  MetamorphoHs. 

-  For  omitting  the  firfl  (where  I  make  a  comparifon, 
'  With  a  fon  of  allufion  to  Putland ^  or  Harrifon) 
-TTet,  by  my  defcription,  you '11  find  he  in  ihort.is 
A  pack  and  a  garran,  a  top  and  a'tortoife. 

•  So  I  hope  from  henceforward  you  ns'er^will  aik,  can  I  maul 
This  teazing,^4x>nceited,rude,  infolent  animal? 

.  And,  if  this  rebuke  might  turn  to  his  benefit, 
.(For  I  pity  the  man)  I  Ihould  be  glad  then  of  it. 

'  *  Alluding  to  the  Prologue,  mentioned  above,  p.  117. 
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STELLA    TO    DR.    SWIFT. 
On  his  Biitli-day,  Not.  30y  1711. 

O  T.  Patrick's  I>ein»  your  country's  pride, 

*^  My  early  and  my  only  guide. 

Let  me  among  the  reft  attend, 

Your  pupil  and  your  humble  friend, 

To  celebrate  in  female  (brains 

The  day  that  ^d  your  mother's  pains  i 

Defcend  to  take  that  tribute  due 

In  gratitude  alone  to  you. 

When  men  began  to  cftll  me  fair. 
You  interpos'd  your  timely  care  j 
You  early  taught  me  to  defpife 
The  ogling  of  a  coxcomb's  eyes  j 
Shew'd  where  my  judgement  was  mifplac'di 
Refin  jd  my  fancy  and  my  tafte. 

Behold  that  beauty  jud  decay'd. 
Invoking  art  to  nature's  aid  r 
Forfook  by  her  admiring  train, 
She  fpreads  her  tatter'd  nets  in  vain  j 
Short  was  her  part  upon  the  ftage ; 
Went  fmoothly  on  for  half  a  page ; 
Her  bloom  was  gone,  (he  wanted  art. 
As  the  fcene  chang'd,  to  change  her  part  t 
She,  whom  no  lover  could  relifV, 
Before  the  fccond  a6l  was  hifs'd. 
Such  is  the  fate  of  female  race 
With  no  endowments  but  a  face ; 
Before  the  thirtieth  year  of  life, 
A  maid  forlorn,  or  hated  wife. 


S*  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

Stella  to  you,  her  tutor,  owes 
That  (he  4ias  ne'er  reiembled  thofe ; 
Nor  was  a  bujrden  to  mankind 
With  half  her  courfe  of  years  behind. 
You  taugh  t  how  I  might  youth  prolong, 
3y  knowing  what  was  riglu  and  wrong ; 
How  from  my  heart  to  bring  .fupplies 
Of  luftre  to  my  fadijig  eyesj 
How  fooa  a  beauteous  mind  repairs 
The  lofs  of  chahg'xk  or  falling  hairs  ^ 

^  How  wit  and  virtue  from  within 
Send  out  a  fmoothnefs  o'er  iht  ikin  ; 

'  Your  le6lu  res  could.my  fancy  Bx, 
And  I  can  pleafc  at  durty-fix. 
The  fight  of  Cioe  at  fifteen 

-  Coquetting^  gives  not  me  the  ff>Uen^ 
The  idol  now  of  every  fool 
Till  time  (hall  make  their  |>a(Iion8  co«I) 
Then  tumbling  down  time's  ftcepy  hill. 
While  Stella  holds  her  flation  fUlL 
Oh  !  turn  your  precepts  into  laws. 
Redeem  the  women's  ruin'd  caufe. 
Retrieve  loft  empire  to  our  fex. 
That  men  may  bow  their  rebel  necks. 
Long  be  the  day  that  gave  you  bink 
Sacred  to  fiiendlhip,  wit,  and  mirthj 

:  Late  dying  may  you  caft  a  Ared 
Of  your  rich  mantle  o'er  my  head  i 
To  bear  with  dignity  my  forrow, 
One  clay  alonf,  ibcM  dk  ta-morr9iv.     > 


TO 


r^53  1 

TO        STELLA, 
OV    HER    BIRTH-DAT,    1711-s; 
"TTTHILE,  Stdla,  to  your  lading  praifo  ^ 
'^     The  Mufc  her  annual  tribute  p^yf , , 
While  1  ailign  myfelf  a  talk . 
Which  you  expe£t»  but  fcorn  to^aik ; 
If  I  perform  this  taik  with  pain. 
Let  me  of  partial  fate  complain ; 
You  crery  year  thedebt enlarge,  - 
I  grow  lefs  equal  to  the  charge  : 
in  you  each  virtue  brighter  ihines, 
But  my  poetfc  rtm  declines ; 
My  harp  will  foon  in  vain  be  ilrung, 
And  all'Jrour  virtues  left  unfung  1 
For  none  among  the  upftart  race 
Of  Poets  datvafithne  my  place ; 
Your  worth  will  be  to  them  unknown, 
They  muft  hive  Stella's  of  their  own; 
And  thus,  my  iteck'of  wit  dccay'd^ 
I  dying  leave  the  debt  unpaid, 
Unlefs  Delany,  as  my  heir. 
Will  an^cr  for  the  whole  arrear. 

ON  THE  GREAT  BURIED  BOTTLE. . 
FY   DR.    DELANY. 

A  MPHORA,qux  moedum  iimiuis,  laetumque  rerlfes  ^ 
•^^    Arentem  dominum,  fit  tibi  terra  levis. 
Tu  quoque  depofitum  ferves,  neve  oppnme^  m&onor ; 
Amphora  non  meruit  tam  pretiofa  mori. 

EPITAPH, 
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EPITAPH,    BT    THE    SAME. 

TTOC  tnnmlata  jaoet  pfolcs  Lmaez fepalckiB^ 

InnMMtzle  gentCy  noc  penrtctz  jacet ; 
€^in  omnia  icemm,  mimris  ayxxeJiuu  aln>; 
Bis  natom  leferunt  ce  quoqucy  Bacdie  P^ser. 


STELLA^S    BIRTH-DAY; 

A  grestt  Bocde  of  Wihq,  loog  buried,  bciiig  that 

Da}-  dug  up.  I7U-3. 

"O  ESOLVD  my  annual  ▼crfe  jo  pay, 
•'•^  By  duty  bound,  on  Steiia's  da^, 
Fumifli'd  with  paper,  peps,  and  ink, 
I  gravely  fat  me  down  to  think: 
itnt  my  nails,  and  fcratch'd  my  head. 
But  found  my  wit  and  fancy  fled : 
Or,  if  with  more  than  ufual  pain, 
A  thought  came  (lowly  from  my  hrw. 
It  coil  me  lord  knows  how  much  time 
To  (hape  it  into  fenfe  and  rhyme : 
And,  what  was  yet  m  greater  cnrfe. 
Long  thinking  made  my  fancy  wor(e» 

Forfaken  by  th'  infpiring  Nine, 
1  waited  at  Apollo's  fiirine  : 
I  told  him  what  the  world  would  fay. 
If  Stellt  were  i^nfung  to-day ; 

How 


STELLA'S    BIRTH-DAY.        ^jj 

How  I  Ihould  hide  iriy  head  for  (hamc, 

When  both  the  Jacks  and  Robin  came ; 

How  Ford  would  frown,  how  Jim  would  Iccf, 

How  Sheridan  tHe  rogue  would  Ineer, 

Aod  fwear  it  does  not  always  follow. 

That /emel 'a  anno  rU€t  Apollo.^ 

I  have  aflur'd  them  twenty  tiines. 

That  Phoebus  helpM  me  in  my  rhymes  5 

Phoebus  infpir'd  me  from  above,  ,,     . 

And  he  and  I  were  hand  and  gloye. 

But,  finding  me  fo  dull  and  dry  fince. 

They  '11  call  it  all  poetic  licence ; 

And,  when  I  br^g  of  aid  divine, 

Think  Eufden*s  right  as  good  as  mine. 

Nor  do  I  afk  for  Stella's  fake ; 
'Tis  my  own  credit  Hes  at  flake  : 
And  Stella  will  be  fung,  while  I 
Can  only  be  a  (lander-by. 

Apollo,  having  thought  a  little. 
Returned  this  anfwer  to  a  tittle. 

Though  you  ihould  live  like  pld  Metliuf^lenSy 
I  furniih  hints,  and  you  fhall  ufe  all  'em, 
You  yearly  fing  as  flie  grows  old. 
You  'd  leave  her  virtues  half  untold. 
But,  te  fay  truth,  fuch  dulnefs  reigns, 
Through  the  whple  fet  of  Iiifh  deans, 
I  *m  daily  llunnM  with  fuch  a  medley. 
Dean  W — ,  Dean  D — ,  and  Dean  Smedlcy, 
That,  let  what  Dean  foever  come. 
My  orders  are^  I  'm  not  at  home ; 

And, 
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And,  if  your  voice  had  not  been  loud. 
You  muft  have  pafs'd  among  the  croud. 

But  now,  your  danger  to  prevent. 
You  inuft  apply  to  Mris.  Brent  ; 
For  ihe,  as  priedefs,  khows  tlie  rites  . 
Wherein  the  god  of  eartb  delights. 
Firftt  nine  ways  lobking,  let  her  (land 
With  an'old  poker  in  her  hand; 
Let  her  defcribe  a  circle  round 
In  Saunders'  cellar  on  the  ground  r 
A  fptde  let  prudent  Archy  hold. 
And  with  difcretion  dig  the  moulct; 
Let  Stella  look  with  watchful  eye^ , 
ILjsbecca,  Ford,  *  and  Ghittans  by. 

Behold  the  bottle,,  whftrc  it  lici 
With  neck  elati^d  towards  the  Ikies  t 
The  god  of  winds  and  god  of  fire 
Did  to  its  wondrous  birth  confplre ; 
And  Bacchus  for  the  poet's  ufe 
Pour'd  in  a  fbrong  mfpirihg  juicfc. 
Stt !  as  you  raife  it  frbm  its  tomb. 
It  drags  behind  ^  r|)acious  womb, 
And  in  the  fpacious  womb  contains 
A  fovereign  medicine  for  the  brains. 

You  'U'find  it  foDA>  if  fate  confeht^;. 
If  not,  a  thoufahd  Mrs.  Brents, 
Ten  thoufand  Archys  arm'd  with  fpadtt^ 
May  dig  in  vain  to  Pluto's  (hades. 

From  thence  a  plenteous  draught  ih^e, 
And  boldly  then  invoke  the  Muft 

(But 
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-(But  firft  let  Robert,  on  his  knees, 
*With  caution  drain  it  from  the  lees}*: 
The  Mttfe  will  at  your  call  appear, 
With  Stelk's  praifc  to  crown^the  year. 

A    SATIRIC  AOL    £L£GT 
On  THE  "Death  OF  ^ 

A  LATE  FAMOUS  GENERAL, 

TTIS  Grace  !  impoffible  !  what  dead  ! 
-X  J.  Of  old  age  too,  and  in  his  bed  1 

And  could  that  mighty  warrior  fall, 

And  fo  inglorious,  after  all ! 

"Well,  iincc  he  *s  gone,  no  matter  how. 

The  lad  loud  trump  muft  wake  him  how  ? 

■And,  trud  me,  as  the  noife  grows  ftrongei^ 

:He  *d  wifh  to  deep  a  little  longer. 

And  could  he  be  indeed  fo  old 

As  by  the  news-papers  we  're  told  ? 

Threelcore,  I  think,  is  pretty  high ; 

'Twas  time  in  confcicnce  he  ihould  die  f 

TThis  world  he  cumbered  long  enough  5 

He  burnt  his  candle  to  the  fnuff ; 

vAnd  that  *s  the  reafon,  fome  folks  think, 

Ho  left  behind y^  great  a  f^k* 

Behold  his  funeral  appears, 

Nor  widow's  fighs,  nor  orphan's  tears. 

Wont  at  fuch  times  each  heart  to  pierce. 

Attend  the  progrefs  of  his  hearfe. 

Vol.  L  S  But 
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He  }iad  "Aak  jxmmns  in  ins  ^i^. 
Tmr  B  lis  jinnn  sdc  i*s  jriac. 
He  sadt  dioxL  vec^  bdoR  Ik  cij'icL 

Wlfeoficx:  apoB  tac  abcafibacs 

CcxDc  trirnrT,  and  bcfaoiid  yosir  foe. 

Hc^vrczT  OKIB  a  iLisf  *%  a  Dvike; 
FiQA  aB  ius  iB-f!Ot  iunocn  ibc^ 
Tim'^  to  tkK  d^  £roc»  vLsaoe  bciprax^ 

DEAN  SMEDLET'S   PETITION- 
TO  THE  DUKa  OF  GRAFTON. 

**  Nod  4omus  x!C  hw4tf»— -"  Hoft. 

YT  was,  my  lord,  tl^  dcxnoms  iiifc 
-^  Of  f  other  Jooathan,  tiz.  Swifr, 
But  DOW  Sc  Pamck'i  fancy  dean. 
With  fiWcr  verge  and  lurplkc  dean. 
Of  Oxford^  or  of  Onnond^s  grace^ 
Id  loofer  rhyme  to  beg  a  place. 
A  place  he  gor,  yclept  afaU^ 
Atid  eke  a  thoufand  pounds  widol ; 
And,  were  lie  a  le<'&  mtty  writer. 
He  might  as  well  have  got  a  nfae. 

Tliuf  If  tiie  Joaaihan  of  Clogher,  ^ 
Ui  liumUc   avsi  HI)  thanks  taalfef^ 

Appi 
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Approach  your  grace  with  grateful  heart. 
My  thanks  and  Tofe  both  void  of  art* 
GoDtept  with  what  your  bounty  gin> 
Ko  la^r  income  da  f  crave :  • 
IUjc^iiig>that,  inJfiitir  Hnusf . 
Grafton  requires  my  loyal  lines* . 
Froud  !  while  my  patron  is  polite,' 
I  likewife  to  the  .patriot  write ! 
Proud !  that  at  once  I  can  commeod. 
Kifig  George'ft^  and  the  Mufes'  ^end  !•  < 
Endear'd  to  Briouu  %  and  to  thee 
(Diijoin'd,^  Hibemia,  by  the  fca), 
Eftdear'd  by  twice  three  aaxipos  yean. 
Employed  in  guardian  toils  and  cares; 
By  love,  by  wifdom,  and  by  (kill ; 
For  he  has  fav'd-thee  'gainft  thy  will 

But  where  ihall  Smedley  make  his  nciV 
Abd  Uy  his  wandering  head  to  reft  ? 
WHttre  ihall  he  find  a  decent  houic. 
To  treat  his  ^ends,  and  chear  his  fpoufe.^ 
Oh  I  Uukf  my  lord,  fome  pretty  cure ; 
Iki  ^olefome  foil,  and  xUier  pure  ; 
The  gard^  fk>r'd  with  artlcfs  flowers. 
In  either  angle  ihady  bowers.; 
No  gay  parterre,,  wkh  coftly  green*  . 
Within  the  ambient  hedge  >e  feen  : 
Let  Nature  freely  take  her  courle, 
Nor  f^^ar  from,  me  ungrateful  force ; 
No  (heers  (ball  check  her  fproutihg  vigour, 
Nor  ihape  the  yews  to  antic  figure : 

S  X  A  limpid* 


} 
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A  limpid  brook  (hall  trout  fupply. 

In  May,  to  take  the  mimic  fly; 

Round  a  (mall  orchard  may  it  run, 

Whofe  apples  redden  to  the  fun. 

Let  all  be  fnug,  and.warm»  and  neat; 

For  fifty  tum'd  a  fafc  retreat, 

A  little  Euflon  may  it  be, 

Eufton  I  *11  carve  .on  every  tree. 

But  then,  to  keep  it  in  repair. 

My  lord — twice  Jifty  pounds  a  year 

Will  barely  do  j  but  if  your  grace 

Could  make  tliera  bu/tdrtds-^^hzraang  place  1 

Thou 'then  wouldfl  ihew  another  face, 

Clogher !  far  nonh,  my  lord,  it  lies, 
Midfl  fnowy  hills,  inclement  ikies ; 
One  Ihivers  with  the  Ar6Hc  wind,' 
One  hears  the  polar  axis  grind. 
Good  John  *  indeed,  with  beef  and  ckret. 
Makes  the  place  warm  that  one  may  bear  it* 
He  has  a  purfe  to  keep  a  table, 
And  eke  a  foul  as  hofpitable. 
My  heart  is  gop4 ;  but  aflets  fail, 
To  fight  with  dorms  of  fnow  and  hsul. 
Befides,  the  country 's  thin  of  (Jeople, 
Who  fcldom.  meet  but  at  the  fieeple : 
The  trapping  dean,  that's  gone  to  Down^ 
Ne'er  nam'd  the  thing  without  a  frown, 
When,  much  fatigued  >mth  fermon-ibidy. 
He  felt  his  brain  grow  dull  and  fouddyi 

•  Bp.  Sterne. 
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No  fit  companion  could  be  fbund^ 
To  pufh  the  lazy  bottle  round  ; 
Sure  then,  for  want  of  better  folks 
To  pledge,  bis  clerk  was  orthodox. 

Ah  I  how  unlike  to  Gerard-ftreet, 
Where-  beaux  and  belles  in  parties  meet ; 
Where  gilded  ahairs^  and  coaches  throng. 
And  joftlc  as  they  trowl  along; 
Where  tea  and  coflFee  hourly  f(ow. 
And  gape-feed  does  in  plenty  grow; 
And  Griz  (no  clock  more  certain)  cries, 
Exaft  at  feven,  **  Hot  mutton-pies  I'* 
There  lady  Luna  in  her  fphere 
Once  (hone,  when  Paunceforth  was  not  near  ; 
But  now  fhe  wanes^  and,  as  *tis  faid,  ^ 

Keeps  fober  hours,  and  goes  to  bed. 
There— but;  'tis  endlcfs  to  write  down 
All  the  amufements  of  the  town ; 
And  fpoufe  will  think  herfelf  quite  undone,^ 
To  trudge  to  Connor  *  from  fweet  London  ;■ 
And  care  we  mud  our  wives  to  pleafe. 
Or  elfe — we  fhall  be  ill  at  eafe. 

You  fee,  my  lord,  what  'tis  I  lack, 
*Tis  only  fome  convenient  tacky 
Some  parfonage-houfc,  with  garden  fweety 
To  be  my  late,  my  lad  retreat  ;• 
A  decent  church  clofe  by  its  fide, 
There,  preaching,  praying,  to  refidc ; 

*  The  biflroprick  of  Connor  is  united  to^that  of 
Down  i    buc-thtfe  are  two  deans.- 

S  3  Aad|» 
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Andy  as  my  tune  fccizielT  xdOs, 
To  (arc  my  ewn  aii4  o^er  faolsk 

THE     DUKE'S     A  N  S^W  EH, 
BY     DR,     SWIFT. 

T^  EAR  'Smcd,  I  read  thy  brilliant  lines, 
''^  Where  wit  in  all  its  glory  ihines ; 
W^ere  compliments,  with  all  thfcir  pride. 
Are  by  their  numbers  dignified  : 
1  hope,  to  make  you  yet  zi  clnu 
As  that  fame' Viz,  St.' Patrick's  dein. 
I  '11  gire  thee  furphce,  'verge,  zridJaU^ 
And  nwybc  fomcthitig  elfe  withal ; 
And,  were  you  not  fo  good  a  writer, 
'  I  (hould  prefcnt  you  with  a  fnitrc. 
Write  worfe  then,  if  you  can — Be  wife*— 
Believe  me,  'tis  the  nvaj  to  rife. 
Talk  not  of  making  of  tby  neji  t 
Abl'  never  lay  tby  bead  to  refl  1 
That  beadfo  luell  *witb  nvifihm  fraugbh, 
That  writes  without tbitoil of  tbougbt! 
While  others  rick  their  bufy  brains, 
You  are  not  in  the  lead  at  pains. 
Down  <to  )^our  deanry  now  repair, 
And  build  a  cafik  in  the  air, 
I  'm  furc  a  man  of  your  fine  feilfc 
Can  do  it  ^ith  a  fmall  cxpencc. 
There  your  dearfpoufe  and  you  together 
May  breathe  your  bellies  full  of  fthgr% 

'Whca 
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"  When  lady  Luna  is  your  neighbour, 

Ske  *ll  help  your  nvife  when  fhc  's  in  labour ; 

Well  ikiird  ia  midwife  artificei. 

For  flie  herfelf  oh'falis  in  pieces. 

There  you  Aall  fee  a  raree-'/bew 

Will  make  you  fcorn  this  ivorlii  bebnv. 

When  you  behold  the  milky  way, 

As  white  as  fnow,  as  bright  as  xJayj 

•The  glittering  conftellations.  roll 

About  the  grinding  Arfticpole; 

The  lovely  tingling  in  your  ears, 
.  WsoughtJiy  rhe  mufick  of^he  fphewfr— 

Your  fpoufe  fhall  then  no  longer  hc6tor, 

You  need  not  fear  a  curtain-lcfture  ; 

Nor  fhall  (he  think  that  (he  is  undone 

For  quitting  her  beloved  London. 
iWhen-flie's  exalted  in  tl\e  (kies, 
'^he  Ml  novcr  think  of  nuKton-pics  ; 

Wtien  you  Mr -advanc'd  above- </ij^^  Vix, 

You-'ll  never  think  of  goody  Griz. 

But  ever,"cver,-  live  at  cafe, 

And  ftrive,  and  ftrive,  your  ivi/e  to'plei^/ti 

In  her  you  *11  centre  all  your  joys, 

And  get  ten  thoufand  girls  and  boys  t 

T«i  thoufand  girls  and  boys  you  '11  gct^ 

And  they  like  ftars  fhall  r//ir  znd/et. 

V/)\\\tjou  and Jpoufe,  transfofm.'d,  fhall  foon 

Be  a  4ieniitifun-  and.  a  nt'w  moon : 

Nor  fhall  you  Arive  your  horn&  to  hide. 

For  then  your  hoois  (hall  be  your  pride. 

S  4  VERSES 
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VERSES     BY     STEt  h  Ak. 

TF  h  1?e  true,  ccleftial  Powers^. 
•*    TJiat  you  have  forra'd  mc  fair,. 
And  yet,  in  all  my  vaineft  hours,. 

My  mind  has  been  my  care  : 
Then,  in  return,  I  beg  this  grace,. 

As  you  were  ever  kind, 
What  envious  Time  takes  from  my  hccy. 

Beflow  upon  my  mind  ! 

JEALOUSY.     BY    THE    SAME.*i- 

f\  Shield  me  from  his  rage,  celeftial  Powers  4 
^^  This  tyrant,  that  embitters  all  my  hours  I 
Ah,  Love  !  you  *ve  poorly  play*d  the  hero's  parM 
You  conquer 'd,  but  you  can't  defend,  my  houtfa. 
When  firft  1  bent  beneath  your  gentle  reign, 
I  thought  this  monfter  baniih'd  from  your  train  : : 
But  you  would  raife  him  to  fupport  your  throne  | . 
And  now  he  claims  your  empire  as  his  own.    .  ^ 
Or  tell  me,  tyrants  I  have  you  both  agreed. 
That  where  one  reigns,  the  other  iball  fucceed  ?• 

DR.     DEL  A  NY'S     V  I  L  ][.  Ak, 

TXjrOULliyou  that  Delville  I  defcribe? 

Believe  me,  Sir,  I  will  not  gibe .: 
For  who  would  be  fatirical. 
Upon  a  thing  fo  very  fmajl  ? 

*  On  the  publication  of  f^Cudcnus  and  Vanefla.** 

Yo* 
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You  fcarcc  upon  the  borders  enter,. 
Before  you  're  at  the  very  centre. 
A  (ingle  crow  can  make  it  night. 
When  o'er  your  farm  ihe  takes  her  flight  :- 
Yet,  in  this  narrow. compafs,  we 
Obferve  a  vaft  yzntty; 

Both  walks,  walls,  meadows,  and  parterre^. 
Windows  and  doors,  and  rooms  and  flairs. 
And  hills  and  dales,  and  woods  and  fields,. 
And  hay,  and  grafs,  and  corn,  it  yields ; 
All  to  your  haggard  brought  fo  cheap  in,. 
Without  the  mowing  or  the  reaping  : 
A  razor,  though  to  fay 't  I  'm  loth. 
Would  fhave  you  and  your  meadows  both. 

Though  fmall  's  the  farm,  yet  here 's  a  hou& 
Full  large  to  entertain  a  moufe  ; 
But  where  a  rat  is  dreaded  more. 
Than  favage  Caledonian  boar  y 
For,  if  it 's  entered  by  a  rat. 
There  is  no  room  to  bring  a  cat^. 

A  little  rivulet  fecms  to  fleal 
Down  through  a  thing  you  call  a  rale. 
Like  tears  adown  a  wrinkled  cheek. 
Like  rain  along  a  blade  of  leek ; 
And  this  you  call  your  fwcet  meandsr^.. 
Which  might  be  fuck'd  up  by  a  gander,. 
Could  he  but  force  his  nether  bill 
To  fcoop  the  channel  of  the  rill. 
For  fure  you  M  make  a  mighty  clutter, . 
Were  it  as  big  as  city-gutter. 
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"Next  come  I  to  your  kitchen^rden, 
Where  one  poor-moufe  would  fareluf^hardiB ; 
And  round  this  garden  is  a  "walk^ 
"  No  longerihan  a  taylofs  dhMk ; 
Thus  I  compare  what  fpace  is  in  it, 
A  fnail  creeps  round  it  in  a  minute* 
•'One  lettuce  makes  a  fluft  to  fqueeze 
*  Up  through  a  tflft  you  call  your  trees : 
And,  once  a  year,  a  fingfle  Tofe 
Peeps  from'  the  btid,  but  never  blows ; 
In  vain  then  you  ezpet^its'blooih ! 
It  cannot  blow,  for  want  of  room. 
In  ihort,  in  all  your  boailed  feat, 
^Ihcr^  *$  nothing  but  yourfelf  that 's  gjl£AT« 


On  CHIC  of  the  WitfdowB  atDELViLLE. 

;;A    Bard,  grown  defirous'-of  faving  hi»  pi^lf, 
^^iin.  Built  a  houfe  ke  was'  fare  would^hold^jione  but 

h^mfelf. 
"This  enrag'd  god  Apollo,  who  Mcrctiry  fent, 

-And  bid  liim  go  aik  what  his  votary  meant, 
-  **  Some  foe  to  my  empire  has  been  his  advifcr : 
"  «  *Ti$  of  dreadful  portent  when  a  poet  turns  mifer! 
*-^«  Tell  him,  Hermes,  from  me,  tell  that  fubjeA  of  miae, 
'  **  I  have  fworn  by  The  Styx,  to  defeat  his  deiign  j 

**  For  wherever  he  lives,  the  Mufes  ihall  reign  j 

**  And  the  Mufes,  he  knows,  have  a  numerous  traiiT.*' 

*-CARB£RIJE 
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CAR  B  ER  IJE      RU  PES, 
J^ra  COMITATE  CeRGAGBNSI.    1723^ 

T^^CCE  ingenfffiragmen  fcopidi,  «q«od  verdce  faxoam 
^  -^-^  Defuper  impeDckt,  nullo  fundMnine  mxum 
Decidit  aa  fly^s :  maiia  undiquc^  uodique  fax|i 
-Horrifono  ftridore  tonaat,  &  ad  aetheramurmur 

•  Erigiturj  trepidatque  fuis  Nepninus  in  .andis. 
^Nam,  k)nga  venti  rabie,  atque  a^pergine  crebd^ 

.Squorei'laticis/fpecu^'iina  rupe  cavatur  z 
Jam  fuhura^mki  •jam^fumaa  cacumina  mitaitt ; 
.:*  Jam  cadit  in  praeceps  moles,  &  verberat  undas. 

Attonitus  credas,  hinc  dejeciHb  Tonantem 
-  Montibus  impoficos  monies,  «&  Pelion  altiim 
'-'In  capita  anguipedum  coelo  jaculafle  gigantum, 
Saepe  etiam  fpelunca  immani  aperitur  hiatu 

*  Exefa  e  (copulis,  &  utrinque  foramina  pandit, 

"  Hinc  atque  kinc  a  ponto  ad  pontum  pervia  Phoebo* 
Caucibus  enorme  jundlis  laquearia  te^i 
Formantur;  moles  olim  ruttura  fuperne. 

.  Fornice  fublimi  nidos  pofaere  palumbes, 

•Inque  imo  (lagni  pofuere  cubilia  phoca!. 

Sed,  cum  faevit  hyems,  Sc  venti,  carcere  rupto,. 
Immenfoc  volvunt  flu£^us  ad  culmana  mentis  i 
Non  obfedk  arces,  non  fulmina  vindice  dextra 
MifTa' Jovis,  quoties  inimicas  faevit  in  urbes, 
Exaequant  fonicum  undarum,  veniente  prodmi  t 

'Xicton  llttoxibus  icboant ;  vicinia  lat^« 

Geat 
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Gens  aflueta  man,  &  pcdibus  percurrere  nipes^ 
Tcrrctur  tamcn,  &  longe  fugit,  arva  relinquens^ 

Gramina  dum  carpunt  pcndenies  rape  capelbe,. 
Vi  falicntis  aquae  de  fummo  pnrcipitantur, 
£t  dulces  animas  imo  fub.  gurgite  linquunu 

Pidcacor  terri  non  audet  vellere  f\inem  r 
Sed-latet  in  pomi  tremebundus^  &  acra  fudnnt 
Haud  fperaiM,  Nereum  precibus  vorifqiw  fiitigafc 


CARBERY      ROC  K  S, 
TRANSLATED  BY  DR.  DUNKIN*. 

T   O !  from  the  top  of  yonder  cliff,  that  ihxoudt' 
■*-'  Its  airy  head  amidft  the  azure  clouds. 
Hangs  a  huge  fragment  i  defHtute  of  props, 
Prone  on  the  waves  the  rocky  ruin  drops  j 
With  hoarfe  rebuff  the  fwelling  feas  rebound,  . 
From  (hore  to  ibore  the  mcks  return  the  found : 
The  dreadful  murmur  heaven's  high  Qonvex»  cleaves^ 
And  Neptune  (brinks  beneath  his  fubje£t  waves.:   . 
For  long  the  whirling  >  winds  and  beating  tides  - 
Had  fcoop'd  a  vauh  into  its  nether  (ides. 
Now  yields  the  bafe,  the  fummits  nod^  now  urge 
Their  headlong  cq^rfe,.  and  lafh  the  (bunding  furge. 
Not  louder  noi(e  eould  (hake  the  guilty  world. 
When  Jove  heap\l  mountains  upon> mountains  hurl'ili; 
Retorting  Pelion-from  his  dread  abode,     « 
To  crufh  Earth's  rebel^bns  beaeacLthc  load* 

Oft' 
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t>ft'  too  with  hideous  yawn  the  cavern  wide 
IVefents  an  orifice  on  either  fide, 
A  difmal  orifice,  from  fea  to  fea 
Extended,  pervious  to  the  God  of  Day : 
XJncottthly  join'd,  the  rocks  ftupendous  form 
An  arch,  the  ruin  of  a  future  ftorm  : 
High  on  the  cliff  their  nefts  the  Woodquefts  makcg 
And  Sea-calves  Aablein  the. oozy  lake. 

But  when  bleak  Winter  with  his  fullen  train. 
Awakes  the  v\ands  to  vex  the  watery  plains 
When  o*er  the  craggy  ilcep  without  control^ 
Big  with  the  blafl,  the  raging  bilbws  roll ; 
Kot  towns  beleaguered,  not  the  flaming  brandy 
Darted  from  Heaven  by  Jove*s  avenging  hand. 
Oft*  as  on  impious  men  his  wrath  he  pours. 
Humbles  their  pride,  and  blafls  their  gilded  towers^ 
Equal  the  tumult  of  this  wild  uproar  : 
Waves  ru(h  o'er  waves,  rebellows  fliore  vo  fliore. 
The  neighbouring  race,  though  wont  to  brave  the  ihockl 
Of  angry  feas.,  and  run  along  the  rocks, 
Now  pale  with  terror,  while  the  ocean  foams, 
Fly  far  and  wide,  nor  truft  their  native  homes. 

The  goats,  while  pendent  from  tlie  mountains-top' 
The  withcr'd  herb  improvident  tliey  crop, 
Wa(h-d'  down  the  precipice  with  fudden  fwoep,  * 
Leave  their  fwect  lives  beneath  th*  unfathom'd  deep^ 

The  frighted  fifhcr,  with  dcfponding  eyes. 
Though  fafc,  yet  trembling  in  the  harbour  lies, 
Nor  hoping  to  -behold  the  Ikies  ferene. 
Wearies  with  vows  the  monarch  of  the  main* 

3  UPON 
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UPON  THE  HORRID  PLOT 

DISCOVERED  BY  ITARLEOUIN, 

The  Bifliop  of  RocHESTK&'s  French  Dog*» 

ib  a  Dialogue  between  a  Whig  and  a  T6UTV    M^xi^ 

T'  ASK'D  a- Whig  the  other  night, 

^  How  came  tl)fs*wicked  plot  to  light  ^ 

He  anfwer'd,  that  i^og  of  late : 

IbformTd  a  minifter  of  ftate» 

Said  I,{  fiaoni  thance  Inotlung know^f 

For  are  not  all  informers  U)  > 

A  villain  who  his  friend  betrays^  . 

We  ftyle  him  by  no  other  pbrafe ; 

And  fo  a  perjur'd  dog  denotes 

Porter,  and  Prendergaft,  and  Oates, 

And  forty  otheri  I  could  name. 

WiMG.  But,  you  mud  know,  this,  dog  wavlaipfv 

Tory.  A  weighty  argument  indeed!' 
Your  Mndeftcg  was  Uaui  t  —  pro<:^  :  : 
Come*,  help  your  lame  dog  o^eKihefyh^ 

Whl^  Sir^  you^mifiake  me  all  this  while^^ 
Fknean  a  (h^  (without  a  joke) 
C4I  howl,  and  barlr,  but  never  fpoke. 

^ToRY.  i  *m  dill  to  feek,  which  ^^you^meaft^ 
Whether  cur.  Plunkeit,  or  wh^lp  SkeaB> , 
An  ]SngUlh  or  an  Ii-iih  hound  % 
O^  t'  other  puppy,  tlut  was  drown'd;  ^ 

•  See  the  «^State  Triafe,"  Vol.  Vf; 
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Or  Mafon,  that  abandon'd  bitch  r 
Then  pray  be  free,  and  tell  me  which  :  - 
R)r  every  flander-by  was  marking 
That  all  the  noife  they  made  was  barkings  . 
You  pay  them  well ;  tlie  iiogi  have  got 
Their  dogs-heads  in  a  porridge  pot  t 
And  'twas  but  juft;  for  mii  men  fay, 
ThatOtvry  iiog  nuifi  have  his  da^. 
Dog  Walpolc  ]pA  a  quart  of  nog  on-  % 
He  M  either  makg  a  Eog  or  dog  on  '/ ; 
And  look'dy  fmce  he  has  got  his  wifb. 
As  if  he  had  tbrowm  down  a  dijb. 
Yet  this  I  dare  foretel  you  from  it. 
He  '11  foon  return  to  his  own  vomit. 

Whig.  Befides^thishorrrd  plot  was  found 
By  Neynoc,  after  he  was  drown*d» 

Tory.  Why  then  the  proverb  is  not  righi^.. 
Since  you  can  teach  <^^  dogs  to  bite* 

Whig.  I  prov'd  my  propoiitton  full : 
But  jacobiies  zre  flrangely  dull«; 
Kow  let  roe  tell  you  plsdnlyi  ^f 
Our  witnefs  is  a  real  eur, 
A  dog  of  fpirit  foe  his  years. 
Has  twice  two  lejg^s^^wo  Jianging.  can^  ; 

His  name  is  Harlequin,  I  wot,  .^ 

And  that 's  a  name  in  every  plot : 
Kjcfolv'd  tofave  the  Brkiih  flation, .. 
Though  French  by  birth  and  education ; 
His  correfpondence  plainly  dated 
Wat  all  decypher'd  and  tranjatfdi 

»  Hit- 
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His  anfwers  were  exceeding  pretty- 
Before  the  fecret  wife  committee  : 
Confeft  as  plain  as  he  could  bark  r 
Then  with  his  fore -foot  fet  \ix%mar%» 

Tory.  Then  all  this  while  have  I  been  bubblec 
I  thought  it  was  a  dog'vx  doublet  t 
The  matter  now' no  longer  flicks  ; 
For  ftatefmen. never  want  dog-tricks*  « 

/But'fince  it  was  a  real  cur, 
J\.nd  not  a  dog  in  metaphor, 
"^I  give  you  joy  of  the  report, 
That  he  *s  to  have  a  place  at  court. 

Whig.  Yes,  and  a  place  he  will^row  rich  in ^ 
•A  turn-fpit  in  the  royal  kitchen. 
■  Sir,  to  be  plain,  I  tell  you  what, 
We  had  occafion  for  a  plot : 
-And,  when  we  found  the  dog  begin  it. 
We  gucfs'd  the  bifhop*s  foot  was  in  it, 

Tory.  I  own,  it  was  a  dangerous  proje£fc| 
And  you  have  prov'd  it  by  dog'logick* 
Sure  fuch  intelligence  between 
A  dog  and  bifhop  ne*cr  was  feen, 
"Till  you  began  to  change  the  breed  j 
Tour  biihops  all  are  dogs  indeed ! 
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15TELLA   AT   WOOD-PARJKi 
A  Hottie  of  Ch^arles  Ford,  Efq;  near  Ditsljk* 

'*  —  Cuicnmque  nocere  vdebat, 
"  Vcftimenta  dabat  pretiofa." 

'Tr%ON  Carlos,  in  a  merry  fpight, 
'*^  Did  Sdella  to  his  houfe  invite  : 
He  enterrainM  her  balf.  a  year 
With  generous  wines  and  collly  chear. 
Don  Carlos  (nade  her  chief  dire61:ory 
That  ihe  might  o*er  thefervants  he£tor. 
In  half  a  we^k  the  dame  grew  nice» 
Got  all  things  at  the  highell  price  : 
l^ow  at  the  table-head  (he  fits, 
Prefented  with  the  niccft  bits  : 
She  look'd  on  partridges  with  fcorn. 
Except  tliey  tailed  of  the  corn  : 
A  haunch  of  venifon  made  her  fweat, 
Unlefs  it  had  tlw  tight  fumette. 
Don  Carlos  earneflly  would  beg, 
Dear  madain,  try  this  pigeon's  leg.; 
Was  liippy,  when  he  could  prevail 
To  make  her  only  touch  a  .quail. 
Through  candle-light  (he  view'd  the  wine, 
To  fee  that  every  glafs  was  fine. 
At  lad,  grown  prouder  than  the  devil 
With  feeding  high  and  tr&atmcnr  civil, 
-     Vol.  L  T  pon 
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Don  Carlos  cow  began  to  fiod 
HU  malice  work  a^  he  defign'd. 
Tl»c  winter-flty  began  to  frown  ,- 
Poor  Stella  mud  pack  off  to  town  : 
From  purling  (Vreams  and  fountains  bubbling. 
To  Litfy's  Atnking  tide  at  Dublin: 
From  wholefome  exercife  .and  air. 
To  fofTing  in  an  eafy  diair  : 
From  {lomach  (harp,  and  hearty  feeding. 
To  piddle  like  a  lady  breeding  : 
From  ruling  there  the  houfiiold  (ingly. 
To  be  directed  here  by  Dingley  *  : 
From  every  day  a  lordly  banquet, 
To  half  a  joint,  and  God  be  thanked: 
From  every  meal  Pontack  in  plenty, 
To  half  a  i-int  one  day  in  twenty : 
From  Ford  attending  at  her  call, 
To  vifits  of  —  —  — 
From  Ford,  who  thinks  of  nothing  meanj 
To  the  poor  doings  of  the  Dean  r 
From  growing  richer  with  good  chcar. 
To  running-out  by  ftarving  here. 

But  now  arrives  the  difmal  day ; 
She  muft  return  to  Ormond  Quay  f. 
The  coachman  Aopt ;  flie  look'd,  and  fwore 
The  rafcal  had  miAook  the  door  : 
At  coming  in,  you  favv  her  (loop; 
The  entry  brulh'd  againft  her  hoop : 


*  The  conftant  companion  of  Stella, 
t  Wiici^  die  two  ladies  lodged. 
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iSach  moment  rifing  in  her  airs. 
She  curft  the  narrow  winding  flairs  i 
Ucgan  a  thoufand  faults  to  fpy.j 
The  ceiling  hardly  fix  'feet  high  ) 
The  fmutt^  wainfcot  full  of  cracks ; 
And  half  the  chairs  with  broken  backs  .- 
Her  quarter  's  out  at  Lady-day; 
She  vows  Hhe  will  no  longer  flay 
In  lodgings  like  a  poor  Grizette, 
While  there  are  lodgings  to  be  let. 

Howe'er,  to  keep  her  fpirits  up, 
She  fent  for  company  to  fup  : 
When  all  the  while  you  might  remark. 
She  ilrove  in  vain  to  ape  Wood-park. 
Two  bottles  callM  for  (half  her  ftore; 
The  cupboard  could  contain  but  four)  : 
A  fupper  worthy  of  herfelf, 
Five  nothings  in  five  plates  of  delf. 

Thus  for  a  week  the  farce  went  on  5 
When,  all  her  country-favings  gone. 
She  fell  into  her  former  fcene, 
Small  beer,  a  herring,  and  the  Dean. 

Thus  far  in  jeft  :  though  now,  I  fear. 
You  think  my  jcfting  too  fevere  ; 
But  poets,  when  a  hint  is  new. 
Regard  not  whether  falfe  or  true  : 
Yet  raillery  gives  no  offence. 
Where  truth  has  not  the  leafl  pretence  j 
Kor  can  be  more  fccurely  placed 
Than  on  a  nymph  of  Stella's  tafle. 

T  »  I  muft 
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I  mufl  cocfcf;,  your  wine  23d  Ticrk 
I  was  too  bard  upon  2  little  : 
Your  tabic  neat,  ycnr  lirsca  £qc  ; 
Andy  though  in  miniamre,  yoa  fliice  r 
Yet,  when  vou  % b  to  leave  Wood-pa|^ 
Tbe  fcece,  die  vrelcofnc,  and  the  fpark. 
To  languiih  in  this  odioai  town. 
And  pull  your  haughty  (lomach  down  ; 
We  think  you  quite  mifcake  the  cafe. 
The  rirtua  lies  not  in  the  place  : 
For,  though  my  raUlciy-  w^rc  true, 
A  cottage  is  Wood-park  with  you. 

COPY  OF  THE  BIRTH-DAY  VERSES 
ON    MIL    FORD. 

f^  O  M  £,  be  contCBCy  €nce  oat  it  mo^ 
^  For  Stella  has  bctray'd  her  trull; 
And,  whifpcring,  charg'd  me  not  to  fay 
That  Mr.  Ford  was  bom  to-day ; 
Or,  if  at  lait  I  needs  muft  blab  it. 
According  to  my  ufual  habit, 
Slie  bid  me,  with  a  ferioos  fice. 
Be  fure  couceal  the  time  and  pilace  ; 
And  zioc  my  complimenr  to  fpoil. 
By  calling  this  jour  natiTe  ibtl; 
Or  Tcx  the  lai&Sy  when  they  knev 
That  you  ^re  taming  fiocty-cwo : 
But,  if  diefe  topicks  fiiall  appear 
Qg  arirumecis  to  Keep  too  here, 

IthiDk. 
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I  think,  though  you  judge  hardly  of  it, 
Gooil-manners  muft  give  place  to  profit. 

The  nymphs  with  whom  you  firft  began 
Are  each  l)ccome  a  harridan ; 
And  Montague  fo  far  decayed, 
Her  lovers  now  muft  all  be  paid  ; 
And  every  belle  that  fince  arofc 
Has  her  contemporary  beaux. 
Your  former  comrades,  once  fo  bright. 
With  whom  you  toafted  half  the  nighty  \ 

Of  rheumatifm  and  pox  complain. 
And  bid  adieu  to  dear  champaign. 
Your  great  proteftors,  once  in  power. 
Arc  now  in  exile  or  The  Tower. 
Your  foes  triumphant  o*er  the  laws, 
Who  hate  your  perfon  and  your  caufe. 
If  once  they  get  you  on  the  fpot, 
You  muft  be  guilty  of  the  plot : 
For,  true  or  falfe,  they  *11  ne'er  enquire. 
But  ufe  you  ten  times  worfe  than  Prior  *. 

In  London  !  what  would  you  do  there  } 
Can  you,  my  friend,  with  patience  bear 
(Nay,  would  it  not  your  paflion  raifc 
Worfe  than  a  pun,  or  Irifli  phrafe  ?) 
To  fee  a  fcoundrel  ftiut  and  hc£lor, 
A  foot-boy  to  fome  rogue  dircftor. 
To  look  on  vice  triumphant  round, 
And  virtue  trampled  on  the  ground  ? 

♦  The  celebrated  poet. 

T  3.  Obfcrvc 
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Obfervc  where  bloody  **♦••**  ftands 
With  torturing  engiaes  in  his  hands> 
Hear  him  blafpheme,  and  fwear,  and  rail^ 
Threatening  the  pillory  and  jail : 
If  this  you  think  a  pleafing  fcene. 
To  London  ftrait  return  again  j 
Where,  you  have  told  us  from  experience. 
Are  fwarms  of  bugs  and  prefbyterians. 

I  thought  ipy  very  fpleen  would  burft, . 
Whea  Fortune  hither  drove  me  firft  j 
Was  full  as  hard  to  pleafe  as  you, 
Nor  perfons  names  nor  places  knew  : 
But  now  I  a61:  as  otlier  folk, 
Like  prifoners  when  their  jail  is  broke. 

If  you  have  London  ftill  at  heart, 
We  'U  make  a  fraall  one  here  by  art ; 
The  diffcicnce  is  not  much  between 
St.  James's- Park  and  Srephen's-Green  ; 
And  Dawfon-ftreet  will  ferve  as  well 
To  lead  you  thither  as  Pail-Mall. 
Nor  want  a  paflTage  through  the  palace, 
To  choquc  your  i^^ght,  and  raife  your  malice  r- 
The  Dcanry-houfc  may  well  be  matched. 
Under  correAion,  with  the  Thatcht  *. 
Nor  (hall  I,  when  you  hither  come. 
Demand  a  crown  a  quart  for  ilum. 
Then,  for  a  middle-aged  charmer,- 
Stella  m^-  vye  with  your  Monthenner ; ' 

*  A  famous  uvcm  in  Sc  Jamcs's-ftreet. 

Sbe^ 
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She  's  now  a^  handfome  every  bit, 
And  has  a  rhoufand  times  her  wir, 
.The  Dean  and  Sheridan,  I  hope, 
Will  half  fupply  a  Gay  and  Pope. 
Corbet  *,  though  3rct  I  know  his  worth  nor, 
No  doubt,  will  prove  a  good  Arbuthnot. 
I  throw  into  the  bargain  Tim  ; 
In  London  can  you  equal  him  ? 
What  think  you  of  my  favourite  clan, 
Robin  t,  and  Jack,  an^  Jack  and  Dan  ; 
Fellows  of  modeft  worth  and  parts, 
With  chearful  looks  and  hotaeft  hearts  ? 

Can  you  on- Dublin  look- with  fcorn  ? 
Yet  here  were  you  and  Ormond  born. 

Oh !  were  but  yoii  and  I  fo  wife, 
To  fee  with  Robert  G  rattan's  eyes  I 
Robin  adores  that  fpot  of  earth. 
That  literal  fpot  which  gave  him  birth  j 
And  fwears,  "  Bclcamp  J  is,  to  his  talle, 
"  As  fine  as  Hampton-court  at  leaft." 
When  to  your  friends  you  would  enhance 
The  praife  of  Italy  or  France, 
For  grandeur,  elegance,  and  wit^ 
We  gladly  hear  you,  and  fubmit  ; 
But  then,  to  come  and  keep  a  clutter^ 
For  this  or  that  fide  of  a  gutter, 

*  Dr.  Corbet,  afterwards  dean  of  St.  Patrick'8, 
t  R.  and  J.  Grattan,  and  J.  and  D.  Jackfon. 
X  In  Fingall,  about  five  miles  from  Dublin* 

T4  T# 
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To  live  in  this  or  t'  other  ifle, 
We  cannot  think  it  worth  your  while  ; 
For,  take  it  kindly  or  amifs, 
The  difference  but  amounts  to  this, 
We  bury  on  our  fide  the  diannel 
In  linen  j  and  on  your's  in  flannel  *. 
You  for  the  news  are  ne'er  to  feck  j 
While  wc,  perhaps,  may  wait  a  week  :■ 
You  happy  folks  are  fure  to  meet 
An  hundred  whores  in  every  ftreet  j 
While  we  may  trace  all  Dublin  o'er 
Before  we  find  out  half  a  fcore. 

You  fee  my  arguments  are  ftrong; 
I  wonder  you  held  out  fo  long : 
But,  fince  you  are  convinc'd  at  lafl, 
We  '11  pardon  you  for  what  is  paft. 
So  —  let  us  now  for  whift  prepare  5 
Twelve-pence  a  corner,  if  you  dare. 


JOAN   CUDGELS    NED.,    1723. 

JOAN  cudgels  Ned,  yet  Ned  's  a  bully; 
Will  cudgels  Befs,  yet  Will  *s  a  cully,. 
Die  Ned  and  Befs  j  give  Will  to  Joan, 
She  dares  not  fay  her  life  's  her  own. 
Die  Joan  and  Will ;  give  Befs  to  Ned, 
And  every  day  ihe  combs  bis  bead, 

*  The  law  for  burying  in  woolen  wa&  extended  to 
Ireland  in  1733. 

S  A   OUIB- 
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A    QUIBBLING   ELEGY, 
ON   JUDGE  BOAT.     1723. 

TO  mournful  ditties,  Clio,  change  thy  note. 
Since  cruel  fate  hathy«»*  our  juflice  Boat. 
Why  fliould  he  Jink,  where  nothing  fccm'd  to  prefs>  • 
His  lading  little,  and  his  baJlaft  kfs? 
toft  in  the  <waves  of  this  tempeftuous  world. 
At  length,  his  anchor  fixt  and  canvas  furlM, 
To  Lazy-hill  ♦  retiring  from  his  court. 
At  his  Ring*8-cnd  *  he  founders  in  the  port. 
With  water  f  fiird,  he  could  no  longer  Joat,, 
The  connmon  death  of  many  a  Aronger  boat. 

A  pod  fo  fiird  on  nature's  laws  entrenches  : 
Benches  on  btats  are  plac'd,  not  boats  on  benches*. 
And  yet  our  Boat  (how  (hall  I  reconcile  it  ?) 
Was  both  a  Boat,  and  in  one  fenfe  a  pilot. 
With  every  wndhe/ail'd,  and  well  could  tacktr 
Had  m^ny  pendents,  but  abhorr'd  a  Jack  J. 
He  's  gone,  although  his  friends  began  to  hope, . 
That  he  might  yet  be  lifted  by  a  rope. 

Behold  the  awful  bench,  on  which  he  fat ! 
He  was  as  hard  ancl  ponderous  'wood  as  that : 
Yet,  when  liis/<2W  was  out,  we  find  at  laft, . 
That  death  has  o.ver/et  him  with  a  blaft, 

•  Two  villages  near  the  fca. 

f  It  was  faid  he  died  of  a  dropfy. 

i,  A  cant  word  for  a  Jacobite, 

Oui 
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Our  Boat  is  now  faiVd  to  the  Stygian  ferry, 

Tlicre  to  fupply  old  Charon's  leaky  wherry  : 

Charon  in  him  will  ferry  fouls  to  hell  j 

A  trade  our  Boat  *  hath  praflis'd  here  fo  well*: 

And  Cerberus  hath  ready  in  his  paws 

Both  pitch  and  brimftone,  to  fill  up  \\\%flafws. 

Yet,  fpite  of  death  and  fate,  I  here  maintain 

We'may-pliice  Boat  in  his  oXdpoft  again. 

The  way  is  thus  ;  and  well  deferves  your  thanks  r 

Take  the  three  ftirongeft  of  his  broken  planks. 

Fix  them  on  high,  confpicuous  to  be  feen, 

Form*d  like  the  triple-tree  near  Stephen's- green  f ; 

And,  when  we  view  it  thus  with  thief  at  end  on  *t. 

We  '11  cry;  look,  here 's  our  Boa/,  and  there 's  i\\t  pendatU*. 

THE      E  P  I  TAP  H, 

HERE  lies  judge  Boat  within  a  coffin  $ 
Pray,  gentle-folks,  forbear  your  fcoffing. 
A  Bout  a  judge  !  yes  ;  where  's  the  blunder  ? 
A  fwooden  judge  is  no  ftich  wonder. 
And  in  his  robes,  you  muft  agree, 
Ko  Boat  was  better  deckt  than  he.  ' 

'Tis  needlefs  to  defcribe  him  fuller f 

In  fhort,  he  was  an  McfcuHer, 

I 

*  In  condemning  malcfaftors,  as^  a  judge. 
f  Where  the  Dublin  gallows  (lands. 
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FETHOX*  THE  GREAT.     1723. 

"E^  ROM  Venus  born,  thy  beauty  ihows ; 
-*•     But  who  thy  father,  no  mau  knows  : 
Nor  can  the  ikilful  herald  trace 
The  founder  of  thy  ancient  race  j. 
Whether  thy  temper,  full  of  fire, 
Difcovers  Vulcan  for  thy  fire. 
The  god  who  made  Scamander  boil. 
And  round  his  margin  fing'd  the  foil. 
(From  whence,  philofophers  agree. 
An  equal  power  defcends  to  thee) ; 
Whether  from  dreadful  Mars  you  claim ^ 
The  high  defccnt  from  whence  you  came,. 
And,  as^  a  proof,  fhcw  numcroUi  fears 
By  fierce  encounters  made  in  wars,. 
Thofc  honourable  wounds  you  bore 
From  head  to  foot,  and  all  before f 
And  dill  the  bloody  field  fre<iuent. 
Familiar  in  each  leader's  tent ; 
Or  whether,  as  the  learn'd  contend, 
You  from  the  neighbouring  Gaul  defcend ; 
Or  from  Panhenope  the  proud, 
Where  numberlefs  thy  votaries  croud  j 
Whether  thy  great  forefathers  came 
From  realms  that  bear  Vefputio's  name 
(For  fo  conje£hirers  would  obtrude  ; 
And  from  thy  painted  ikin  conclude) ; 

*  This  name  is  plainly  an  anagram. 

Whcthcx, 
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Whether,  as  Epicurus  (hows. 
The  world  from  juiVling  feeds  arofey- 
Which,  mingling  with  prolific  ftrife 
In  chaos,  kindled  into  life  : 
So  your  produftion  was  the  fame. 
And  from  contending  atoms  came. 

Thy  fair  indulgent  mother  crown *d 
Thy  head  with  fparkling  rubies  round : 
Beneath  thy  decent  fleps  the  road 
Is  all  witli  precious  jewels  ftrow*d. 
The  bird  of  Pallas  knows  his  poft. 
Thee  to  attend,  where'er  thou  goeft. 

Byzantians  boaft,  that  on  the  clod' 
Where  once  their  Sultan's  horfe  hath  trod^ 
Grows  neither  grafs,  nor  flirub,  nor  tree  :. 
The  fame  thy  fubjefls  boaft  of  thee. 

The  grcateft  lord,  when  you  appear,. 
Will  deign  your  livery  to  wear, 
In  all  the  various  colours  feen 
Of  red  and  yellow,  blue  and  green. 

With  half  a  word,  when  you  require^, 
^     The  man  of  bufmefs  muft  retire. 

The  haughty  minifler  of  ftatc 
With  trembling  mull  thy  leifurc  waitj. 
And,  while  his  fate  is  in  thy  hands,. 
The  bufincfs  of  the  nation  ftands. 

Thou  dar'ft  the  greateft  prince  attack, 
Canft  hourly  fet  him  on  the  rack  j 
And,  as  an  inftancc  of  thy  power, 
Inclofe  him  ia- a*  wooden  towtr, 

Witll; 
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"With  pungent  pains  on  every  fide  : 

•So'Regulus  in  torments  dy'd. 

From  thee  our  youth  all  virtues  learn. 

Dangers  with  prudence  to  difcem  ; 

And  well  thy  fcholars  arc  endued 

With  temperance,  and  with  fortitude ; 

With  patience,  which  all  ills  fupports.; 

And  fecrefy,  the  art  of  courts. 

The  glittering  beau  could  hardly  tell,        •\        ^ 

Without  your  aid,  to  read  or  fpell  j 

But,  having  long  conversed  with  you^ 

JKnows  how  to  write  a  billet-doux.  • 

With  what  delight,  methinks,  I  trace 

"Your  blood  in  every  noble  race  ! 

In  whom  xhy  features,  fhape,  and  mien. 

Arc  to  the  life  diftinftly  feen  1 

The  Britons,  once  a  favage  kind, 

By  you  were  brighten 'd  and  refin'd, 

Defcendants  to  the  barbarous  Huns, 
.    With  limbs  rol)ui^,  and  voice  that  ftuns? 

But  you  have  moukled  them  afrefli, 

Kemov'd  the  tough  fuperfluous  fleih. 

Taught  them  to  modulate  their  tongues. 

And  fpeak  without  tlie  help  of  lungs. 
Protfius  on  you  beftow'd  the  boon 
.    To  change  your  vifagc  like  the  moon  i 

You  fomctimes  half  a  face  produce, 
.    Keep  t*  other  half  for  private  ulie. 

How  fam'd  thy  condu6l  in  the  fight 
,    With  n<;rmes,  (on  of  Plcias.btight  I 

•Chtt- 


±n  SAVIFT'S      POEMS. 

Out-number*d,  half  cncompafs'd  round. 
You  ftrove  for  every  inch  of  ground  j 
Then,  by  a  foldierly  retreat, 
-Retir'd  to  your  imperial  feat. 
The  vi£Vor,  when  y<mr  fVeps  he  trac'd, 
^ound  all  the  realms  before  him  wafte~: 
You,  o*er  the  high  triumphal  arch 
Pontific,  made  your  glorious  march; 
The  wondrous  arch  behind  you  fell, 
•And  left  a  chafm  profound  as  hell : 
You,  in  your  capitol  fccur'd, 
A  fiege  as  long  as  Troy  endur'd. 

MARY   THE    COOK-MAID'S 
LETTER  TO  DR.    SHERIDAN.     1723. 

"TTTE  L L,  if  ever  I  fawfuch  another  man  (incc  my 

^  ^     mother  bound  my  head  ! 
You  a  gentleman  I  marry  come  up !   I  wonder  where 

you  were  bred. 
I  'm  fure  fuch  words  do  not  become  a  man  of  your  cloth; 
1  would  not  give  fuch  language  to  a  dog,  faith  and  troth. 
Yes,  you  calPd  my  mailer  a  knave :  fie,  Mr.  Sheridan ! 

*tis  a  ihame 
For  a  parfon,  who  ihould  know  better  things,  to  cdme 

out  with  fuch  a  name. 
Knave  in  your  teeth,  Mr.  Sheridan!  'tis  both *a  ihame 

-and  a  (in  $ 
And  the  Dean  my  mailer  is  an  honefter  man  than  you 

and  all  your  kin : 

He 
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He  has  more  goodnefs  in  his  little  iingeri  than  you  have 

in  your  whole  body  : 
My  mafter  is  a  parfonable  man,  and  not  a  fpindle-fhank'*^ 

hoddy-doddy. 
And  now,  whereby  I  find  you  would   fain  make   an 

excufe, 
Becaufe  my  mader  one  day,  in  anger,  call'd  you  goofe ; 
Which,  and  I  am  fure  I  have  been  his  fervant  four 

years  fince  O^ober, 
And  he  never  xall'd  me  worfe  than  '(weet-heart,  drunk 

or  fober  : 
Not  ifhat  I  know  his  reverence  was  ever  concerned  to 

my  knowledge. 
Though  you  and  your  come-rogues  keep  him  outfo  late 

in  your  college. 
You  fay  you  will  eat  grafs  on  his  grave :  a  chriftian  eat 

•grafs! 
Whereby  you  now  confefs  yourfelf  to  be  a  goofe  or  aa 

afs: 
But  that  *s  as  much  as  to  fay,  that  my  mafter  ihould  die 

before  ye ; 
Well,  well,  that  *s  as  God  pleafes;  and  I  don't  believe 

that 's  a  true  (lory  : 
And  fo  fay  I  told  you  fo,  and  you  may  go  tell  my 

mafter ;  what  care  I  ? 
And  I  don't  care  who  knows  it ;  *tis  all  one  to  Mary. 
Every  body  knowb  that  1  love  to  tell  truth,  and  ihame 

the  devil; 
I  am  but  a  poor  fervant ;  but  I  think  gentlefolks  ihould 

be  civiL 

Befides, 
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5e{ides>  you  found  fault  whh  our  vi£kuals  one  day  tbit 

you  was  here ; 
I  remember  it  was  on  a  TueiUay  of  all  days  in  the  year. 
And  Saunders  the  man  fays  you  are  .  always  joftiiig  and 

mocking : 
Mary,  faid  he,  (one  day  as  1  Vas  mending  my  mafter's 

locking;) 
My  mafter  is  fo  fond  of  that  mbiider  that  ke^s  tk^ 

fchool  — 
Itliought  my  mader  a -wife  man,  but  that  man  makes 

him  a  fool. 
Saunders,  faid  I,  I  wo9ld  aradier  than  a  quart  of  aile 
He  would  come  into  our  kitchen,  and  I  would  pin  t 

diih-clout  to  his  tail. 
And  now  I  muft  go,  and  get  Saunders  to  4irt$i  this, 

letter  j 
For  I  write  but  a  fad  fcrawl ;  but  my  fifler  Margst,  ihe 

Avrites  better.: 
Well,  but  I  mud  run  and  make  the  bed,  before  my 

mafter  comes  from  prayers ; 
And  fee  nox'^,  it  flrikes  ten,  and  I  hear  hkn  coming  up 

ftairs; 
Whereof  I  could  fay  more  to  your  ^rcrfes,  if  1 4:outd 

.write  written  hand : 
And  fo  I  remain,  in  a  civil  way/ your  fervant  to-com- 

•inand* 

MARY. 
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A    NEW-YEAR'S-GIFT 
FOR   BEC*     17434. 

Ti  E  T  U  R  NI N  G  Janus  now  j)rcparc$, 

-^^  For  Bee,  a  new  f<4>p]y  of  <:artSy 

Sent  in  a  bag  to  Do£^or  Swift, 

Who  thus  difplays  the  New-year's-gift. 
Firfty  tills. larg;e  parcel  brings  ygu  tidiBg« 

Of  our  good  Dean's  eternal  chidingsj 

Of  Nelly's  pcrtnefs,  Robin's  leaflngs. 

And  Sheridan's  perpetual  tcazings. 

This  box  is  cramaa'd  on  «very  fide 
'With  Stella's  magifterial  pride. 

Behold  a  cage  with  fparrows  iill'd, 

Firft  to  be  fondled,  then  be  kill'd. 

Now  to  this  hamper  I  invite  you, 

With  fix  imaginM  cares  to  fright  you. 

Here  in  this  bundle  Janus  fends 
-Concerns  by  thoufands  for  your  frfends  : 
And  here  's  a  pair  of  leathern  pokes, 
To  hold  your  cares  for  otiicr  folks. 
Here  from  this  barrel  you  may  broach 
A  peck  of  troubles  for  a  coach. 
This  ball  of  wax  your,  ears  will  darken. 
Still  to  be  curious,  never  hearken. 
J^cft  you  the  toWh  may  have  lefs  trouble  in, 
Bring  all  your  Quilca'sf  cares  to  Dublin, 
For  which  he  fends.- this  empty  fack  ; 
And  fo  take  all  upon  your  back. 

'  Mrs.  Dingley,  Stella's  friend  and  companion, 
t  A  country-houfe  of  Dr.  Sheridan. 

Vol.  I.  U  DINGLEV 
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DTNGLEY  AND  BRENT*. 

A         SONG, 

To  the  tune  of,  "  Ye  Commoos  and  Peers." 

T^  I N  G  L  E  Y  and  Brent, 

"*^  Wherever  they  went, 
:Kc'cr  minded  a  word  that  was  fpokett; 

Whatever  was  faid. 

They  ne*er  troubled  their  head, 
-Bat  laughed  at  their  own  (illy  joking. 

Should  Solomon  wife 

In  majcfty  rife. 
And  ihew  them  his  wit^nd  his; learning { 

They  never  would  hear, 

But  turn  the  deaf  <ear. 
As  a  matter  they  had  no.concem  in. 

You  tell  a  good  jcft. 

And  pleafe  all  the  reft.; 
Comes  Dingley,  and  afks  you,  What  was  it? 

And,  curious  to  khoiv, 

A  way.  (he  will  go 
J*o  feck  an  old  rag  in  th6  eldfet. 

*  Dn  Swift's  haok^ktspK. 

flro 


TO      STELLA,      1723-4. 
^Written  on  the  Day  of  her  Bihth,  but  not  on 

the  Subject,  when  I  wa&fick  in  Bed. 

'T^ORIWENTED  with  inccflant  painj, 

•*■    Can  I  dcvifc  poetic  drains  ? 
'Time  was,  when  1  could  yearly  pay 
"My  verfe  on  Stella's  native  day  : 
^'But  now,  unable  igrown  to  write, 
n  grieve  fhe  ever  faw  the  light. 
^Ungrateful !  (ince toher  I  owe 
'That  I  thefe  pains  can  undergo. 
''She  tends  me,  like  an  humble  Have 5 

And, 'whoir  indecently  I'.rave, 

When  out  my  brutilh  paflions  break, 
'With  gall  in  every  word!  fpeak, 

She,  with  foft  fpceeh,  my'  anguilh  chears. 

Or  melts  my  paflions  down  with  tears  : 

Although  'tis  eafy  to  defcry 
*^he  wants.  stfliHance  more  than' I  j 

Yet  feetns  to  feel  my  pains  alone. 

And  is  a  Stoic  in  her  own. 

When,  among  fcholars,  can  we  find 
•  So  foft,  and  yet  fo  firm  a  mind  ? 

All  accidents  of  life  confpire 

To  raifc  up  Stella's  virtue  higher ; 

Or  elfc  to  introduce  the  reft 

Which  had  been  latent  in  her  breaiL 

U  1  Hei' 
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Her  firmncfs  who  could  e'er  have  knowiv 
Had  fhc  not  evils  of  her  own  ? 
Her  kindnefs  who  could  ever  guefs. 
Had  not  her  friends  been  in  diftrefs  ? 
Whatever  bafe  returns  you  find 
From  me,  dear  Stella,  ftill  be  kind. 
In  your  own  heart  you  *11  reap  the  fruit. 
Though  I  continue  ftill  a  brute. 
But,  when  I  once  am  out  of  pain, 
I  promife  to  be  good  again  : 
Meantime,  your  other  jufler  friends 
Shall  for  my  follies  n^ake  amends : 
So  may  we  long  continue  thus, 
Admiring  you,  you  pitying  us. 

ON       .DREAMS. 
AN  IMITATION  OF  PETRONIU8. 

^*  Somnia  quae  mcntcsludunt  vdlitantibus  umbris,"  &c. 

'T^HOSE  dreams,  that  on  the  fiknt  night  intrude, 
-^    And  with  falfe  flitting  ihades  our  minds  delude;^ 
Jove  never  fends  us  .downward  from  the  flues  ; 
Nor  can  they  from  infernal  maniions  rife  j 
But  are  all  mere  produ£tions  of  the  brain. 
And  fools  confult  interpreters  in  vain. 

For,  ^when  in  bed  we  reft  our  vrezry  limbs. 
The  mind  unburden'd  fports  in  various  whims ; 
The  bufy  head  with  mimic  art  runs  o'er 
The  ficenes  and  actions  of  the  day  before. 

The 
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The  drowfy  tyrant,  by  his  minions  Icd^ 
To  regal  rage  devotes  fome  patriot^s  headl 
With  eqiial  terrors,  not  with  equal'  guilty 
The  murderer  dreams  of  all  th«  bleod  he  f^ilt. 

The  foldrer  fmiling  hears  tlic  widow's  cricsy 
And  (labs  the  fon  before  the  mother's  eyes. 
With  like  rcmorfe  his  brother  of  the  trade. 
The  butcher,  fells  the  lamb  beneatli  his  blade; 

The  (latefman  rakes  the  town  to  find  a  plot. 
And  dreams  of  forfeitures  by  treafon  got. 
Nor  lefs  Tom-t— d-man,  of  true  ftatefman  moldy 
Collefts  the  city  filth  in  fcarch  of  gold. 

Orphans  around  his  bed  the  liwyer  (teSf 
And  takes  the  plaintiff's  and  defendant's  fees. 
His  fellow  pick-purfe,  watching  for  a  job> 
.  Fancies  his  finger 's  in  the  cully's  fob. 

The  kind  phyfician  grants  the  hufband's  prayers,. 
Or  gives  relief  to  long-expc6ling  heirs. 
The  deeping  hangman  ties  the  fatal  noofe. 
Nor  unfuccefsful  Waits  for  dead  mens  ihoes. 

The  grave  divine,  with  knotty  points  perplext^ 
As  if  he  was  awake,  nods  o'er  his  text : 
While  the  fly  mountebank  attends  his  trade. 
Harangues  the  rabble,  and  h  better  paid. 

The  hireling  fenator  of  modern  days 
Bedaubs  the  guilty  great  with  naufeous  praifc  r 
And  Dick  the  fcavenger  with  equal  grace: 
Flirts  from  his  cait  the  mud  in  *****  's  face. 

U  3.  WHIT- 
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WHITSHED^S*     MQTTa^ 
ON    HIS    COACH.   1724.. 

r  rSERTAS^  et  nataUfolums 

Fine  words !  I  wonder  whfere  you  Aole*  'eiiii  . 
.  Could  nothing  but  thy  chief  reproach 
Serve  for  a  motto  on  thy  coach  ? 
But  let  me  now  the  words  tranftate : 
Natalejolum^  my  eftate  j 
My  dear  eftate,  how  well  1  love  it  f 
My  tenants,  if  yoi»  doubt,  will  prove  it;. 
They  fwear  I  am  Jo  kind'  and  good, 
I  hug.  them,  till  I  fqueeze  their  blood.  ^ 

Libert  as  bears  a  large  invport : 
Firft,  how  to  fwagger«in  a  court  j  „ 
Aad,  fecondly,  to  (hew  my  fury 
Againft  an  un-complying jury; : 
And,  thirdly,  *tis  a  new  invention,  . 
To  favour  Wood,  and  keep  my  penfion ;-; 
And,  fourthly,  'tis  to  play  an  odd  trick. 
Get  tlic  great  feal,  and  turn  out  Broderick^j 
And,  fifthly,  (you  know  whom  I  mean) 
To  huhnble  that  vexatious  Dean ; 
And,  fixthly,  for  my  foul,  to  barter  it 
For  fifty  times  its  worth  ta  Carteret  f* 

*  The  chief  juftice  who  profccutcd  the  Df-apicr/- 
t  Lord  lieutenant  of.  Ireland. 

Novv>r. 
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Now,  fmce  your  motto  thus  yoa  conftruc, 
I-muft  confcfs  you  Vc  fpoken  once  true 
Liber tas  et  natale  folum  t 
You  had  good  reafon,  when  ypafiole  'em*  < 

S^t  by  Dr.  DEL  ANY  to  Dr.  SWIFT,' 

In  order  to  be  admitted  to  fpeak  to  him, 

when  he  was  deaf,  1724. 

"pVEAR  fir,  I  think  'tis  doubly  hard, 

^^  Your  ears  and  doors  ihould  both  be  barr'd. 

Can  any  thing  be  more  unkind  ? 

Muft  I  not  fee,  'caufe  you  are  blind  ? ' 

Methinks  a  friend  at  niglit  fHould  cheer  youf - 

A  friend  thatioves  to  fee  and  hear  you. 

Why  am  I  robb*d  of  that  delight. 

When  you  can  be  no  lofer  by  *t  ? 

Nay,  when  'tis  plain  (for  what  is  plainer  ?)  " 

That,  if  you  heard,  you'd  be  no  gainer? 

For  fure  you  are  not  yet  to  leim. 

That  hearing  is  not  your  concern. 

Then  be  your  doors  no  longer  barr'd  : 

Your  bulinefis,  lir,  is  to  be  heard.. 

THE         A    N    S    VV    E    R. . 

npHE  wife  pretend  to  make  it  clear, 
-*"   Tis  no  great  lofs  to  lofe  an  ean 
Why  are  we  then  fo  fond  of  two. 
When  by  experience  one  would  da? 

U  4;  >Ti$ 
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*Tis  true,  fay  they,  cut  off  the  head, 
And  there 's  an  end ;  the  man  is  dead ; 
Becaufe,  among  all  human  race. 
None  e'er  was  known  to  have  a  brace  : 
But  confidently  they  maintain. 
That  where  we  find  the  members  twain^ . 
The  lofs  of  one  is  no  fueh  trouble,    . 
Since  t'other  will  in  flrcngth  be  double. 
The  limb  furviving,  you  may  fwear. 
Becomes  his  brother's  lawful  heir  : 
Thus,  for  a  trial,  let  me  beg  of 
Tour  reverence  but  to  cut  one  leg  off, . 
And  you  Ihall  find,  by  this  device 
The  other  will  be  flronger  twice ; 
For  every  day  you  flxall  be  gainuig 
New  vigour  to  the  leg  remaining. 
So,  when  an  eye  has  loft  its  brother,. 
You  fee  the  better  with  the  otlicr. 
Cut  off  your  hand,  and  you  may  do 
With  t'other  hand  the  work  of  two : 
Becaufe  the  foul  her  power  contrafts,. 
And  on  the  brother  limb  re-aQs. 

But  yet  the  point  is  not  fo  clear  in 
Another  cafe,  the  fenfe  of  hearing  : 
For,  though  the  place  of  either  ear 
Be  diftant,  as  one  head  can  bear  ; 
Yet  Galen  moft  acutely  ihews  you, 
(Confult  his  book  de  par  Hum  ufu) 
Hiat  from  each  ear,  as  he  obferves,. 
There  creep  two  auditory  nerves. 

Not 
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Not  to  be  feen  without  a  glafs, 

Which  near  the  osfitrofum  pais } 

Thence  to  the  neck  j  and  inoving  thorow  there 

One  goes  to  this,  and  one  to  t'other  ear; 

Which  made  my  grand-darae  always  flufFher  cars^ 

Both  right  and  left,  as  fellow-fufFerers. 

You  fee  my  learning  ;  but,  to  fhorten  it, . 

When  my  left  ear  was  deaf  a  fortnight. 

To  t'other  ear  I  felt  it  coming  on  : 

And  thus  I  folve  this  \\2X^ phdeimnett%n. 

'Tis  true,  a  glafs  will  bring  fupplies  • 

To  weak,  or  old,  or  clouded  eyes  : 
Your  arms,  though  both  your  eyes  were  loft. 
Would  guard  your  nofe  againft  a  poft : 
Without  your  legs,  two  legs  of  wood 
Are  ftrongcr  and  almoft  as  good  t 
And  as  for  hands,  there  have  been  thofe 
Who,  wanting  both,  have  us*d  their  toes  *. 
But  no  contrivance  yet  appears 
To  furnifh  artificial  ears. 

A  QUIET  LIFE  AND  A  GOOD  NAME* 
To  a  Friend  who  married  a  Shrew.  1724..^ 

"^TELL  fcolded  in  fo  loud  a  din, 
•^       That  Will  durft  hardly  venture  in : . 
He  markt  tlie  conjugal  difputej 
Nell  roar'd  inccflant,  Dick  fat  mute ; 

^  There  have  been  inftanccs  of  a  man's  writing  With 
his  foot. 
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But,  when  he  faw  his  friend  appear, 
Cry'd  bravely,  Patience,  good  my  dear  I 
JVt  fight  of  Will,  fhe  bawPd  no  more. 
But  hurry'd  out,  and  clapt  the  door. 

Why  Dick  !  the. devil's  in  thy  Nell, 
(Q^oth  Will)  thy  houfe  h  wor&  than  hell : . 
Why  what  a  peal  the  jade  has  rung ! 
D— n  her,  wiiy  don*t  you  fUt  her  tongue  I 
Fbt  nothing  elfe  will  make  it;  ceafe. 
Dear  W^l,  liiiffer  this  for  peace  : 
I  never  quarrel  with  my  wife ; 
I  bear  it  for  a  quiet  life* 
Scripture,  you  know,  exhorts  us  to  it ; . 
Bids  us  to/eei  peace f  ^nd  enfue  it. 

Will  went  again  to  viiit  Dick ; 
And  entering  in  the  very  nick. 
He  faw  virago  Nell  belabour, 
Withr Dick's  own  flatf,  his  peaceful  neighbour: : 
Poor  Will,  who  needs  mud  interpofe, 
Received  a  brace  or  two  of  blows. 

But  now,  to  make  my  ftory  fhort, 
WiU  drew  out  Dick  to  take  a  qijart. 
Why,  Dick*,  thy  wife"  has  deviUfh  whims  ; 
Ods-bnds!  why  don't  you  break  her  limbs  ? 
If  fhe  were  mine,  and  had  fuch  tricks, . 
I  'd  teach  her  how  to  handle  flicks: 
Z— ds  !  I  "Would  fhip  her  to  Jamaica,. 
Or  truck  the  carrion  for  tobacco  t 
I M  fend  her  far  enough  away—  . 

Pear.  Will^  but  what  would  people  fay  ? 

Lordi 
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Lord  !  I  fliould  get  fo  ill  a  name, 

The  neighbours  round  would  cry  out  fhamc» 

Dick  fufFcr'd  for  his  peace- amf  credit ; 
But  who  bcliev'd  him,  when  he.faid  it? 
Can  he,  who  makes  himfelf  a  ilave,. 
Confu!t  his  peace,  or  credit  favc  ?  * 
Dick  found  it  by  his  iU  fucopfs, . 
His  quiet  fmall,  his  credit  lefs^ 
She  ferv'd  him  at  the  ufual  rate  $ . 
She  ftunn'd,  and  then  fhie  broke,  his  pate<s  * 
And,  what  he  thought  the  hardeft  cafiby. 
The  parifh  jeer'd  him  to  his  face ; 
Thofe  menf  who  wore  the  breeches  leady . 
Oill'd  iiim  a  cuckold,  .fool>  and  beafl;* 
At  home  he  was  purfued  with  noife.^  , 
Abroad  was  pefter'd  by  the  boyst 
Within,  his  wife  would  break  his  bones ; 
Without,  .they  pelted  him  with  ilones  : 
The  'prentices  procur'd  a  riding  *, 
To  aft  his  patience, ..and  her  chiding.  - 

FAlfe  patience  and  miilaken  prid&! 
There  are  ten  thoufand  Dicks  beiide; 
Slaves  to  their  quiet  and  good  name. 
Are  us*d  like  Dick,  and  bear  the  blame. 

*  A  well-known  humourous  cavalcade,  in  ndicxile  of 
aicolding  wife  .and  hen-pecked  huiband. 
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THE  BIRTH  OF  MANLY  VIRTUE. 

Infcribed  to  Lord  Carteset,  1724. 

•*  Gratior  &  pulchro  veniens  in  corpore  "yimis*"  VxRC» 

/^NCE  on  a  time,  a  righteous  Sage^ 
^^  Griev*d  at  the  vices  of  the  age. 
Applied  to  Jove  with  fervent  prayer : 

«<  O  Jote,  if  Virtwc  be  fotfair 
^  As  it  was  deem'd  in  former  days 
"  By  Plato  and  by  Socrates, 
**  V/hok  beauties  mortal  eyes  efcape, 
"  Only  for  want  of  outward  ihape  ; 
"  Make  then  its  real  excellence, 
•*  For  once,  the  theme  of  human  fcnffc ; 
«  So  (hall  the  eye,  by  form  confin'd, 
"  Dire£i:  and  fix  the  wandering  mind; 
**  And  long-deluded  mortals  fee 
«  With  rapture  what  they  us'd  to  flee." 

Jove  grants  the  pfajrcr,  gives  Virtue  bnrth>. 
And  bids  him  blefs  and  mend  the  earth. 
Behold  him  blooming  freih  and  fair» 
Now  made— ^e  gods— a  fon  and  heir : 
-  An  heir ;  and»  ffaranger  yet  to-hear^ 
An  heir,  an  orphan  of  a  peer ; 
But  prodigies  arc  wrought,  to  prove 
Nothing  impoiTible  to  Jove. 

Vinuc  was  for  this  fex  de(ign?d 
In  mild  reproof  to  woman>kind  i 
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In  manly  form  to  let  them  fee. 

The  lovelincfs  of  modefly. 

The  thouiiEmd  deceoeies  that. i2M»e 

"With  lelTcii'd  luftrc  in  th^ir  o«m  j 

'Which  few  had  leam'd  enough  to  prize. 

And  fome  tlKMight  modiih  to  defpife. 

To  make  his  merit  more  diicer&'d^ 
He  goes  to  ichool-^'4ie  xeads«— is  Isam'd ; 
Rais'd  hjghy  above  his  birth,  by  knowledge 
Jle  fhines  diftinguifli'd  in  a  collegfi  5 
Refolv'd  nor  honour,  nor  eftate, 
Hirafelf  alone  fhould  make  him  great. 
Hete  icon  for.  every  art  renown'dy 
His  influence. is  diftis'd  around  i 
Th*  inferior  youth,  to  learnidg  le<|« 
l>efs  to  be  fam'd  than  ta  be  M, 
Behold  the  glory  he  has  Won,  '• 

And  blufh  to  fee  themfelvies  outdone  j 
And  now,  inflam'd  with  rival  rage. 
In  fcientific  ftrife  engage, 
Engage ;  and,  in  ihe  glorious  ftrifc. 
The  arts  ncw-kindle  into  life. 

Here  would  our  Hero  ever  dwell, 
'.Fix'd  in  a  lonely  learned  cell  j 
Contented  to  be  truly  great, 
■In  Virtue's  beft-belov*d  retreat; 
Contented  he— but  Fate  ordains. 
He  now  ihall  fhine  in  nobler  fcenes 
(Rais'd  high,  like  fome  celeflial  fire, 
To  fhine  the  more,  ilill  riling  higher),  j 

Compleatly 
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CcMDplcatly  fonii'4  in  cray  pan. 
To  wio  the  ibul,  and  glad  the  heaiu 
The  powerful  race,  the  gncthd  mien, 
Ixrvely  alike,  or  beard,  or  feea ; 
The  out%vard  form  aad  inward  Tie* 
HU  foul  bright  beaonng  fron  hit  cye^ 
.Bnnobling  every  ad  and  air, 
Witli  jtifty  And  generous,  andfinceic;. 
Accompliih'd  thus,  his  next  icfSMt 
Is  to  the  council  and  the  court. 
Where  Virtue  is  in  kaft  repute. 
And  Intereft  the  one  purfuic ; 
Where  right  and  wrotfg.  are  bought  and  £Ai, 
•Birter'd  for  beauty,  and  for  gold  s 
■Here  Manly  Virtue,  even  here, 
Pleas'd  in  the  perfon  of  a  peer, 
^  peer ;  a  fcarcely-bearded  youth. 
Who  talked  ^f  juilice  and  of  truth* 
Of  innocence  theiureil  guard. 
Tales  here  forgot,  or  yet  unheard ; 
That  he  alone  defcrv'd  efteem, 
Who  was  the  man  he'wilh'd  to-fceoif 
Call'd  it  unmanly->.aQd  unwifie. 
To  lurk  behind  a  mean  difguife; 
(Ciivc  frauilful  Vice  tlie  maik  and Ycceen* 
'Tis  Virtue's  inteied  k>  befeeni) 
Caird  want  of  ihame  a  want,  of  fenfe. 
And  found,  in  bluHies,  eloquence. 

1'hus,  ailing  what  he  taught  fo  well, 
lie  drew  dumb  Mciit  from. her  cell, 
5 


BIRTH  OF  MANLY  VIRTUE*       loj 

'Led  with  amaziftg  heart  along 

•  The  bafliful  dame,  and  loosed  her  tongue; 
And,  whilfthe  made  her  value  known. 
Yet  more  difplay'd  and-  rsttS*d  kis  ■own. 

Thus  young,  thus  proof  to  all  temptation^, 
.  He  rife*  to-  the  higheft  ftations 

•  (For  where  high  honour  is  the  prize. 
True  Virtue  has  a  right  to  rife)  : 
Let  courtly  flaves  low  bend,  the  knee 
To  Wealth  and  Vice  in  higb  degree:: 

.Exalted  Worth -difdains  tx)  owe   . 
Its  grandeur  to  its  greateft  foe. 

Now  rais*d  on  high,  fee  Virtue  (hows 
'  The  godlike  ends  for  which  herofe  j 
:For  him,  let  proud  Ambition  know 
The  height  of  glory  here  below, 
•<5randeur,  by  goodnefs  madecompleati 
To  blefs,  is  truly  to  be  great ! 
He  taught  how  -men  to  honour  riie. 
Like  gilded  vapours  to  the  ikies. 
Which,  howfoever  they  difplay 
Their  glory  from,  the  god  of  day. 
Their  nobleft  ufe  is  to  abate 
"His  dangerous  excefs  of  heat. 
To  (hield  the.  infant  fruits  and  flowers, 
•And  blefs  the  eanh  with  genial  ihowers. 
Now  change  ihe  fcene  ;  a  nobler  care 
Demands  him  in  a.  higher  fphere  *  : 

•  Lord  Carteret  had  the  honour  of  me6iating*pcace 
"lor  Sweden  with  Denmark  and  with  the  Czar. 

Diftiefs 
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Diftrefs  of  nations  calls  faioi  hencCy 

Permitted  fo  by  Providence  j 

For  models,  made  to  mend  ovr  kinid* 

tTo  no  one  clime  ihould  be  confio'dj 

And  Manly  Virtue,  like  the  fun. 

His  courfe  of  glorious  toils  ihould  runs 

Alike  dif]^fing  in  Jiis  flight 

<^ongenial  joy,  and  life,  and  light* 

Pale  Envy  (ickens,  Error^cs, 

And  Difcord  in  his  prefence  -dies  ; 

Oppreflion  hides  with  guilty  dread, 

And  Merit  rears  her  drooping  head ; 

The  arts  revive,  the  vallies  (ing. 

And  winter  foftens  into  fpring  : 

The  wondering  world,  where'er  he  xnovei^ 

With  new  delight  looks  up  and  lovee  j 

One  fex  confenting  to  admire, 

Nor  lefs  the  other  to  defire  j 

Whilft  he,  though  feated  on  4i  throne. 

Confines  Ivis  love  to  one  alone  ; 

The  reft  condemned,  with  rival  voice 

Repining,  do  applaud  his  choice. 

Fame  now  reports,  the  Weftem  Ifle 
Is  made  his  manfion  for  a  while^ 
Whofe  anxious  natives  night  and  day 
(Happy  beneath  his  righteous  fway) 
Weary  the  gods  with  ceafelcfs  prayer. 
To  blcfs  him,  and  to  keep  him  ther^; 
And  claim  it  as.  a  debt  from  fate, 
Too  lately  found,  xq  Ijojfe  I>ini  Ute. 

3  '  VERS] 


yERSES  on  the  .UPRIGHT  JUDGE, 
•who  condemned  the  D R A P I E R'S  PRINTER. 

'Y^HE  church  Lhate,-and  h»re  good  reafons 
**•    For  tfccre  my  grandfirc  cut-hii  weazand : 
iHe  cut  his  weazand  at  the  altar ; 
^•I  keep.my  gullet  for  the  Jialter. 

O  N     Tfl  E     S  A  ME. 

■TN  church  your  grandiire  cut  his  throat : 
'        To. do  the  job,  too  long  he  tarry ^ : 
.'He  ihould  have  had  my  hearty- vote, 
•To  cut  his  throat^befbre  he  ma^ry'd. 

ON     T  H  E     S  A  M  E. 

(The  Judge  fpeiiks.) 

T  'M  not  the  grandibn  of  that  afs  ♦Qsjin  j 
■*•  Nor  can  you  prove  it,  Mr.  Pafquin,- 
My  grand-damc  had  gallants  by  twenties. 
And  bore  my  mother  by  a  'prentice. 
This  when  my  grandfirc  knew,  they  tell  us  he 
In  Chrift-church  cut  his  throat  for  jcaloufy. 
And,  (ince  the  alderman  was  mad  you  fay, 
Then  I  mud  be  (b  too,  ex  traduct. 

•  An  aWerman 
Vol.  I.  X  RIDDLES, 
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RIDDLES, 

BY  DR.   SWIFT  AND  HIS  FllIENDS, 
Written  in  or  about  die  Year   ryi^ 
I.  On  a  Pejt. 
TN  youth  exalted  high  in  air, 
-■•  Or  bathing  in  the  waters  fair, 
'  Nature  to  form  me  took  delight. 
And  clad  my  body  all  in  white, 
My  pcrfon  tall,  and  ilender  waift. 
On  cither  fide  with  fringes  graced ; 
Till  me  that  tyrant  man  cfpy'd. 
And  dragg'd  me  from  my  modier*s  iidc  : 
No  wonder  now  I  look  fo  thin ; 
The  tyrant  ftript  me  to  the  ikin : 
My  ikin  he  flay'd,  my  hair  he  ctlopt; 
At  head  and  foot  my  body  lopt: 
And  then,  with  heart  more  hard  than  ftonc. 
He  pick'd  my  marrow  from  the  bone. 
To  vex  me  nioit,  he  took  a  freak 
To  flit  my  tongue,  and  make  me  fpcak :       ; 
But,  that  wluch  wonderful  appears, 
I  fpeak  to  eyes,  and  not  to  ears. 
He  oft' erapbys  me  in  difguife. 
And  makes  me  tell  a  thouiand.lies : 
To  me  he  chiefly  gives  in  trufl 
To  pleafc  his  malice  or  his  luft. 
From  me  no  fecret  he  can  hide ; 
I  fee  his  vanity  and  pride  r 

And 
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And  my  delight  is  to  «xpofe 
His  follies  to  his  greateft  foes* 

All  langytges  I  can  command. 
Yet  not  a  word  I  undca-ftand. 
Without  mj^  aid,  the  beft  divine 
In  learning  would  not  knew  a  line^ 
The  lawyer  muft  forget  his  pleading; 
The  fcholar  cotild  not  ihew  his  reading. 

Nay  i  man  my  mailer  is  my  Have  : 
I  give  command  to  kill  or  fare. 
Can  grant  ten  thoufand  pounds  a  ycaii* 
And  make  a  beggar's  brat  a  peer. 
r  But,  while  -I  thus  my  life  relatCt 
I  only  haften  dn  my  fate. 
My  tongne  is  black,  my  mouth  is  fiurr'% 
1  hardly  now  ctci  "fiorcera  word. 
:I  die  unpitied  and  forgot. 
And  on  fome  dunghill  left  to  rot, 

II.  On  Gold.' 

A  LL-miling  tyrant  of  the  earth,.       Vf 
'  ^^Jr  To  vilcft  (laves  I  owe  rcy  birth. 
How  is  the  ^reateft  monarch  bleft,  ^ 

When  in  my  gawdy  livery  drcft  !  :•  *^ 

No  haughty  nymph  has  power  to  run 
From  me ;  or  my  embraces  fliiin. 
'^t^b'd  to  the  heart,  condemned  to  flame, 
My  conflancy  is  (till  the  fame. 
The  favourite  meiTcoger  of  Jove, 
And  Lemnian  God,  confulting  ftrove 

X  2  Tf> 
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To  make  me  glorious  to  the  (igbc 
Of  mortals,  and  the  Gods  delight. 
Soon  would  their  altan'  flame  txfinp 
If  I  refus'd  to  lend  them  fiie. 

III. 

"D  Y  fate  exalted  bigb  in  place, 
-*-^  Lo,  here  I  (land  with  doMtfttcii 
Superior  none  on  earth  I  find ; 
But  fee  heUi^  mt  all  mankind. 
Yet,  as  it  oft*  attends  the  great, 
I  almoft>£«i  with  my  own  'waght* 
At  every  motion  andertook. 
The  vulgar  all  coofult  my  Mtl 
I  fomedmes  give  advice  in  nuriimg^ 
But  never  of  my  own  inM^g. 

I  am  a  courtier  in  my  way; 
For  thofe  who  rais'ii  me,  I  ^ffnrf ; 
And  fome  give  out,  that  I  entice 
To  luft,  and  luxury,  and  dioe; 
Who  puniihmepts  on  me  inflict, 
Becaufe  they. find  their  pockets  pickt;  i*     , 

By  riding  poft,  I  lofe  my  health; 
And  only  to  get  others  wealth. 

» 
IV.  Oathe  BasTfiiioRa* 

T>  EC  A  USE  I  am  by  nature  hiintfp 
•*-*  .1  wifely  chufe  to  walk  hebinfll 
However,  to  avoid  difgrace, 
I  let  no  creature  fee.myySicry 


-* 
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My  ^ords  are  few,  but  fpoke  withy?»/>j 
And  yet  my /peaking  gives  offence  t 
OXfi  if  to  'wbijper  I  prefume, 
The  company  will  fly  the  room.' 
By  all  the  wo|rld  I  am  oppreft  7 
'And  my  oppreffion  gives  them  reft*. 

Through  me,  though  fore  againft  my  Vill, 
InftruSors  every  art  inftiL 
By  thoufands  1  zmfold  and  bought^ . 
Who  neither  get  nor  lofe  a  groat ; 
l>'br  none,  alas  !  by  me  can  gain,    • 
But  thofe  whpgive  me  greatefl  p^u. 
Shall  man  prefume  to  be  my  mafler, 
Wh6*s  but  ihy  caterer. scad  t after  f 
Yet,  though  I  alwa^'s  have  my  \YilI9  * 
I  *m  but  a  4Xieer  depender  fUll  5        , 
An  humble  hanger-cn  at  bcrt  j  - 
Of  whom  all  people  make  ajeft,^ 

In  me  detra6tors  feck  to  find- 
Two  vices  of  a  different  kind  : 
I  *m  too  profufe,  fome  cenfurcrs  cry. 
And  all  1  get,  I  let  ttflj  i 
While  others  give  me  many  a  curfe, 
Bccaufe  too  clofe  I  hold  my  furje,  . 
But  this  I  know,  in  either  cafe 
They  dare  not  charge  me  to  vny  face. 
Tis  true  indeed^  fometimcs  \farvey 
Sometimes  run  out  of  all  I  have  ; 
But,  when  the  year  is  at  an  end, 
Computing  what  \  get  zndfpendy 

X  3  My 
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My  goings^out,  and  comtngs^inf 

I  cannot  find  I  lofe  or  win ; 

And  therefcre  all  that  know  mc  fay, 

I  jultly  keep  ih.t,  middle  ivay, 

I  'm  always  by  my  betters  led  ; 

I  laft  get  up,  and  firft  a-bed ; 

Though,  if  I  rife  brfore  my  timef 

The  learn'd  in  Sciences  fublirac 

Confult  the  Aars,  and  thence  foretcl 

Good  luck  to  thofe  with  whom  I  dwell, 

V.  On  a  Horn.  ^ 

.*«■ 

'T^HE  jjby  of  nrtan,  the  pride  of  brute  v 
•*■    Domcfiic  fubjcft  for  difpuics> 
Of  plenty  thou.  the.  emblem  fair, 
KAdorh'd  by  nymphs  with  all  tlieir  care !' 
I  faw  thee  raised  to  high  renown, 
Supporting  h^lf  the  Britifb  crown ;.  ■ 
And  often  have  I  £een  thee  grace 
The  cbade  Diana'^  infant  face  ; 
And  whcnfoe'er  you  pleafe  to  ikine, 
Lefs  ufeful  is  her  light  than  thine  t 
Thy  numerous  fingers  know  their  way. 
And  oft*  in  Celia*^B  trcffes  play. 

To  place  thee  in  another  vicw>    • 
I  '11  (hew  the  world  ftrange  things  and  true  ; 
What  lords  and  dames  of  high  degree 
May  juftly  claim  their  birth  from  tltee. 
The  foul  of  man  with  fplecn  you  vex  s 
Of  fnkea  you  cure  the  female  fex.   *- 

The* 
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Thee  for  a  gift  the  courtier  fends 
With  pleaAyre  t^his  fpecial  friends  : 
He  gives,  and,  with  a  generous  pnde» 
Contrives  all  means  the  gift  to  hide  : 
Nor  oft*  can  the  receiver  know. 
Whether  he  has  the  gift  or  no. 
On  airy  wings  you  take  y^ur  fUghtt 
And  fly  unfeen  both  day-  and  night.; 
Conceal  your  form  with  various  tricks.; 
And  few  know  how  or  where  you  5x : 
Yet  foine,  who  ne'er  beftaw'd  thee,  boaft 
That  they  to  others  give  thee  moiii:. 
Mean  time,  the  wife  a  quefUon  fl«r^ 
If  thou  a  real  being  art ;  ^ 

Or  but  a  creature  of  the  brjun^ 
That  gives  imaginary  pain  > 
But  th^.fly  giver  better  knows  thee; 
Who  feels  true  joys  when  ha  bellows  tbeq. 

VL  On  a  Coeksceew. 

npHOUGH  I,  alas  F  a  fftifoner  bei 
"■•    My  trade  is  prifonprs  to  fet  ftfee. 
No  flave  his  lord's  conocnands  oWys 
With  fuch  infinuating  ways.. 
My  genius  pUrcing,  Jharp^  and  brigbty 
Wherein  the  men  of  wit  delight. 
The  clergy  keep  me  for  their  eafc, 
And  turn  and  *wind  mc  as  thay  pJea£e,. 
A  new  and  wondrous  art  I  Ihow  * 
Of  rai(ing  fpirits  from  below ;  ^  " ' 

•  X4  II, 
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\fkfearUt  fomc,  ^d  ibme  in  nvbitex 
They  tife,  walk  TouDdy  yet  never  finglit* 
In  at  each  amir/^  ihc/piriu  pafsy 
Diflio6tly  fcen  as  throogh  a  glafs  : 
O'er  hfoJ  and  ^^  make  a  rout, 
And  drive  at  lad  zW/eerets  out : 
And  ftilly  the  more  I  ihow  my  art^, . 
The  more  they  opfH  every  hearu 

A  greater  chemiil  none  than  I, 
Wlio  from  materials  bard  and  dry 
Have  taught  men  to  extraS  with  flcill  • 
More  precious  juice  than-from  a  (lilL 

Although  I  'm  often  out  qfeafe^ 
I  'm  not  afham'd  to  (how- mj  face. 
Though  at  the  tables  of  the  great 
I  near  the  fide-board  take  my-  feat ; 
Yet  the  plain  'fquire,  when  dinner 's  doiie^ 
Is  never  pleas'd  till  I  make  one  r 
He  kindly  bids  me  near  him  iland } 
And  often  takes  me  by  the  band, 

I  twice  a  day  a  bmitiag  go ; 
Nor  ever  fail  tbfehu  neyfoe ; 
Andy  when  I  have  him  by  the  f^e^  ~ 
I  drag  him  upwards  from  his  b%U ; 
Though  fome  are  of  fo  ftubbom  kind,.. 
1  'm  forc'd  to  leave  a  Umh  behind. 

I  hourly  wait  fome  faul  end ; 
For  I  can  breah^  bvt  fcom  to  bend. 


VILThc 
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VII. 

The  GuLPH  of  all  Human  Possessions*  . 

^0M£  hither,  and  behold  the  fruits, 

^^  Vain'inan  !  of  all  thy  vwn  purfuics.  - 

Take  wife  advice,  and  look  bebMf^ 

Bring  aMpaft  actions. to  thy  mind.  ... 

Here  you  may  fee,  as  in  a|;lafs. 

How  foon  all  human  pleafures  pafs. .  ^ 

How  will  it  mortify  thy  pride, 

To  turn  the  true  impartial  fide  I 

How  will  your  eyes  contain  their  tears^  < 

When  all  the.  fad  r#^/i;y2r  appears  I 

This  cave  within  its  womh  confines.  . 
The  laft  refult  of  all  dcfigns  :  -  ^* 

Bere  He  depoiked  the  fpoils 
Of  bufy  mortals'  «ndiefs  toils  : 
Here,  with  an  eafy  fearch,  we  find  ; 
The  foul  corruptiotu  of  mankind. 
The  wretched  pufchafe  here  behold 
Of  traitors,  who  their  country  fold. 

This,  gulph  infatiable  imbibes 
The  lawyer's  fees,  tlie  Aatefman's  bribes.  - 
Here,  in  tlieir  proper  (hape  and  mien, 
Frarud,  perjury,  and  guilt,  are  feen.. 

Necefli(y,  the  tyrant's  law, , 
All  human  race  muft  liither  draw  $ 
All  prompted  by  the  fame  defire^ 
The  vigorous  youths  and  aged  fire« 

Behold, 
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Behold,  the  coward  and  the  brave^ 
The  haughty  prince,  the  humble  flave, 
Phyiician,  lawyer,  and  divine, 
AM  make  oblations  at  this  fhrihe. 
Some  enter  boldly,  fome  by  fbe^th^ 
And  leave  behind  thffir-  fruiclcfs  weikh. 
For,  while  the  baihiiil  iylxauk  maid,. 
As  half  afliam'd^  and  half  afraid. 
Approaching  iinds  it  hard  to{>ait 
With  that  wktch,  dwelt  fb  mar  ber  bsart^ 
The  courtly  dame,  uomovM  hy  fu'Er, 
Frofufely  pours  llcr  qfftjtings  hcr& 

A  treafurs  here  of  Itarmag  lurks. 
Huge  heaps  of  never-dying  works  t 
]L>abours  o£  maay  an  ancient  fage, 
An^ftnillions  of  the  prefent  age. 

In  at  this  gulph  all  offerings  pa6>. 
And  lie  an  undif\inguiih*d  mafs. 
Deucalion,  to  reftore  Baankind, 
Was  bid  to  throw  the  ftoncs  kehindi 
So  thofc  who-  here  their  gifts  convey      ' 
Are  forc'd  to  Iwk  another  <iv^; 
Fbr  few,  a  chofeft  few,  muft  know 
The  myftcries  diat  He  bclowi 

Sad  chamel-houie !  a  difinai  dome. 
For  which  all  mortals  leave  theii  hone  f 
The  young,  the  beautiful,  and  bravo,. 
Here  bury'd  ia  «ne  common  gravel 
Where  each  fupply  ©f  dead  renews 
Unwholcfom«:-4^i»f^  (fem/kve-  difMs  ^ 


Aac 
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And  lo  !  the  ^writing  on  tbiiVtfaUs 
Points  out  where  each  new  *tn&fm  falls ; 
Th^fogd  ofnuorms  and  beaib  obfcone^ 
Who  round  the  vaub  luxuriant  reign. 

See  where  diofs  mangled  covp^  lie^ 
Condemned  by  female  hands  to  die  \ 
A  comely  dame,  once  clkd  in  whho>.  ^ 
Lies  there  confign'd  to  endlefs  night  r 
By  cruel  hands  her.  blood  was  fpik. 
And  yet  her  ivealtb  was  all  h«r  ^niln. 

And  here  fix  virgins  in  a  tomb. 
All-beauteous  offspring  of  one  womb^ 
Oft'  in  the  train  of  Venils  feen^. 
As  fair  and  lovely  as  d!ieir  :qu6eit :: 
In  royal  garments  each  was  dreft, 
Each  with  a^gold  and  purple  veft;< 
I  faw  them  of  their  garments  fbipt. 
Their  throats  were  cut>  their  bellies  ript^ 
TiJuice  were  they  buryM,  tfwite  were  borD>. 
Twice  from  their  fcpulchres  were  torn ; 
But  now  difmember*d  here  are  caft, 
And  find  a  refling-place  at  lad. 

Here  oft*  the  curious  traveler  finds 
The  combat  of  oppofing  nuinds  : 
And  fceks  to  learn  die  fecret  caufe^. 
Which  alien  fcems  from  nature's  laws  j. 
Why  ^  this  cave's  tremendous  «rff«/i&, . 
He  feels  at  once  both  nortif  zndfii^b.: 
Whether  the  winds,  in  caverns  pent. 
Through  e(ejfs  oppugoant  foic&'a  rent : 

Of 


Or  whether,  opening  all  buflonSf 
Fierce  .£olus  in  temped  roars. 

Yet,  from  this  mingled  mafs  of  things^ . 
In  time  a  new  creation  fprings. 
Thefe  crude  materials  once  ihall  rifb 
To  fill  the  earth,  and  air,  and  ikies  :  - 
In  various  forms  appear  again, 
Of  vegetables,  brutes,  and  men. 
So  Jove  pronounc'd  among  the  gods>  . 
Olympus  trembling  ai  he  nods. 

.      VIII. 
LOUISA*   to  STREPHON;. 

AH  !  Strephon,  how  can  you  dcfpifc 
Her,  wha  without  thy  pity  dies-^ 
To  Strephon  1.  ha^re  fliU  been  true, 
And  of  as  noble  blood  as  you  i  . 
Fair  iflue  of  the  genial  bed, 
A  vir^n  in  thy  lx>rom  bred ; 
£mbnic*d  thee  cloifer  than  a  wife  ; 
When  thee  I  leave,  1  leave  my  lifci.- 
Why  ihould  iny  fliepherd  take  amifs». .    . 
That  oft'  I  wake  thee  with  a  kiCs  } 
Yet  you  of  every  kifs  /x>mplain ; 
Ak!  is  not  love  a  pleaGng  pain  ?  ^    .  i  . 

A  pain  which  every  liappy  night  . 
You  cure  with  eafe  and  with  delight  f  ■        '      ' 

*  This  Riddle  is  folved  by.  an  Anagrm, 

With 
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^^Wiih  plcafure,  as  the  poet  fings, 
•  Too  great  for  mortals  Icfs  than  kings. 
Cloe,  when  on  thy  bread  I  lie, 

Obferves  me  with  revengeful  eye  : 

If  Cloe  o'er  thy  heart  prevails, 
-  She  '11  tear  roe  with  her  defperate  nails'; 

And  with  relentlefs  hands  de^roy 

The  tender  pledges  of  our  joy. 

Nor  have  I  bred  a  fpurious  race  j 

They  all  were  born  from  thy  embrace. 
Condder,  Strephon,  what  you  do ; 

For,  ihould  I  die  for  love  of  you> 
>I  *11  haunt  thy  dreams,  a  bloodlcfs  ghoftj 

^nd  all  my  kin  (a  numerous  hod, 
.  Who  down  dire6):  our  lineage  bring 

From  vi6tors  o'er  the  Memphian  king; 

Renown'd  in  fieges  and  campaigns. 

Who  never  fled  the  bloody  plains,  . 

Who  in  tcmpeduous  fcas  can  fport. 

And  fcorn  the  pleafures  of  a  court, 

iFrom  .whom  great  Sylla  found  his  doom,. 

Who  fcourg'd  to  death  that  fcourge  of  Rome) 

Shall  on  tliee  take  a  vengeance  dire; 

Thou,  like  Alcides,  ihalt  expire," 

When  his  envcnom'd  (hirt  he  wore, 

.Aftd  (kin  and  fleih  in  pieces  lore. 

J^or  Icfs  that  thirt,"  my  rival's  gift,  * 

Cut  from  the  piece  that  nwide  her  IhifV, 

;  Shall  in  thy  deared  blood  be  dy*d, 

,And  make  thee  tear  thy  tainted  hide. 

IX.  DE- 
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XU.  On  Ink. 

T  AM  jet-black,  as  you  may  fee, 
■"•    The  fon  of -pitch,  and  gloomy  night : 
Yet  all  that  know  me  will  agree, 
I  'm  dead  except  I  liv€  in  light. 

-^Sometimes  b  panegyrick  high. 
Like  lofty  Pindar,  I  can  foar; 
,; .    And  raife  a  virgin  to  the  Iky, 

Or  (ink  her  to  a  pocky  whore. 

My  blood  this  day  is  very  fweet. 
To- morrow. of  a  bittgr  juice  j 
:  Like  milk,  'tis  cry'd  about  the  ih-eci. 
And  fo  apply'd  to  different  ufe. 

-Moft  wondrous  is  my  magic  power : 
For  with  one  colour  I  can  paint ; 
I  '11  make  the  devil  a  faint  this  hour^ 
Next  make  a  devil  of  a  faint. 

Through  diflant  regions  I  can  .fly, 
Provide  me  but  widi  paper  wings ; 

J^nd  fairly  fhew  a  reafon,  why 
There  (hould  be  quarrels  among- kings. 

And,  after: all,  y«u  11  think  it  odd^ 
When  learned  do£lors  will  difpute,. 

That  I  (hould  point  the  word  of  Goo, 
And  ihew  where  they  can  beft  confute. 

Let  lawyers  bawl  and  flrain  their  throats: 
'Tis  I  that  muft  the  lands  convey. 

And  flrip  the  clients  to  their  coats ; 
Nay,  give  their  very  fouls  away. 


xin.:ALX 
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XIII.  On  the  Five  Senses. 

A  LL  of  us  in  one  you  '11  find, 
"•^^  Brethren  of  a  wondrous  kind ; 
Yet  among  \is  all  no-  brother 
Knows  one  tittle  of  the  other ; 
'We  in  frequent  councils  are,  i-' 

And  our  marks  of  things  declare. 
Where,  to  us  unknown,  a  clerk 
Sits,  and  takes  them  in  the  dark. 
He  's  the  regifter  of  all 
In  our  ken,  both  great  and  fmall ; 
By  us  forms  his  law^s  and  rules. 
He  's  our  malWr  j  we  his  tools  $ 
Yet  we  can  with  greateft  cafe 
Turn  and  wind  him  where  we  pleafe. 

One  of  us  alone  can  fleep. 
Yet  410  watch  the  reft  will  keep. 
But  the  moment  that  he  clofes. 
Every  brother  elfe  repofes. 

If  wine  's  bought,  or  victuals  dreft. 
One  enjoys  them  for  the  reft. 

Pierce  us  all  with  wounding  fteel, 
One  for  all  of  us  will  feel. 

Though  ten  thoufand  cannons  roar, 
Add  to  them  ten  thoufand  more, 
Yet  but  one  of  us  is  found 
Who  regards  the  dreadful  found. 

Do  what  is  not  fit  to  tell. 
There  's  hut  one  of  us  can  fmell. 

Vol.  I.  Y  XIV.  FON- 
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XIV. 

FONTINELLA  TO  FLORINDAI 

'TXT'  H  E  N  on  my  bofom  thy  bright  eyes, 
^  ^     Florinda,  dart  tlieir  heavenly  beams, 
I  feel  not  the  lead  love-furprize, 

Yet  endlefs  tears  flow  down  in  ftreams.;       * 
There  's  nought  fo  beautiful  in  thee. 
But  you  may  find  the  fame  in  me. 

The  lilies  of  thy  fkin  compare ; 

In  me  you  fee  them  full  as  white. 
The  rofes  of  your  checks,  I  dare 

Affirm,  can't  glow  to  more  delight. 
Then,  lince  I  ihew  as  fine  a  face. 
Can  you  refufe  a  foft  embrace  ? 

Ah  !  lovely  nymph,  thou  'rt  in  thy  prime'? 

And  fo  am  I  whilfl  thou  art  here; 
But  foon  will  come  the  fatal  time. 

When  all  we  fee  Ihall  difappear. 
*Tis  mine  to  make  a  juft  reflexion, 
And  yours  to  follow  my  direfUon. 

Then  catch  admirers  while  you  may ; 

Treat  not  your  lovers  with  difdain ; 
For  time  with  beauty  flies  away. 

And  there  is  no  return  again. 
To  you  the  fad  account  I  bring. 
Life's  autumn  has  no  fecond  fpring. 

XV.  On 
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Thedeligfatorsfc!: 
Tboogfa  I  fpeak  i 

Many  tokxs  > 

Then  I  fnet,  aad  tvc,  jtai  ^tuiCsy 

Like  the  Ubooren  of  Mk^ 

Kow  I  am  a  <2a^  cr  cw^ 

X  can  bark,  or  I  ca  dtSi'v; 

IcanUcat,  or  I  cm  f^a^ 

Like  the  v^rixScn  cf  tSbr  ^vna^^ 

Xct  the  l0fe-6ck  &art  ^tuBtnimn^ 

And  I  mom  diecniet  pais: 

'LiCt  the  happf  '  vacx  asMO^ 

And  I  join  ct  \£j^i^mt  nn  - 

Both  aie  wekcae,  e>  jet  4c  W^ 

I  with  chher  ixxz  acui  ^^« 

Thou^  a  lacjy  I  2£ii  f.vj.'v 

Drums  aad  vr.'-yrr,  jri-r  rit  Vi*-.' 

Then  I  claik,  i^  zji.'.  aat  riK;^, 

J<Mn  in  all  :}«<£:  <r  'jscza. 

JofT,  widk  all  Lfi  xi^-^i^Cr  iuiiirter^ 

When  I  'm  Ttx%  cac  ^  *%-;.  tut  utOMS' ; 

Tct  (b  tcacrr  :;  a;  «r- 

That  the  Icvttf:  racit  I  i«r 

Much  I  <2m-.  v.*  'j-j'."-^   ,  :Vj. 

When  hfs  ci*-!:  :  'j\r  -J  ',^,'„ 

For  I  hatt  2  i:-::^-:  vrt-i  -.- 

And  a  wh^f^tx  1;  ;:i     .  .«r:-. 
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XVI.  On  a  Shadow  in  a  Glass. 

T)  Y  fomething  form'd,  I  nothing  am, 
"*-*  Yet  every  thing  that  you  can  name  i  . 
In  no  place  have  I  ever  been. 
Yet  every  where  I  may  be  feen ; 
In  all  things  falfe,  yet  always  true, 
I  'm  dill  the  fame  —  but  ever  new. 
Lifclefs,  life's  perfeft  form  I  wear, 
Can  Ihew  a  nofe,  eye,  tongue,  or  ear. 
Yet  neither  fmell,  fee,  tafte,  or  hear. 
All  fhapes  and  features  I  can  boaft. 
No  flefh,  no  bones^  no  blood  —  no  ghoft : 
All  colours,  without  paint,  put  on. 
And  change  like  the  cameleon. 
Swiftly  I  come,  and  ^nter  there. 
Where  not  a  chink  lets  in  {he  air ; 
Like  thought,  I  'm  in  a  moment  goncj 
^OT  can  I  ever  be  alone ; 
All  things  on  earth  I  imitate, 
Fafter  than  nature  can  create  ; 
Sometimes  imperial  robes  I  wear. 
Anon  in  beggar's  rags  appear ; 
A  giant  now,  and  ftiait  an  elf, 
I  'm  every  one,  but  ne'er  myfelf; 
Ne'er  fad  I  mourn,  ne'er  glad  rejoice, 
I  move  my  lips,  but  want  a  voice  j 
I  ne'er  was  born,  nor  e'er  can  die, 
Then  prythee  tell  me  what  am  I. 


} 


XVII.  MOST 
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xvn. 

'\Jf  O  S  T  things  by  roe  do  rife  and  fall, 
'^^'^  And  as  I  pleafc  they  're  great  and  fmall  i 
Invading  foes,  without  reiiflance. 
With  eafe  I  make  to  keep  their  diftance ; 
Again,  as  I  'm  difpos'd,  the  foe 
Will  come,  though  not  a  foot  they  go.  ' 

Both  mountains,  woods,  and  hills,  and  rocks, 
And  gaming  goats,  and  fleecy  flocks. 
And  lowing  herds,  and  piping  fwatns» 
Come  dancing  to  me  o'er  the  plains. 
The  greateft  whale  that  fwims  the  fea 
Does  inftantly  my  power  obey- 
In  vain  from  me  the  failor  flies. 
The  quickeft  fhip  I  can  furprize. 
And  turn  it  as  I  have  a  mind. 
And  move  it  againft  tide  and  wind. 
Nay,  bring  me  here  the  tailed  man, 
I  *11  fqueeze  him  to  a  little  fpanj 
Or  biing  a  tender  child  and  pliant, 
You  *11  fee  me  (Iretch  him  to  a  giant ; 
Nor  fliall  they  in  the  leaft  complain, 
Becaufc  my  magick  gives  no  pain. 

XVIII.  On  Time. 

T7  VE  R  eating,,  never  cloying, 
"*-^  All  devouring,  all  deftroying. 
Never  finding  full  repaft. 
Till  I  cat  the  world  at  laft, 

Y  3  XIX.  On 
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XIX.  On  the  Gallows. 
^1^  H  E  R  £  is  a  gate,  we  know  full  well, 
-*•    That  ftands  'twixt  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hcll^. 
Where  many  for  a  paflagc  venture,. 
Yet  very  few  arc  fond  to  enter ; 
Although  'tis  open  night  and  day, 
They  for  that  reafon  ihun  this  way  : 
Both  dukes  and  lords  abhor  its  wood, 
They  can*t  come  near  it  for  their  blood* 
What  other  way  they  take  to  go. 
Another  time  1  '11  let  you  know. 
Yet  commoners  with  greateft  cafe 
Can  find  an  entrance  When  they  pleafe. 
The  poorefl  liither  march  in  ftatc 
(Or  they  can  neve'r  pafs  the  gate). 
Like  Roman  generals  triumphant. 
And  then  they  take  a  turn  and  jump  on  't»- 
If  graveft  parfons  here  advance. 
They  cannot  pafs  before  they  dance  ; 
There  *s  not  a  foul  that  does  refort  here. 
But  flrips  himfelf  to  pay  the  porter. 

XX.  On  the  Vowels. 
TXT'E  are  Httle  airy  creatures, 
^  ^    All  of  different  voice  and  features,- 
One  of  us  in  glafs  is  fet. 
One  of  U8  you  '11  find  in  jet, 
T'  other  you  may  fee  in  tin. 
And  the  fourtli  a  box  within, 
If  the  fifth  you  fhould  purfue. 
It  can  never  fiy  from  you, 

5  XXI.  0« 
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XXI.'  On  Snow. 

TJ^ROM  heaven  I  fall,  though  from  earth  I  begins 

"*     No  lady  alive  can  Ihew  fuch  a  fltin. 

I  'm-  bright  as  an  angel,  and  light  as  a  feather, 

But  heavy  and  dark,  when  you  fqueeze  me  together. 

Though  candour  and  truth  in  my  afpeft  I  bear. 

Yet  many  poor  creatures  I  help  to  enfnare. 

Though  fo  much  of  Heaven  appears  in  my  make. 

The  fouleft  impreflions  I  cafily  take. 

My  parent  and  I  produce  one  another. 

The  mother  the  daughter,  the  daughter  the  mother. 

XXIL  On  a  Cannon. 

T^E GOTTEN,  and  born,  and  dying  with  nolfe,, 
■*^  The  terror  of  women,  and  pleafure  of  boys. 
Like  the  fi£lion  of  poets  concerning  the  wind, 
I  'm  chiefly  unruly  when  flrongeft  confin'd. 
For  filver  and  gold  I  don't  trouble  my  head. 
But  all  I  delight  in  is  pieces  of  lead  ; 
Except  when  I  trade  with  a  Ihip  or  a  town, 
Why  then  I  make  pieces  of  iron  go  down. 
One  property  more  I  would  have  you  remark. 
No  lady  was  ever  more  fond  of  a  fpark  ; 
The  moment  I  get  one,  my  foul 's  all  a-firc. 
And  I  roar  out  my  joy,  and  in  tranfport  expire. 

Y  4  XXin.  On 
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'   XXIII.  On  a  Pair  of  Dibc. 

TXTE  arc  little  brethren  twain. 
Arbiters  of  lofs  and  gain. 
Many  to  our  counters  run. 
Some  are  made,  and  fome  undone : 
But  men  find  it  to  their  coft. 
Few  are  made,  but  numbers  loft. 
Though  we  play  them  tricks  for  ever, 
Yet  they  always  hope  our  favour. 

XXIV.  On  a  Candle. 
TO    LADY    CARTERET. 

/^  F  all  inhabitants  on  earth, 

^-^  To  Man  alone  1  owe  my  birth, 

And  yet  the  Cow,  the  Sheep,  the  Bee, 

Are  all  my  parents  more  than  he  : 

I,  a  virtue,  ftrange  and  rare. 

Make  the  faireft  look  more  fair ; 

And  myfelf,  which  yet  is  rarer. 

Growing  old,  grow  ftill  the  fairer.. 

Like  fots,  alone  I  'm  dull  enough. 

When  dos'd  with  fmoak,  and  fmear*d  withfnuff-a- 

But,  in  the  midft  of  mirth  and  wine, 

I  with  double  luftre  fhine. 

Emblem  of  the  Fair  am  I, 

Polifh'd  neck,  and  radiant  eye  } 

In  my  eye  my  greateft  grace. 

Emblem  of  the  Cyclops*  race  ; 

Metals  I  like  them  fubdue, 

jSlave  like  thgm  to  Vulcan  too.. 

4  Emblem 
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Emblem  of  a  monarch  old. 
Wife,  and  glorious  to  behold ;.  ^ 

Wafted  he  appears^  and  pale. 
Watching  for  the  public  wealr 
Emblem  of  the  baihCul  dame. 
That  in  fecret  feeds  her  flame^ 
'Often  aiding  to  impart 
All  the  fecrets  of  her  heart : 
Various  is  my  bulk  and  hue. 
Big  like.  Befs,  and  fmall  like  Sue  p 
Now  brown  and  burnifh'd  like  a  nut. 
At  other  times  a:  very  flut ; 
Often  fair,  and  foft,  and  tender, 
Taper,  tall,  and  fmooth,  and  flender  5 
Like  Flora  deck'd  with  faircft  flowers. 
Like  Phoebus,  guardian  of  the  hours  : 
But,  whatever  be  my  drefs. 
Greater  be  my  fize  or  lefs, 
Swelling  be  my  fhape  or  fmall,. 
Like  thyfclf  I  ihine  in  all. 
Clouded  if  my  face  is  feen. 
My  complexion  wan  and  green,. 
Languid  like  a  love-iick  maid. 
Steel  aflbrds  me  prefent  aid. 
Soon  or  late,  my  date  is  done. 
As  my  thread  of  life  is  fpun  j 
Yet  to  cut  the  fatal  thread 
Oft*  revives  my  drooping  head  ; 
Yet  I  perifh  in  my  prime, 
Seldom  by  the  death  of  time} 

Die 
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Die  like  lovers  as  they  gaze, 

Die  for  thofe  I  live  to  pleafe  ; 

Pine  unpitied  to  my  urn, 

Nor  warm  the  fair  for  whom  I  bum ; 

Unpitied,  unlamented  too. 

Die  like  all  that  look  on  you*. 

XXV.  TO  LADY  CARTERET. 
BY  DR,  DELANY. 

T  REACH  all  things  neajr  me,  and  for  off  to  boot^ 

■*•  Without  ftretching  %  fingery  or  ftirring  a  foot} 
I  take  them  alV  in  too,  to  add  to  your  wonder. 
Though  many  and  various,  and  large  an4  afunder. 
Without  joftling  or  crowding  they  pafs  fide  by  ^di^. 
Through  a  wonderful  wicket,  not  half  an  inch  vndc : 
Then  I  lodge  them  at  eafe  in  a  very  large  fbre. 
Of  no  breadth  or  lejigth^  with  a  thoufand  things  more.- 
All  this  I  can  do  without  witchcraft  or  charm. 
Though  fometimes,  they  fay,  I  bewitch  and  do  harm ; 
Though  cold,  I  inflame  j  and  though  quiet,  invade  y 
And  nothing  can  Ihield  from  my  fpQll  but  a  &ade« 
A  thief  tliat.has  robb'd  you,  or  done  you  difgra^ 
In  magical  mirrour  I  *ll  Ihew  you  his  face  : 
Nay,  if  you  *ll  believe  what  the  poets  have  faid. 
They  '11  tell  you  I  kill,  and  can  call  back  the  dead. 
Like  conjurers  fafe  in  my  circle  I  dwell, 
I  love  to  look  black  too,  it  heightens  my  fpcll  j 
Though  my  magick  is  mighty  in  every  hue,  * 

WJio  fee  aJi  wy  power  mull  fee  it  in  You. 
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ANSWERED  BY  DR.  SWIFT, 

WITH  half  an  eyt  your  riddle  I  fpy. 
I  obfcrve  your  wicket  hemm'd  in  by  a  thicket, 
And  whatever  paffes  is  (brained  through  glafTcs. 
You  fay  it  is  quiet :  I  flatly  deny  it. 
It  wanders  about,  without  iUrring  out; 
No  pailion  fo  weak  but  gives  it  a  tweak; 
Love,  joy,  and  devotion,  fet  it  always  in  motion* 
And  as  for  the  tragic  effe6b  of  its  magick 
Which  you  fay  it  can  kill,  or  revive  at  its  will. 
The  dead  arc  all  found,  and  revive  above  ground. 
After  all  you  have  writ,  it  cannot  be  wit ; 
Which  plainly  does  follow,  fince  it  flies  from  Apollo, 
Its  cowardice  fuch,  it  cries  at  a  touch, 
Tis  a  perfeft  railkfop,  grows  drunk  with  a  drop. 
Another  great  fault,  it  cannot  bear  fait : 
And  a  hair  can  difarm  it  of  every  charm. 

XXVL    TO   LADY   CARTERET.. 
BY    DR.    SWIFT. 

TT^ROM  India's  burning  clime  I  *m  brought, . 
■■'     With  cooling  gales  like  Zephyrs  fraught.- 
Not  Iris,  when  Ihc  paints  the  flty. 
Can  fhcw  more  different  hue  than  1 ; 
Nor  can  (he  change  her  form  fo  faft, 
I  'm  now  a  fail,  and  now  a  mafl. 
I  here  am  red,  and  there  am  green, 
A  beggar  there,  and  here  a  queen. 
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I  fometimes  live  in  houfe  of  hair, 

And  oft'  in  hand  of  lady  fair. 

I  pleafe  the  young,  I  grace  the  old. 

And  am  at  once  ]>oth  hot  and  cold. 

Say  what  I  am  then,  if  you  can. 

And  find  the  rhyme,  and  you  're  the  man.- 

ANSWERED  BY  DR.  SHERIDAW. 

YOUR  houfe  of  hair  and  lady's  hand 
At  fird  did  put  me  to  a  (land. 
I  have  it  now  —  *tis  plain  enough  — 
Your  hairy  hufinefs  is  a  muff. 
Your  engine  fraught  witli  cooling  gales,. 
At  once  fo  like  your  malls  and  fails  ; 
And  for  the  rhyme  xayou  We  the  matf,. 
What  fits  it  better  than  sifan  F 


A  RECEIPT. 

To  RBSTORE  STELLA'S  Youth.     i7i4-5« 

nr^  H  E  Scottifh  hinds,  too  poor  to  houfe 
•*"    In  frofty  nights  their  llarving  cows. 
While  not  a  blade  of  grafs  or  hay 
Appears  from  Michaelmas  to  May, 
Muft  let  their  cattle  range  in  vain 
For  food  along  the  barren  plain. 
Meagre  and  lank  with  fading  grown. 
And  nothing  left  but  ikin  and  bone ; 

ExposM 
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Erpos'd  to  want,  and  wind,  and  weather^ 
They  jull  keep  life  and  foul  needier. 
Till  fummcr-iho'vcrs  and  e¥ening*s  dew 
Agtin  the  Tcrdant  gkbe  renew ; 
And,  as  the  vegetables  rife. 
The  funiih'd  cow  her  want  fupplies  : 
Without  an  ounce  of  laft  year's  flefii ; 
Whate'er  (he  guns  is  young  and  frelh  ; 
ijTOWs  plump  and  roundj  and  full  of  mettk^ 
As  rifing  from  Metlea*s  kettle, 
With  youth  and  beauty  to  inchtnc 
Europa's  counterfeit  gallant. 

Why,  Stella,  (hould  you  knit  your  braw> 
If  I  compare  you  to  the  cow  ? 
*Tis  juft  the  cafe ;  for  you  have  faded 
So  long,  till  all  your  fle(h  is  waded. 
And  mud  againd  the  warmer  days 
Be  fent  to  Qiiilca  down  to  graze ; 
Where  mirth,  and  exercife,  and  air, 
Will  foon  your  appetite  repair  : 
The  nutriinent  will  from  within, 
Round  all  your  body,  plump  your  (kin ; 
Will  agitate  the  lazy  flood. 
And  fill  your  veins  with  fprightly  blood : 
Nor  flelh  nor  blood  will  l)e  the  fame. 
Nor  aught  of  Stella  but  the  name ; 
For  what  was  ever  underdood. 
By  human  kind,  but  Aefh  and  blood } 
And  if  your  flefli  and  blood  be  new. 
You  'U  be  no  more  the  foxmtxjou ; 

But 
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But  for  a  UoomiDg  nymph  will  pafs, 
Juft  fifteen,  coming  fummer's  grafs. 
Your  jetty  tlocks  with  garlands  crown'd  : 
While  all  the  'fquires  for  nine  miks  loundf 
Attended  hy  a  brace  of  curs. 
With  jocky  boots  ^and  filver  fpurs, 
l^o  lefs  than  juftices  o* quorum^ 
'Their  cow-boys  bearing  cloaks  before  'em, 
:  Shall  leave  deciding  broken  pates. 
To  kifs  your  fleps  at  Q^ilca  gates. 
But,  led  you  ihould  my  ikill  difgrace, 
'Come  back  before  you  *re  cue  of  caie:: 
For  if  to  Michaelmas  you  ilay. 
The  new-bom  flefh  will  melt  away ; 
The  *fquire  in  fcom  will  fly  the  houfe 
For  better  game,  and  look  for  groufe  % 
But  here,  before  the  froft  can  mar  it, 
We  '11  make  it  firm  with  beef,  and  cUnpt. 


STELLA'S  BIRTH- DAY.   .i724.j, 

A  S,  when  a  beauteous  nym{A  decays, 
•^^  We  fay,  (he 's  pad  her  dancing-days ; 
So  poets  lofe  tlieir  feet  by  time. 
And  can  no  longer  dance  in  rhyme. 
Your  annual  bard  had  father  chofe 
To  celebrate  your  birth  in  profe : 
Yet  merry  folks,  who  want  by  chance 
A  pair  to  make  a  country-dance. 

Call 
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tCall  the  old  houfc-kccper,  and  get  lier 
To  fill  a  place,  for  want  of  better: 
"While  Sheridan  is  off  the  hooks, 
And  friend  Delany  at  his  books. 
That  Stella  may  avoid  difgrace, 
^Once  more  the  Dean  fupplies  their  place. 

Beaut/  and  wit,  too  fad  a  truth  I 
^ave  always  been  confin'd  to  youth ; 
The  god  of  wit  and  beauty's  queen. 
He  twenty-one,  and  fhe  fifteen. 
No  poet  ever  fwcetly  fung, 
XJnlefs  he  were,  like  Phoebus,  youngs 
Nor  ever  nymph  infpii'd  to  rhyme, 
Unlefs,  like  Venus,  in  her  prime. 
At  fifty-fix,  if  this  be  true. 
Am  I  a  poet  fit  for  you } 
Or,  at  the  age  of  forty-three. 
Are  you  a  fubjed  fit  for  me  ? 
Adieu  f  bright  Avit,  and  radiant  eyes! 
You  muft  be  grave,  and  I  be  wife. 
Our  fiite  in  vain  we  would  oppofe : 
But  I  'U  be  ftill  your  friend  in  profe? 
Bfleem  and  friendfhip  to  cxprefs. 
Will  not  require  poetic  dref< ; 
And,  if  the  Mufe  deny  her  aid 
To  have  them  fung^  they  may  he /aid. 

But,  Stella,  fay,  what  evil  tongue 
Reports  you  arc  no  longer  young ; 
That  Time  fits,  with  his  fcythe,  to  mow 
Where  crfl  fat  Cupid  with  his  bow ; 

Th* 
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That  half  your  locks  are  tum'd  to  grey  > 
1 11  ne'er  believe  a  word  they  fay. 
*Tis  true,  but  let  it  not  be  known. 
My  eyes  are  fomewhat  dimmilh  grown : 
For  nature,  always  in  the  right. 
To  your  decays  adapts  my  fight  $ 
And  wrinkles  undiiHnguiih'd  pafs. 
For  I  'm  afhamM  to  ufe  a  glafs  ; 
And  till  1  fee  them  tvith  thefe  eyes, 
Whoever  fays  you  have  them,  lies. 

No  length  of  time  can  make  you  quit 
Honour  and  virtue,  fenfe  and  wit : 
Thus  you  may  ftill  be  young  to  me. 
While  I  can  better  bear  thznfie. 
Oh,  ne'er  may  Fortune. fliew  her  fpight, 
To  make  me  diof,  and  mend  my/j^i&// 


AN        EPIGRAM 
ON  WOOD'S  BRASS-MONEY. 

1^  ARTE  RET  waj  welcomM  to  the  (hore 

^^  Firft  with  the  brazen  cannons  roar; 

To  meet  him  next  the  foldier  comes. 

With  brazen  trumps  and  brazen  drums  j 

Approaching  near  the  town,  he  hears 

The  brazen  bells  falute  his  cars  r 

But,  when  Wood's  brafs  began  to  found. 

Guns,  trumpetSi  drums,  and  bells,  were  drown'd. 


A  SIMILE, 
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*A         SIMILE, 

ON  OUR   WANT  OF   SILVER: 

And  the  only  Way  to  aemedt  it.     172^. 

A$  «^'hen  of  old  fomc  forcertfs  threw 
^*er  the  moon's  face  a  fable  hue. 

To  drive  unfeen  her  magic  chair, 

At'midcight  through  the  darken*d  ur  j 

Wife  people,  wiio  belie vM  uirh  rcafoi^ 

That  this  ecHpfe  was  out  or  feafon, 

Affinn*d  the  moon  was  lick,  and  fell 
'     To  cure  her  by  a  counter- fpeil. 

Ten  thouiand  cymbals  now  begin 
-     To  rend  the  ikies  with  braze::  din; 

T*he  cymbals'  rattling  fotndi  li:;;  cT 

The  cloud,  and  drive  the  Iiag  to  ]v:]\. 

The  moon,  dclivcr'd  from  her  pai:.. 

Difplays  Ymijiher  face  again 

(Note  licarc,  that  in  the  chcmic  ffylc, 

The  moon  hJUver  all  this  while}. 
So  (if  my  fimilc  you  minded, 

Which  I  confcfs  is  too  long- winded) 

When  late  a  feminine  magician  *, 

Join'd  with  a  braz-a  politician, 

KxposM,  to  liHiid  tlic  naiions  eyes, 

A  pr.rchm'jiit  f  of  prodigiouii  Lzc  ; 

'*  A  great  larly  was  faid  to  have  l)cen  bribed  by  Wooil. 
+  'I'ii'j  paten:  foi  Lcining  Imlf  i.  n.'c*. 

Vol.  I.  Y,  V  nva 
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ConceaVd  bchinfl  that  ample  lcretn>        ^ 
There  was  no  filvcr^fl  be  fccn. 
.  But  to  this  parchment  let  the  Dnipier 
Oppofe  his  counter- charm  of  paper. 
And  ring  Wood's  copper  in  our  cars 
So  loud  till  all  the  nation  hears  y    ' 
That  found  wilt  make  the  parchment  ftrHrel,  *^ 
And  drive  the  conjurers  to  the  devil : 
Andy  when  the  iky  is  grown  ftreiie>     ' 
Our  (liver  will  appeal;  again. 


WOOD    AN    INSECT.,  tjj^.   , 

ID  Y  long  obfervation  I  have  underftood, 

-"  That  two  little  vernflh  are  kin  to  Will  Wood. 

The  firft'lrf  an  infeft  they  call  a  <u;00i-loufe. 

That  folds  up  itfelf  in  itfejf  for  a  hbufe. 

As  round  |s  a  ball,  without  liead,  wifhout  tai]^ 

Inclos'd  cap'a-p^§n  a  (Irong  coat  of  mai^. 

And  thus  William  Wood  to  my  fancj  alppears 

In  fillets  of  brafs  rolVd  up  to  his  ears  : 

And  over  thefe  fillets  lie  wifely  has  thrown. 

To  keep  oUH  of  dagger,  a  doublet  of  ftone  *• 

The  loufc  of  the  ^^ood  for  a  medicine  is  usM^ 

Or  fwallowM  ^live,  or  Ikilfully  bruis'd. 

And,  let  but  our  mother  Hi  hernia  contrive     • 

To  fwallow  Will  Wood  either  bruis'd  or  alive, 

*  He  was  in  gaol  for  debt. 

S 
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'She  need  be  no  more  with  the  jaundice  polTeft, 
Or  fick  of  obftruSioHSf  and  pains  in  her  chtft. 
The  next  is  an  infed  we  call  a  vvW-worm, 
That  lies  in  old  nioood  like  a  hare  in  her  form ; 
With  teeth  or  ^th  claws  it  will  bite  or  will  fcratch, 
^nd  chambermaids  chriflen  this  worm  a  death-watch  i 
Becaufe  like  a  watch  it  always  cries  click  i 
Then  woe  be  to  tho&  in  the  houfe  who  are  (ick  : 
FoFy  as  fure  as  a  gun,  they  will  give  up  the  ghoi^, 
If  the  maggot  cries  c^ck  when  it  fcratches  the  poA. 
Buf  a  k^tle  of  fcalding  hot  water  injected 
Infallibly  cures  the  timber  affe^ed : 
The  omen  is  broken,  the  danger  is  over ; 
The  maggot  will  die,  and  the  (ick  will  recover. 
Such  a  worm  was  Will  Wood,  when  he  fcratch'd  ac  the 

door 
Of  a  governing  ftgtefman  or  favourite  whore  : 
The  death  of  our  nation  he  fecm'd  to  foretell, 
And  the  found  df  his'brafs  we  look /or  our  knell. 
But  now,  (incethe  Drapier  hath  heartily  maul'd  him^ 
I  think  the  beft  thing  we  can  do  is  to  fcald  him. 
.{ For  which  operation  there  's  nothing  more  proper 
Than  the  liquor  he  deals  in,  his  own  melted  copper ; 
Unlefs,  like  the  Dutch,  you  rather  would  boil 
This  coiner  of  raps  *  in  a  cauldron  of  oil. 
Then  d\ufe  which  you  pleafe,  and  let^each  bring  a  faggot^ 
Fcx  our  fear  \  at  tn  end  with  the  death  of  the  maggqt. 

*  Counterfeit  half-pence. 

Z  4  ON 
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On  wood  the  Iron-mokger.     17^^ 

O  ALMONEUS,  as  tho  Grecian  talc  b, 
•^  Was  a  mad  copper-fmith  of  Elis  j 
Up  at  his  forge  by  niorning-pefcp,    * 
No  creature  in  the  lane  could  ftecp ;  ^ 

Among  a  crew  of  royftering  fellows 
Would  fit  whole  evenings  at  the  alehoufe  t- 
His  wife  and  clnldren  wanted  bread, 
While  he  went  always  drunk  to  bed. 
This  vapouiing  fcab  muft  needs  devifc 
To  ape  the  tliunder  of  the  fkies  : 
With  bra/s  two  fiery  fleeds  he  Ihod^ 
To  make  a  clattering  as  they  trod. 
Of  poli(h*d  brafi  his  flaming'car 
Like  lightning  dazzled  from  afar. 
And  up  he  mounts  into  the  box. 
And  he  muft  thunder,  with  a  pox- 
Then  furious  he  begins  his  march, 
Brives  rattling  o'er  a  brazen  arch  :  * 
With  fcjuibs  and  crackers  arm'd,  to  thro^ 
Among  the  trembling  croud  below. 
All  ran  to  prayers,  both  piicfts  and  laity,. 
To  pacifv  this  arigry  deity  : 
When  Jove,  in  piry  to  the  town, 
With  rjal  thunder  knock 'd  him  down* 
Then  what  a  huge  delight  were  all  in. 
To  fee  the  vvickcd  varlct  fprawling ; 
Tl.viv  fcarcb'*!  hib  pccl;cr-  on  tne  place,. 
And  iouiiu  liiy  copper  all  w«is  Dafe  j 

They^- 
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Tliey  laugh'd  at  fuch  an  Irifh  blunder, 
To  take  the  noife  of  brafs  for  thunder. 

The  moral  of  this  tale  is  proper, 
ApplyM  to  Wood's  adultcr'd  copper  : 
Which,  as  he  fcatter'd,  we  like  doks 
Miftook  affirft  for  thunder-bolts  5 
*      Before  the  Drapier  <hot  a  letter, 

(Nor  Jove  himfelf  could  do  it  better) 
Which,  lighting  on  tli'  impoilor's  crown, 
Like  real  thunder  knock'd  liim  down, 

WILL    WOOD'S    PETITION 
TO    THE    PEOPLE    OFmELAND;   ' 

^ing  an  excellent  New  Song,  fuppofed  to  be  made 
anxifungin  the  Streets  of  Dublin,  by  William 
Wood,  Iron-monger  and  Half-penny-monger. 

1725. 

■  Y  dear  Irilh  folks. 
Come  leave  off  your  jokes. 
And  buy  up  my  half-pence  fo  fine  j 
So  fair  and  fo  bright, 
They  *11  give  you  delight  5 
^Obferve,  how  they  gliften  and  (hinc! 

They  '11  fell,  to  my  grief. 

As  cheap  as  neck-btef. 
Tor  counters  at  cards  to  your  wife  j 

And  every  day 

Your  children  may  play 
'Span-farthing,  or  tofs  on  the  knife. 

Z  3  Come 


M^ 


J4»  SWIFT'S      POEMS. 

Come  hither,  and  Qy  } 

I  'II  teach  you  to  boy 
A  pot  of  good  ak  f or  a  fartKing : 

Come ,'  three-peace  a  fcoce, 

J  aik  you  no  more. 
And  a  fig  for  the  Dppler  and  Haidioge  ^. 

When  tradefmen  have  gold. 

The  thief  will  be  bold, 
By  day  and  by  night  for  to  rob  him  : 

My  copper  is  fuch. 

No  robber  will  touch. 
And  fo  you  may  daintily  bob  him. 

The  little  black-guard. 

Who  gets  very  hard 
His  half- pence  for  cleaning  your  (hoes : 

When  his  pockets  arc  cramm'd 

With  mine  and  be  d — 'd. 
He  may  fwear  he  has  nothing  to  lofe. 

Here  's  half-pence  in  plenty. 

For  one  you  *11  have  twenty, 
Though  thouiands  are  not  worth  a  pudden : 

Your  neighbours  viill  think, 

When  your  pocket  cries  chink. 
You  are  grown  plaguy  rich  on  a  fudden. 

You  will  be  my  thankers, 
I  '11  make  you  my  bankers, 
As  good  as  Ben  Burton  or  Fade  f : 

♦  The  Drapier's  printer. 

i  Two  famous  bankers. 

For 
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For  nothing  (hall  pafs 
^,  But  my  pretty  brafs, 

And  then  you  '11  be  all  «f  a  trade. 

I  'm  a  fon  of  a  whore 

If  I  have  a  word  more 
To  fay  in  tliis  wretched  <:onditioB. 

If  my  coin  will  not  pafs» 

I  mud  die  like  an  afs  ; 
And  fo  I  conclude  my  petition. 

A      NEW      SONG 

ON    WOOD'S    HALF-PENCE. 

XTE  people  of  Ireland,  both  country  and  city, 
^    Come  liflen  with  patience,  and  hear  out  my  ditty: 
At  this  time  I  '11  chufe  to  be  wifer  than  witty. 

fThicIt  xoboify  cam  deny. 

The  Half-pence  are  coming,  the  nation 's  undoing. 
There  's  an  end  of  your  ploughing,  and  baking,  and 

brewing ; 
In  ihoFt,  you  muil  all  go  to  rack  and  to  ruin. 

Which,  Sec. 

Both  high  men  and  low  men,  and  thick  men  and  tall  men» 
And  rich  men  and  poor  men,  and  free  men  and  thrall  men« 
Will  fufTer;  and  this  man,  and  that  man,  and  all  men. 

fnich,  &c 

The  Soldier  is  ruin'd,  poor  man !  by  his  pay ; 
His  five  pence  will  prove  hut  a  farthing  a  day, 
I^r  neat,  or  for  drink ;  or  he  mufl  run  away. 

Z  4  miclf,  &€. 

When 
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When  he  pulls  out  his  two  pence,  the  Tapfler  faiys  aolt. 
That  ten  times  as  much  he  muft  pay  for  hisHKX; 
And  thus  the  poor  Soldier  m^ft  foen  go  to  pot. 

9^Ub,  fcc 
If  he  goes  to  the  Baker,  the  Baker  wiH  h«fF, 
And  twenty  pence  have  for  a  two-penny  loaf, 
^hen,  Jog,  rogue,  and  rafcal,  and  fo  kick  and  cufK 

IHfkb,  kc 

Again,  to  the  market  whenever  he  goes, 
The  Butcher  and  Soldier  muft  be  monal  foes, 
One  cuts  off  an  ear,  and  the  other  a  nofe. 

tnutf,  kc 

Tlie  Butclier  is  ftout,  and  he  values  no  fwagiger ; 

A  cleaver  *s  a  match  any  time  for  a  dagrger* 

And  a  blue  Heeve  miay  give  fuch  a  cuff^as  mey  fts^gcs. 

fnUb,  Sk,. 
The  Beggars  themfelvcs  will  be  broke  in  a  trice. 
When  tlius  their  poor  farthings  are  funk  in  their  priccji 
"Wlien  nothing  is  left,  they  mud  live  on  their  iice.. 

The  Sqvire  poflefs'd  of  twelve  thoufand  a  j^ar, 

O  Lord  !  what  a  mountain  his  rents  would  appear  ! 

Sliould  he  take  shem,  he  would  not  have  houfe-Tooni>  I 

fear. 

Wbicb,  &c 

Though  at  prefcnt  he  lives  in  a  very  large  houfe, 
There  would  then  not  be  room  in  it  left  for  a  moufe  ; 
liuc  ihe  S(|uire  's  too  wife,  he  will  not  take  a  foufe. 

^bicb,  &c. 

The 
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The  Farmer,  who  comes  with  his  rent  in  this  calh, 

For  taking  thefe  counters,  and  being  fo  rafli. 

Will  be  IcickM  out  of  doors,  booh  hiiiifelf  Ad  his  trtibu 

'For,  in  all  the  leafes  that  ever  we  hold. 

We  mufl  pay  our  rent  in  good  -filvcr  and  gold^ 

And  not  in  brafs  tokens  of  fuch  a  bafe  moldi 

Which,  &c 

The  wifcft  of  Lawyers  all  fvrear,  they  will  warrant 
No  money  but  filver  and  gold  can  be  cuiTent  j 
Andy  fincc  they  will  fwear  it>  we  -all  may  be  fwe  -on  ^ 

micb,  &C, 

And  I  think,  after  all,  it  would  be  very  ftrange, 
To  give  current  money  for  bafc  in  exphaagc, 
1-ike  a  fine  lady  fwapping  her  moles  for  the  mange. 

Which  &C, 
But  read  the  king's  patent,  and  there  you  will  find. 
That  no  man  need  take  thorn  but  who  has  a  min^. 
For  which  we  mufl  fay  that  his  Majefty  *s  kind. 

Which,  &c 

Now  God  blefs  the  Drapier  who  open'd  our  eyes ! 
I  'm  fure,  by  his  book,  that  the  writer  is  wife: 
He  Ihews  us  the  cheat,  from  the  end  to  the  rife. 

Which,  &C. 

Kay,  farther  he  fcews  it  a  very  hard  cafe. 
That  this  fellow  VV''ood,.of  a  very  bad  race, 
-Should  of  all  the  fine  gentry  of  Ireland  take  place. 

•       Which^  &c 
That 
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That  he  and  his  half-pence  Ihould  come  to  weigh  dowa 
Our  fubjefts  fo  loyal  and  true  to  the  crown  ; 
But  I  hope,  after  all,  that  they  will  be  liis  own. 

Which  J  &c 

This  book,  I  do  tell  you,  is  writ  for  your  goods. 
And  a  very  good  book  againft  Mr.  Wood's  ; 
If  you  ftand  true  together,  be 's  left  in  the  fuch. 

micb,  &:c. 

Ye  fhop-men  and  trades-men  and  fanners,  go  read  it. 
For  I  think  in  my  fuul  at  this  time  that  you  need  it ; 
Or  egad,  if  you  don*t,  there  's  an  end  of  your  credit. 

H^bicb  uobQdy  can  deujf, 

A    SERIOUS    POEM 

Upon  William  Wood,  Bralier,  Tinker, 
Hardwareman,  Coiner,  Founder,  and  Efquire. 

TTTHEN  foes  arc  o'crcome,  we  prefervc  them  from 

(laughter, 
To  be  hefwers  of  ivood,  and  dranvers  of  water. 
Now,  although  to  dranjj  nvater  is  not  very  good  \ 
Yet  we  all  ihould  rejoice  to  be  heivers  ofWond, 
I  own,  it  has  often  provoked  me  to  mutter. 
That  a  rogue  fo  obfcure  fhould  make  fuch  a  clutter ; 
But  antient  Philofophers  wifely  remark, 
That  old  rotten  Wtmd  will  ftiine  in  the  dark. 
The  Heathens,  we  read,  had  Gvds  made  of  fTood^ 
Who  could  do  them  no  harm,  if  they  did  them  no  good  i 
But  this  idol  Wood  may  do  us  great  evil ; 
Their  Gods  were  of  JFQod\  but  our  Wood  is  the  DeviL 

T« 
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To  ctit  down  fine  Wood,  is  a  very  bad  thing; 
And  yet  we  all  know  much  gold  it  will  bring. 
Then,  if  cutting  down  Ifood  brings  money  good  ilore. 
Our  money  to  keep,  let  us  cut  d<njtm  om  more. 

Now  hear  an  old  tale.     There  anciently  flood 
(I  forget  in  what  church)  an  image  oiWood, 
Concerning  this  image,  there  went  a  predi^lion. 
It  would  bum  a  whole  ybr^ ;  nor  was  it  a  fi6Hoiu 
'Twas  cut  into  faggots  and  put  to  the  flame. 
To  bum  an  old  Friar,  one  Foreft  by  name. 
My  tale  is  a  wife  one,  if  well  underfVood  : 
Find  you  but  the  Friar  5  and  I  *11  find  the  Wood. 

I  hear,  among  fcholars  there  is  a  great  doubt 
From  what  kind  of  tree  this  H^ood  was  hewn  qmu 
Teague  made  a  good  pun  by  a  brogut  in  his  fpeech  5 
And  faid.  By  my  Jboul,  he's  the  Jon  of  a  Beech. 
Some  call  him  a  Tborut  the  curfe  of  the  nation. 
As  thorns  were  defign'd  to  be  from  the  creation* 
Some  think  him  cut  out  from  the  poifonous  Yena  } 
Beneath  whofe  ill  fhade  no  plant  ever  grew. 
Some  fay  he  's  a  Bircbj  a  thought  very  odd ; 
For  none  but  a  dunce  would  come  under  his  rod. 
But  I  '11  tell  you  the  fecret  j  and  pray  do  not  blab  t 
He  is  an  old  flump,  cut  out  of  a  Crah^ 
And  England  has  put  this  Crab  to  a  hard  ufe. 
To  cudgel  our  bones,  and  for  drink  give  us  Vitjmu-i 
And  therefore  his  ivknejit  juflly  may  boafl, 
That  none  are  more  properly  knights  of  the  PoJI» 

I  ne*er  could  endure  my  talent  to  fmotlier : 
I  told  you  one  tale,  and  I  'U  tell  you  another. 

A  Joiner^ 


i 
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A  joiner,  to  faflen  a  faint  in  a  nitcbf 
Bor*d  a  lage  aui^er-bo!e  in  the  image's  breech. 
But,  finding  thtjiatue  to  make  no  complaint. 
He  would  no   r  be  aii-  inced  it  was  a  true /amt. 
When  the  true  fTooJ  anivcs,  as  he  foon  will,  no  doubt, 
(For  that 's  but  a  fham  ff^ood  they  carry  about*-,*) 
VJ\\2X fluff  he  is  made  of  you  quickly  may  find. 
If  you  make  the  fame  trial,  and  bore  him  behind, 
I  '11  hold  you  a  g^oac,  when  you  nvimble  his  ^IMH, 
He  '11  bw'iiow  as  loud  as  the  De<vU  in  a  drmm. 
From  me,  I  declare,  you  fhall  have  no  denial; 
And  there  can  be  no  harm  in  making  a  trial : 
And,  when  to  the  joy  of  your  beans  he  has  roar'd. 
You  may  flicw  him  about  tor  a  n-rw  groarnvg-board. 

Hear  one  fiory  more,  and  then  I  will  flop. 
I  dic^imK  Wood  was  told  he  fhould  die  by  a  dr^p: 
So  methought  he  rcfolved  no  li<[uor  to  tafte. 
For  fear  i\\t:flrfl  drop  might  as  well  be  his  iajf. 
But  dreams  aic  like  oracles  ;  'tis  hard  to  explain  'em^ 
'For  it  prov'd  that  he  died  of  a  drop  at  Kilmainham  =t« 
I  wak'd  with  delight  j  and  not  without  hope, 
Very  foon  to  fee  H^ood  drop  down  from  a  rope. 
How  he  I  and  how  we,  at  each  other  fliould  grin  I 
■'Tis  kindnefs  to  liold  a  friend  up  by  the  chin. 
But  fofc !  fays  the  Herald  ;   I  cannot  agree  j 
"For. metal  on  metal  is  falfc  Heraldry 
Why,  that  may  be  true ;   yet  If^ood  upon  tToed, 
I  '11  maintain  with  my  life,  is  Heraldry  good. 

*  He  was  fre([uently  burnt  in  effigy. 

t  Their  place  of  execution. 

TO 
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TO    DR.    SHERIDAN. 

Dec.  14,  1719*,.  .9  Ht  nig! 
SiR> 

IT  is  impodiblc  to  know  by  your  letter  whcthe 
wine  is.  to  bt  l)Ottltcl  to-morrow,  or  no. 
Hit  l)e,  or  be  not,  why  did  not  you,  in  plain  Euj 

tell  us  fo  ?       ^ 
For  my  part,  it  was  by  mere  chance  I  czme  to  (it 

the  ladies  f  ^bis  night : 
And  if  they  had    not  told   me  there  was  a  letter 

you  I  and  your  man*  Alexander  had  not  gone, 

cotne  back  from  the  deanry;  and  the  boy- here 

not  been  fent  to  kt  Alexander  know  I  was  hcf] 

ihoald  have  miifed  the  letter  out-right. 
Truly  I  don't  know  who 's  bound  to  be  fendin] 

corks  to  ffop  your  Ixjttlcs,  with  a  vengeance. 
Make  a  page  of  your  own  age,  and  fend  your 

Alexander  to  buy  corks ;  for  Saunders  alread; 

gone  above  ten  jaunts. 
Mrs.  Dingley  and  Mrs.  Johnfon  fay,  truly  they 

care  for  your  wife's  company,  though  they  like 

wine  ;  but  they  had  rather  have  it  at  tlieir  own  1 

to  drink  in  quiet. 
However,  they  own  it  is  very  civil  in  Mr.  Sherid 

make  the  offer  j  and  they  cannot  deny  it, 

*  Tills  is  probably  dated  too  early, 
f  Mr*.  Dingley  and  Mis.  Johnfon. 
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I  wilh  Alexander  fafe  at  St  Cathaiine's  to-night,  with 
all  mv  heart  and  foul,  upon  my  word  and  honour : 

But  I  think  it  bafe  in  you  to  fend  a  poor  fellow  out  fo 
late  at  this  time  of  year,  when  one  would  not  turn 
out  a  dog  that  one  valued ;  I  appeal  to  your  friend 
Mr.  Connor 

I  would  prefent  my  humbk  fervicc  to  my  lady  Mount- 
caihel ',  but  truly  I  thought  (he  would  iiave  made  ad- 
vances to  have  been  acquainted  with  me^  as  ihe 
pretended. 

But  now  I  can  write  no  more,  for  you  fee  plainly  my 
paper  is  ended. 

1  P.  Si 

I  wilh,  when  you  prated,  your  letter  youM  dated: 

Much  plague  it  created.    I  fcolded  and  rated ; 

My  foul  is  much  grated  j  for  your  man  I  long  waited. 

1  thbk  you  are  fated,  like  a  bear  to  be  b^jyccd  : 

Your  man  is  belated  j  the  cafe  I  have  flatM^ 

And  me  you  have  cheated.    My  (lable  's  unflated. 

Come  back  t'  us  well  freighted. 

I  remember  my  late  head;  and  wilh  you  tranffatedy 

For  .eazing  me. 

2  P.  S. 

Mrs  Dingley  defires  me  (ingly 

Her  (ervice  to  prefent  you;  hopes  that^^l]  content  yovj 

But  Johnfon  madam  is  grown  a  fad  dame. 

For  want  of  converfe,  and  cannot  fend  one  veife. 

3  P.  S. 

Yda  keep  fuch  a  twattling  with  you  and  your  bottling; 
But  I  ific  she  fuiatoca1«  we  (hall  ne'er  have  a  bonle  ; 

The 
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The  long  and  the  ibort»  we  ihall  not  have  a  quart. 
I  wi(h  you  would  fign  %  that  we  have  a  pint. 
For  all  your  colloguing,  I M  be  glad  of  a  k noggin  : 
But  I  doubt  'tis  a  ibami  you  won't  give  us  a  dram. 
'TIS  of  Ihme  a  month  moon-fiill,  you  won't  part  witk 

a  fpoonfuUy 
And  I  mud  be  nimble,  if  I  can  fill  my  thimble. 
^You  fee  I  won't  ftop,  till  I  come  to  a  drop ; 
But  I  doubt  the  oraculum  is  a  poor  fupernaculum  i 
Though  perhaps  you  tell  it  for  a  grace^  if  we  fmell  it* 

Stella* 

TO        Q^  U    I    L    C    A, 

A  Country-house  of  Dr.   Sueridaii, 

In  no  very  good  Repair,  1715. 

T  ET  roe  thy  properties  explain  : 

*"^  A 'rotten  cabbin  dropping  rain  ; 

Chimnies  with  fcorn  rc3e6iing  fmoak  } 

Stools,  tal^s,  chairs,  and  bedileds  brcke* 

Here  elements  have  loft  their  ufes, 

Air  ripens  not,  nor  earth  produces ;  ^ 

In  vain  we  make  poor  Sheelah  *  toil. 

Fire  will  not  roaft,  nor  water  boU. 

Through  all  the  valleys,  hitls,  and  plains^  j 

The  goddefs  Want  in  triumph  reigns : 

And  her  chief  officers  of  (late. 

Sloth,  Dirt,  and  Theft,  around  her  wait* 

*  Tlie  name  of  an  Iriih  ienrgot* 

Die 
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The  Blessings  of  a  Country-Life,  I7»f% 

FAR  from  our  debtors  j  no  Dublin  letters; 
Not  feen  by  our  betters. 

The  Plagues  of  a  Country-Life. 

A  companion  with  news ;  a  great  want  of  fhoes ; 
Eat  leaa  meat,,  or  chufe  ;  a  (hurch  without  gews. 
Our  horfes  allrav  ;.  no  draw,  oats,  or  hayj  [p^^f* 

December  in  Ma}  ;  our  boys  run  away  ;  all  fervants.  ac 

DR.  SHERIDAN  TO   DR.   SWIFT* 

T  *D  have  you  to  know,  as  fure  as  you  *re  Dean, 

•^  On  Thurfdny  my  calk  of  Obrie.;  •  '11  fi::;i*i : 

If  my  wife  IS  not  wUling,  I  U\  llv.  's  a  quean; 

And  my  right  to  the  cellar,  egaJ,  I  '11  maintain 

As  bravely  as  any  tbat  fougbt  at  Dunblain  :  , 

Go  tell  her  it  over  and  over  again. 

I  hope,  as  I  ride  to  tbc  town,  it  won't  rain ; 

For,  Ihould  it,  I  fear  it  will  cool  my  hot  brain, 

Entirely  cxtinguifii  m\  poetic  vc-a  ; 

And  the.i  I  fhould  be  as  ftupid  as  Kain,  [twa?a. 

Who  preach'd  on  three  heads,  though  he  mention'd  but 

>Jow  VV'ardcl  's  in  hafte,  and  hegins  to  complain  j 

Your  moft  humble  fervant,  i  icar  Sir,  I  remain, 

T.  S— .H, 

Gel  llelfham,  Walmfley,  Delany, 

And  fome  Ca rattans,  if  there  be  any  *: 

Take  care  you  do  not  bid  too  many. 
*  /.  e.  in  Dublin,  for  thcv  wcie  country -clergy. 

J  DP. 
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^*r^H  £  yerfes  you  fent  on  tht  bottling  yoar  wine 
.     '  Were,  in  every  one's  judgement,  exceedingly  fine  j 
And  t  mufl  confers,  as  a  dean  and  divine, 

'I  think  you  infpir*d  by  the  Mufes  all  nine* 
I  nicely  examin'd  them  every  line, 
And  the  worft  of  them  all  like  a  bam<door  did  fhine. 
Oh,  that  Joive  would  give  me  fuch  a  talent  as  thine  I 
Witl^  Delany  or  Dan  I  would  fcom  to  combine, 
1  know  they  have  many  a  wicked  defign ; 
And,  give  Satan  his  due,  Dan  begins  to  refine. 
However,  I  wiih,  honed  comrade  of  mine. 
You  would  really  on  Thurfday  leave  8t.  Catharine^, 

-  Where  I  hear  you  are  cramm'd  every  day  like  a  fwine ; 
With  me  you  '11  no  more  have  a  flomach  to  dine,     .  > 
Nor  after  your  vittles  lie  deeping  fupine  : 
So  I  wiih  you  were  toothlefs,  like  lord  MafTerine. 
But,  y/tTt  you  as  wicked  as  lewd  Aretine, 
I  wifh  you  would  tell  me  which  way  you  incline. 
If,  when  you  return,  your  road  you  don't  line. 
On  Thurfday  I  '11  pay  my  refpe^s  at  your  (hrine. 
Wherever  you  bend,  wherever  you  twine. 
In  fquare,  or  in  oppofite  circle,  or  trine. 
Your  beef  will  on  Thurfday  be  falter  than  brine  : 
I  hope  you  have  fwill'd,  with  new  milk  from  the  kine| 
As  much  as  the  Liffee  's  outdone  by  tlie  Rhinei 

^  The  feat  of  lady  Mountcalhel,  near  Dublmt 
Vol.  L  a  a  Ani 
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And  Dan  ihall  be  with  us,  wi&k  nofe  aquiline* 

If  you  do  not  come  back,^  we  ihall  weep  out  oureyBe  t 

Or  may  your  gown  never  be  good  Ludierine. 

The  beef  you  have  got,  I  hear,  is  achine : 

But,  if  teo'many  come,  your  madam  will  wlune^  • 

And  then  you  may  kifs  the  low  end  of  her  fpine. 

But  enough  of  this  poetry  Alexandrine  : 

I  hope  you  will  not  think  this  zpmfydni. 

A         PORTRAIT 

FROM   THE    LIFE. 

/^O'M'E  fit  by  my  iide,  while  this  pidurcf  I  dnwr 

^^  In  chattering  a  magpie,  in  pride  a  jackdaw; 

A  temper  rhe  devil  himfclf  could  not  bridle; 

Impertinent  mixture  of  bufy  and  idle  ; 

As  rude  as  a  bear,  no  mule  lialf  fb  crabbed  ; 

She  fwills  like  a  fow,  and  (he  breeds  like  a  rabbit : 

A  houfe-wifc  in  bed,  at  table  a  (Tattern ; 

For  all  an  example,  for  no  one  a  pattern. 

Now  tell  me,  friend  Thomas  *,  Ford  t>  Grattan  %,  and 

merry  Dan  ||, 
Has  thi«  any  likenefs  to  good  madam  Shqridan? 

*  Dr.  Thomas  Sheridan. 

+  Charles  Ford  of  Woodpark,  Efq;- 

X  Reverend  John  Grattan. 

H  Reverend  Daniel  Jhckfon, 


won. 
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UPON   STEALING   A  CROWN 

WHEN  THE  DEAN  WAS  ASLEEP. 

BY    DR.    SHERIDAN. 

T^  E  AR  Dean,  (ince  you  in  ileepy  wife 

-*-^  Have  op'd  your  mouth,  and  clos*d  your  eyes ; 

Like  ghbft,  I  glide  alonjg  your  floor» 

And  {ott\y  Giui  the  parlour-door : 

For  ihould  I  break  your  fweet  repofe, 

Who  knows  what  money  you  might  lofe  } 

Since  oftentimes  it  has  been  found, 

A  dream  hats  ^ven  ten  thoufand  pound  } 

Then  deep,  my  friend ;  dear  dean,  ileep  on. 

And  all  you  get  (hall  he  your  own ; 

Provided  you  to  this  agree, 

That  all  you  lofe  belongs  to  me. 

THE    DEAN'S    ANSWER. 

O  O,  about  twelve  at  night,  the  punk 

•^  Steals  from  the  cully  when  he  *s  drunk ; 

Ner  is  contented  with  a  treat, 

Without  her  privilege  to  cheat. 

Nor  can  I  the  lead  difference  find. 

But  that  you  left  no  clap  l)eliind. 

But,  jeft  apart,  rcftore,  you  capon  ye, 

My  twelve  thirtcens  ♦  and  fix-pcnce  lia*penny. 

•  A  (hilling  paflctti  for  thirteen  pence  in  Ireland. 

A  a  a  To 


35S  SWIFT'S      POEMS. 

To  eat  mj  meat,  and  drink  my  mcdlkot, 

And  then  to  gire  me  fach  a  deadly  cut  — 

Bat  *d%  obfenr'dy  that  men  in  go^^mt 

Are  mod  indin'd  to  plunder  cnvms. 

Could  you  but  cbattge  a  crown  as  eafy 

As  you  can  fieal  one,  how  'twould  pleale  ye ! 

I  thought  the  lady  *  at  St.  Catharine's 

Knew  how  to  fet  you  better  patterns ; 

Por  diis  I  will  not  dine  vridi  Agmondiiham  f , 

And  for  his  nduals  let  a  ragman  diih  'em. 

THE        STORM; 
MINE  R'VA'S      PETITION. 

T)  AL  L  A  Sy  a  goddefs  chafte  and  vr^, 
***     Defcending  lately  from  the  (kieSy 
To  Neptune  went,  and  bcgg'd  in  form 
He  'd  give  his  orders  for  a  (lonn ; 
A  (lonn,  to  drown  that  rafcal  Horte, 
'  And  (he  would  kindly  thank  him  for  't: 
A  wretch !  whom  Englilh  rogues,  to  fpite  her. 
Had  lately  honoured  with  a  mitre. 

The  god,  who  favour'd  her  requeft, 
AiTurM  her  he  would  do  his  beft : 
But  Venus  had  been  there  before. 
Pleaded  the  biihop  lovM  a  whore, 

*  Lady  Montcaihel. 

t  Agmondiiham  Vcfey  efq;  a  very  worthy  gentle* 
man,  for  whom  the  Dean  had  a  great  eileem. 

And 
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And  had  enlarged  her  empire  wide  ; 
He  own'd  no  deity  beiide. 
At  fea  or  land,  if  e'er  you  found  him 
Without  a  miflrefs,  hang  or  drown  him^ 
Since  Burnet's  death,  the  biihop's  bench^ 
Till  Horte  arriv'd,  ne*er  kept  a  wench ; 
If  Horte  muft  fink,  ihe  grieves  to  ull  it. 
She  '11  not  have  left  one  tingle. prelate  t 
For,  to  fay  truth,  ihe  did  intend  him, 
£le6^  of  Cyprus  in  commendam. 
And,  fince  her  birth  the  ocean  gave  her. 
She  could  not  doubt  her  uncle's  favour* 
Then  Proteus  urg*d  the  fame  requeft. 
But  half  in  eameft,  half  in  jeft ; 
Said  he  »•  <'  Great  fovereign  of  the  main, 
**  To  drown  him,  all  attempts,  are  vaini 
*<  Horte  can  aflume  more  forms  than  I, 
**  A  rake,  a  bully,  pimp,  or  fpy ; 
*«  Can  creep  or  run,  can  fly  or  fwim, 
*  All  motions  are  alike  to  him : 
**  Turn  him  adrift,  and  you  ihall  find 
<<  He  knows  to  fail  with  every  wind ; 
**  Or,  throw  him  overboard,  he  *11  ride 
**  As  well  againft,  as  with  the  tide. 
**  But,  Pallas,  you  've  apply 'd  too  late ; 
<•  For  'tis  decreed,  by  Jove  and  Fate, 
*<  That  Ireland  mud  be  foon  deftroy'd, 
**  And  who  but  Horte  can  be  employ'd  ? 
'*  You  need  not  tlicn  have  been  fo  pert, 
"  In  fending  Bokon  *  to  Clonfert. 

*  Afterwards  archly  (hop  of  Calhell. 

A  a  3  "I  fottadl 
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^  I  fanod  yon  £d  k,  by  your  gdiuni^ ; 
.^  Toor  bcfinflt  if*  to  wtutd  jowr  fpamn^m 
^  Bm  how  joa  came  to  'wtapdfc 
**  In  nukiag;  HAopSy  no  ooe  kooirt : 
^  Or  who  ttpudtd  your  xepon ; 
**  Vm  never  were  jfoa  feen  at  comt. 
^^  And  tf  joo  imift  hare  yonr  pethioDy 
**  There  's  Berkeley*  in  die  fime  conation : 
'<  Looky  there  he  (laodt,  and  tis  hut  jufl^ 
*'  If  one  mtift  drown,  the  odier  nmft ; 
**  But,  if  you  11  leave  fw  bifiiop  Judas, 
•*  We  11  ^re  you  Berkeley  for  Bermudas. 
**  Now,  if  'twill  gratify  your  fpight, 
**  To  put  him  in  a  plaguy  fright, 
**  Although  'tis  hardly  worth  the  coft, 
**  You  fooh  (hail  fee  him  foundly  toil. 
**  You  '11  find  him  fwear,  hlafpheme,  and  damn 
**  (And  every  moment  take  a  dram) 
"  His  ghaftly  vifage  with  an  air 
**  Of  reprobation  and  defpair : 
**  Or  elfe  fomc  hiding-hole  he  feeks, 
"  For  fear  the  reft  mould  fay  he  fqiieaks ; 
«*  Or,  as  Fitzpatrick  f  did  before, 
«*  Refolve  to  pcnfli  with  his  whore  ; 
^<  Or  elfe  he  raves,  and  roats,  and  fwears, 
**  And,  but  for  ihame,  would  fay  his  prayers. 
«*  Or,  would  you' fee  his  fpirits  fink, 
**  Relaxing  downwards  in  a  (link  ? 

*  Dr.   GcciiKc  Berkeley,  dean  of  Dcrry,  and  vSn^ 
wnrils  hifliop  of  Cloyne.  '  ' 

/-  Hn^',!u\Mi\  Fitzpatrick  was  drowned  in  one  of  the 
yackct'boALu  in  tiic  bay  of  Dubllni  iu  a  great  ilorm. 

^*  •'       ■  ■- 1  ^^\€ 
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-^  If  fuch  a  fight  as  this  can  pleafe  ye, 
•<*  Good  madam  jalhs,  pray  be  eafy, 
*' To  Neptune  fpeak,  and  he 'IT  confent ; 
-**  But  he  Ml  come  back  the  knave  he  went.** 

The  goddefs,  w&6  conceiv'd  an  hop^ 
That  Hone  was  dedin'd  to  a  iope, 
Believ'd  it  befl  to  <i6bd^ceM 
To  fpare  a  foe,  to  fare  a  friend  t 
But,  fearing  Berkeley  miglit  be  fcaf^d* 
^fihe  left  him  Virtue  *for  a  guard. 

ODE      ON      SCIENCE. 

f\  H,  heavenly-born  f  in  decpeft  dclk 
^^  If  faireft  fcicncd  ever  dwells 

Beneath  the  moffy  cave ; 
>Indulge  the  verdure  of  the  woods  : 
With  azure  beauty  gild  the  floods. 

And  flowery  carpets  lave  ; 

For  melancholy  ever  reigns 
J)elighted  in  the  fylvan  fcenes 

With  fcientihc  light ; 
While  Dian,  huntrefs  of  the  vales. 
Seeks  lulling  founds  and  fanning  gales. 

Though  wrapt  from  mortal  fight. 
Yet,  goddefs,  yet  the  way- explore 
'With  magic  rites  and  heathen  lore 

Obftrucled  and  deprefs'd  : 
Till  Wifdom  give  the  facred  Nine, 
•Untaught,  not  uninfpir'd,  to  fliine, 

By  Rcifon^s  power  redrcCs'd. 
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When  Solon  and  Lycurgus  taught, 
To  moralize  the  human  thought 

Of  mad  opinion'is  maze. 
To  erring  zeal  they  gave  new  laws* 
Thy  charms,  O  Liberty,  the  caufe 

That  blends  congenial  rays. 

Bid  bright  Aftnea  gild  the  mom. 
Or  bid  a  hundred  funs  be  born« 

To  hecatomb  the  year ; 
Without  thy  aid,  in  vain  the  poles^ 
In  vain  the  zodiac  fyftem  rolls. 

In  vain  the  lunar  fphere. 

Come,  faired  princefs  of  the  throng,. 
Bring  fweet  Philofophy  along 

In  metaphyfic  dreams  ; 
While  raptur'd  bards  no  more  behold 
A  vernal  age  of  purer  gold 

In  Heliconian  flreams. 

Drive  Thraldom  with  malignant  hand. 
To  curfe  fome  other  deflin'd  land 

By  Folly  led  aftray  : 
lerne  bear  on  azure  wing ; 
Energic  let  her  foar,  and  fing 

Thy  univerfal  fway. 

So,  when  Amphion  bade  the  lyre 
To  more  majeftic  found  afpire. 

Behold  the  madding  throng, 
In  wonder  and  oblivion  drown'd, 
To.  fculpture  tum'd  by  magic  found 

And  petrifying  fong. 
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O        E        M        S 
By  ©  R,    S    W   j    F    T. 


lifaroh  1^,  17  26. 

*npHIS  day,  whate'crthe  Fates  decree, 
"■■    Shall  fttll  be  ^cept  with  joy  by  me : 
This  day  then-let  us  ndtt  be-tdid, 
That  you  are  lick,  and  I  grown  old  j 
"^Tor  think  on  our  approacMn^  ills. 
And  talk  of  fpeftacles  and -pills : 
^o-morrow  wH  be  time  enough 
'To  hear  fuch  mcntifying  fluff'. 
Yet,  iinceirom  reafon  may  be  brouglit 
A  better  and  more  pleaiing  thought. 
Which  can»  in  fpite  of  all  decays. 
Support  a  few  remaining  days ; 
!From  not  the  graveft  of  Divines 
Accept  far  once  fome  fenous  lines. 

Although  we  now  can  form  no  more 
Long  ichemes  of  life,  as  heretofore ; 
Yet  you,  while  time  is  running  faft. 
Can  look  with  joy  on  wliat  is  pad. 
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Were  iaXMvc  happinefs  and  paia 
A  mere  contmance  of  the  braia  ^''  \ 
As  atheifts  argue,  to  endce 
And  fit  their  profcljrtes  for  vice 
(The  only  comfort  they  prbpofe;* 
To  have  companions  in  their  woes)  r 
Grant  this  the  cafe  $  ftt  §nt  'tk'haftl  . 
That  virtue,  ftyl'd  its  own  reward. 
And  by  aH  fa|ges  underftoo^ 
To  be  the  chief  of  human  good,. 
Should  acting  die  r  nor  lejive  behind 
Some  lafting  pleafure  in  the  mind. 
Which  by  remembrance  will  aflwage : 
Oriefy  ficknefs,  poverty,  and  age^ 
And  ftrongly  ihoot  a  radiant  dart 
To  ihine  through  life's  declining  parti. 

Say,  Stella;  feel  you  no  content, 
Reflefting  on  a  life  well-fpcnt  ? 
Your  (kilful  hand  employ'd  to  fave 
Tcfpairin^  wrctcHcs  from  the  grave ; 
And  then  fupponing  with  your  (lore 
Thofe  whom  you  dragg'd  from  death  before  ^ 
So  Providence  on  mortals  waits, 
Prcfcrving  what  it  firfl  creates. 
Your  generous  boldnefs  to  defend 
An  innocent  and  ahfcnc  friend ; 
That  courage  which  can  make,  you  Juft 
To  merit  humbled  in  the  dud ; 
The  deteftation  you  exprefs 
Tor  vice  in  all  its  glittering  dreft  ; 
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That  patience  under  tottering  paiii» 
Where  fluhbom  Stoicks  would  complaiai 
Muft  thefe  like  empty  ihadows  pa($« 
Or  fomis  refle£ked  frofn  a  j^t } 
Or  mere  chimeras  in  the  mind. 
That  fly,  and  leaTC  no  marks  behind  I 
Does  not  the  body  thrive  and  jf/nm  ^ 

By  food  of  twenty  years  ago  ? 
^dy  had  it  not  been  (till  fupply'd^ 
It  muft  a  thoufand  times  have  died« 
Then  vfho  widi  reaibn  can  oUintaiB 
That  no  eWeSti  of  food  remain  I 
.  And  is  not  virtue  in  mankind 
The  nutriment  that  feeds  tlie  mintf » 
Upheld  by  each  good  a^on  padU 
And  (till  continued  by  the  laft  ? 
Then,  who  with  reaCon  can  pretend 
That  all  cfFefls  of  virtue  end  ? 

Believe  me,  Stella,  when  yau  fliow 
That  true  contempt  for  things  below^ 
Nor  prize  your  life  for  other  ends 
iThan  merely  to  oblige  your  friends ; 
Yovur  former  anions  claim  their  party 
.  And  join  to  fortify  your  heart. 
For  Virtue  in  her  daily  race^ 
Like  Janu6,  bears  a  double  face; 
Looks  back  with  joy  where  (he  has  gonty 
And  therefore  goes  with  courage  on : 
She  at  your  (ickly  couch  vviM  wait. 
And  guide  you  to  a  better  ftate. 
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O  then,  ^Kaitrrer  Heai^  inteiklsy 
Takd  pity  on  your  pitying  friend ! 
Nor  let  your  ills  afitS  your  miAd, 
To  fancy  they  can  be  UBikuld. 
Me,  furely  me^  you  ought  to  fpztt, 
Who  gladly  would  yoiir  fuffeifdg  ffcafe; 
Or  give  my  fcrap  of  life  to  you. 
And  think  it  far  beneath  your  dUe  j 
Youy  to  whofe  care  (b  oft*  1 6\9t 
That  I  'm  aHve  to  tell  you  fo« 


HORACE,  sodsit  oatiav. 

Paraphraiedy  KUd  itrfcriKed  t(9  Ikelakh.    tJiS^ 

THt  inscar^tiojr. 

Poor  floadng  ifle,  toft  on  iU-fortune's  wwet. 
Ordained  by  fate  to  be  the  htod  ef  flavesf 
Shall  moving  Delos  now  dee^rooted  ftind  t 
Thou,  fix'd  of  old,  be  now  the  moving  land^ 
Although  the  itietaphor  be  worn  and  ibiltj 
Betwixt  a  ftate,  and  veilel  under  fail  i 
Let  me  fuppofe  thee  for  a  flitp  a-whik^ 
And  thus  addrefs  thee  in  the  (iulor's  fiyle  < 

T  T  NH  APPY  fliip,  thou  art  retum'd  in  vain  r 
^    New  waves  ihall  drive  thee  to  the  deep  agaku 
Look  to  thyfclf,  and  be  no  more  the  fpon 
Of  giddy  winds^  but  make  fome  friendly  port« 

Loft 
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Lod  are  thy  oars,  th«t  us*d  thy  co^irfe  to  gvi4e« 
Like  faithful  counfejloirs  o^  either  fide. 
Thy  roaft,  which  like  fp^e  zfei  patriot  flood 
The  finglejsillar  for  his  country's  good^ 
To  lead  thee,  as  a  ftaff  di<e6is  thje  blind^ 
Behold  it  cracks  by  yon  roygh  t^^fiifn  wind. 
Your  cables  burd,  and  yo\i  mjoft  quickly  feel 
The  waves  iropetuQUs  enter  at  yoi^  J^eel. 
Thus  commoQwealths  receive  %  foreign  yoke^ 
When  the  fbrong  cords  of  union  once  are  broke* 
Tom  by  a  fudden  temjpefl  is  thy  faUi 
Expanded  to  invite  a  milder  gi^le. 

As  when  fome  writer  in  a  public  caufe 
His  peuy  to  fave  a  iinkbg  n;don,  draws^ 
While  all  is  calmy  his  ailments  prevails 
The  people's  voice  expands  jhis  paper^fail ; 
Till  power,  difcharging  all  her  ftormy  bags^ 
Flutters  the  feeble  pamphlet  into  rags. 
The  nation  fcar'd,  the  author  doom'd  to  deaths 
Who  fondly  put  his  truil  in  popular  breath. 

A  larger  facrifice  in  vain  you  vow  \ 
There 's  not  a  power  above  will  help  you  now : 
A  nation  thus,  who  oft'  Heaven*s  call  neglefis. 
In  vain  from  injured  Heaven  relief  expe£it. 

'Twill  not  avail,  when  thy  Arong  fides  are  broke^ 
That  thy  dcfcent  is  from  the  Britiih  oak ; 
Or,  when  your  name  and  family  you  boaft. 
From  fleets  triumphant  o'er  the  Gallic  coafl. 
Such  was  lerne's  claim,  as  juft  as  thine, 
Her  fons  defcendcd  frcm  the  Britiih  line  \ 

B  3  IT€r 


«  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

Her  mat'chlefs  fons,  whofe  valour  ftill  remains 
On  French  records  for  twenty  long  caippjugns  t 
Yet,  from  an  cmprefs  now  a  captive  growny 
She  fav'd  Britannia's  rights,  and  lofl  her  own. 

In  ihips  decayed  nb  mariner  confides, 
Lur'd  by  the  gilded  ftem  and  painted  (ides ; 
Yet  at  a  ball  unthinking  fools  delight 
In  the  gay  trap]^ngs  of  a  birth-day  night  r 
They  on  the  gold  brocades  and  fattins  rav'd. 
And  quite  forgot  their  country  was  enflav'd. 
Dear  vetTel,  ftill  be  to  thy  lleeragc  juft, 
Kor  change  thy  courfe  wii!h  every  fudden  guft ; 
I^ike  fupple  patriots  of  the  modem  fort. 
Who  turn  with  every  gale  that  blows  from  eourt« 

Weary  and  fca-iick  when  in  thee  confin'd» 
Now  for  thy  fafcty  cares  diftra£l  ray  mind  i 
As  thofe  who  long  have  ftood  the  ftorms  of  date 
Retire,  yet  ftill  bemoan  their  country's  fate. 
Beware,  and  when  you  hear  tlie  furges  roar. 
Avoid  the  rock^  on  Britain's  angry  (hore. 
They  lie,  alas !  too  eafy  to  be  found ; 
For  thee  alone  they  lie  the  iftand  round* 
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VEAR  TltlliITT-CaLLiE6S»  OUSLSN^  tl%^ 

T^  Y  bc^y  seal  ia^r'd*  and  iei[  ^  famey. 

^-^  T£>  thee,  once  £urounte  ille,p  with  joy  I  came ; 

What  timcthc  Goth,  the  Vandal,  and  the  Hun> 

JHad  my  own  native  Italy  •  o'cr-rijn* 

lerne,  to  the  worUl's  remoteft  jart^,. 

RenownM  for  valour,  polky,  and.  arts; 

HichccfroiB  Colchos  tr  ^J^  ^  fleecy  orr,. 
JaGm  aniv'd  two  thouiand  years  hcfbte. 
Thee,  hapyy  ifland^  Pallas  call'd  her  own. 
When  haughty  Britain  was  a  land  un1;nawn{  r 

♦  Italy  was  not  properly  theaative  pFacc  of  St.  Pa?* 
.ttick,  but  the  place  of  his  jcducaaon,  and  where  he  re- 
ceived his  mifllon^.  and'hecaufe  lie  had  his  new  bir:li 
there,  hence,  by ^poeticallicencc,  and  by fcripture-figurf , 
our  author  calls  that  country  his  native  Italy.  Tr  rs  H  Kd  . 

+  OrphfiLUs,  or  the  antient  author  of  the  Greek  poem 
on  the  Argonautic  expedition,  whoever  he  be,  fays, 
that  Jafont  who  manned  the  fhip  Argos  at  ThcfiTaly, 
(ailed  to  Ireland.  Irish  £j>. 

I  Tacitus,  in  the  life  of  Julius  Agncola,  fays,  that 
the  harbours  of  Ireland*  on  account  of  their  commerce^ 
were  better  kno^^n  to  tlic  world  tlian  thoi^  of  Bntain.. 
Irish  £s. 
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From  thee^  wi^  pnd^y  the  Caledouans  trace 
The  ^\(t^cfQi  founder  of  tiieir  kiaglf  race : 
Thy  manial  font,  whcm  new  diey  dare  dcffiift^. 
Difi  once  their  land  fubduc  and  civilize  : 
Their  drtf^,  their  language,  aed  Ae  Sceiri 
Confefs  t}ie  foil  from  whence  the  vidor^  came  •• 
Will  may  they  boafl:  rhat  ancient  bleod,  which  runt  " 
Widiin  their  v«in9>  who  are  thy  younger  iboet, 

Acoa- 

*  The  arg;ument  here  turns  on,  what  the  author  of 
courfc  took  for  granted,  the  prefent  Scots  being  the  de-^ 
Iccndanrt  of  Irifh  emigrants.  This  fa£^,  howerer  tnxe^- 
wn'i  nor  in  Dr.  Swiff '<j  time  afcertained  with  any  degree 
cf  prccifion.  Ireland  even  to  this  day  ''  remains- fuperw 
'*  flitioufly  dovutcd  to  lier  antient  hiftory/'  and  ^wrapt* 
'<  hcifclf  In  the  ^loom  of  her  own  legendary  annals." 
Ml'.  Whitakcr  Ims  difplaycd  an  uncommon  fund  06 
knowlcdj^c  on  tliiu  veiy  curious  fubje£lry  both  in  his^ 
••  Hiflory  of  Manchcitcr,"  and  in  «  The  Genuine- 
"  IJillory  of  the  Britons  aflcrted."  N. 

t  •*  'I'he  Scots  (fays  Dr.  Robertfon)  carry  their  pre- 
*'  tcniions  to  antiquity  as  high  as  any  of  their  neigh-* 
**  bouiA.  Kclyiny;  upon  uncertain  legends,  and  die  tra*- 
**  diiions  of  rhcir  bards,  Aili  more  uncertain,  xhty  reo* 
**  kr)n  up  a  fcries  of  kintrs  fcveral  ages  hefort  the  biith^ 
*'  ot  Cl\ril^|  and  ^>;ivc  a  particular  detail  of  occurrences-, 
••  wliich  happened  in  their  reigns.  In  the  beginning  of. 
«•  ilir  fixtccnih  century,  John  Major  and  He6h)r 
"  l\u=tl\ius  puMifhcd  their  Hiftorics  of  Scotland ;  the 
"  tbuincr  a  i'uccinkl  and  dry  writer,  the  latter  a  copious 

«  and 
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A  conqucft  and  a  colony  from  thcc. 

The  mother-kingdom  left  her  chHdreti  free  5 

From  thee  no  mark  of  ffavcry  they  felt  i 

Kot  fo  with  thee  thy  bafe  invaders  dealt ; 

Invited  here  to  vengeful  Morrough's  aid  *, 

Thoft  whom  they  codld  not  conquer,  they  betrfty'dr 

<'and  flbrid  one;  and  both  equally  CTcdultMn.  Not 
**  many  years  after,  Buchanan  undertook  the  fame 
**  work;  and  if  his  accuracy  and  impartiality  had  been- 
*^  in  any  degree  equal  to  the  degance  of  his  tafte,  and 
^  to  the  purity  and  vigour  of  his  ftyle,  his  hiftory  might 
"  be  placed  on  a  level  with  the  moft  admired  compofi- 
•*  tions  of  the  ancients.  But,  inftead  of  rcjcfting  the 
**  improbable  tales  of  Chroniclc*writers,  he  was  at  the 
^  utmoft  pains  to  adorn  them,  and  hatb  doathed  with 
^  all  the  beauties  and  graces  of  ii£^ion  thofe  legends 
**  which  formerly  had  only  its  wildnefs  and  «xtrava* 
^  gance."— On  tlie  authority  of  Buchanan  and  Ids  pre- 
•leceflbrs  the  hiftorical  part  of  this  poem  feems, founded^ 
US  well  as  the  notes  figned  IiviSH  Ki>w  fome  of  which,, 
1  believe,  were  written  by  the  Dean  himfelf^  N. 

♦  In  tlie  reign  of  king  Henry  IF,  Dennot  M*Mor- 
xough,  king  of  LeinAer,  being  deprived  of  his  king- 
dom by  Roderick  OConnor,  king  of  Connaught,  lie 
invited  the  Engliih  over  as  auxiliaries,  and  promifed 
Richard  Strangbow  earl  of  Pembroke  his  daughter  and 
itll  his  dominions  as  a  portion.  By  this  uflidance, 
M'Morrough  recovered  his  crown,  and  Strangbow  be^ 
came  poircirsd  of  all  LcinAcr.    Irish  £s>. 

5  B.itaiA 


^  SWIFT'S     POEU%. 

Britain^  by  thee  we  fell^  ungrateful  ifle ! 
Ilot  by  thy  valour,  but  fuperior  guile : 
Britiuny  with  fhame,  confefs  this  land  of  mine 
Firft  taught  thee  human  knowledge  and  divine  *; 
My  prelates  and  my  ftudents>  *feut  from  hence. 
Made  your  fons  converts  both  ta  God  and  fcnfe : 
Kot  like  the  paftors  of  thy  ravenous  breed, 
Who  come  to  fleece  the  flocks*,  and  not  to  fecd^ 

Wretched  leme  !  with  what  grief  I  fee 
The  fatal  changes  Time  hath  made  in  thee  I 
The  Chriflian  ntes  I  introduced  in  vain  t 
Lo  1  infidelity  returned  again  I 
Freedom  and  virtue  in.Jthy  "fons  I  fbynd^ 
Who  now  in  vice  and  flavery  are  drowned  ^ 

By  faith  and  prayer,  this  cro(ierin.my  hand^ 
I  drove  the  venom'd  ferpent  from,  thy  land ; 
The  fhepherd  ia  his  bower  might  ileep  or.  fing  f^. 
Nor  dread  tlie  adder'fr  tooth,  nor  fcorpion*fr>iling^ 

'*  St.  Patrick  arrived  in  Iceland  in  the  year  43T,  mS 
complicated  tlie  converfton  of  the  natives,  which  huA 
been  begun  by  Palladius  and  others.  And,  asbiihop 
Nicholfbn  obfbrvbs,  Ireland  ft)on  became  the  fbuntaim 
of  learning,  'to  'whtcb  all  the  Wieftem  Chiiftiansy  as 
well  as  the  Engliih,  had  recourfe,  nor  only  for  io^ 
ftru6Hons  in  the  principles  of  religion,  b«c  in  ril  fom 
of  literature,  *tnz.  LegtnA  et  ScMtjfliex  sruditkmt 
gratia.  IhisttEd. 

t  There  are  no  fnakes,  vipers,  or  toads,  m>Ifttlandr 
and  even  frogs  were  not  known  here  until  ab«ut  tht 
year  170c.  The  magpyes  came  »  fliort  tioe:  befibse  p 
and  tilt  Norway  rats  fmce.  Jrish  Ed. 
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With  omens  cfft*  I  (htive  to  warn  thy  fwains, 
Omenst  the  types  of  tky  impending  chains. 
I  fent  the  magpyc  kom  the  Britifh  foily 
With  reftlefs  beak  ihy  blooming  firuit  to-fpcnl  s 
To  din  thine  earn  wtthKunhaimomous  clack. 
And  haunt  thy  holy  walls  m  white,  and  black. 
What  eKe  are  thofe  thou  feed  in  bifliops'  geer^ 
Who  crop  the  nurfecies  of  learning  here ; 
Afpiringt  greedy^,  full  of  fenfelefs  pnatey 
Devour  the  church,  a»d  chatter  to  the  fbt^  ? 

As  you  .grew  more  degenecate  and  bafe,. 
I  fent  you  millions  of  the  croaking  race; 
£mblems  of  yifefb  vile,  who  fpcead  their  fpawn 
Through  all  thy  land,  in. armour,,  fur,  and  lawn; 
A  naufeous  brood,  thab  fills  your  fenate  walls » 
'  And  in  the  clvunbers  of  your  viceroy  crawls  I 

See,  where  ^at  new*devouring  vermin  runs. 
Sent  in  my  anger  from  the  land  of  Huns  ! 
With  harpy-claws  it  undermines  the  ground,. 
And  fudden  fpreads  a  numerous  offspring  roupd« 
Th'  amphibious  tyrant,  with  his  ravenous  band, 
Drains  aU  thy  hdces  of  Eih,  of  fruiu  thy  land. 

Where  is  the  holy  weU  that  bore  my  name  ? 
Fled  to  the  fountain  back,  from  whence  it  came  ! 
Fair  Freedom's  emblem  enoe,  wliich  fmootbly  flows* 
And  bleffings  equally  on  all  beftows. 
Here,  from  the  neighbouring  *  nurfery  of  arts. 
The  ihidents,  drinking,  rais'd  their  wit  and  paru; 

*  The  timvet^y«if  Dobiin,  called  Trinity  Cdleg«p 
vtras  founded  by  queen  Elizabeth  in  1591.  Irish  Ed. 
« «  Heccg 


KJTf  iur  iiic  ciiiiii\;KS9  icau  —  aii  .Acnmicy  s  ouiQi 
Colle£k  excife,  or  wait  upon  the  tide. 

Oh  !  had  I  been  apoftle  to  the  SM^fs* 
Or  hardy  Scot,  or  any  land  but  this  4 
Combined  in  arms,  they  had  their  fots  deBedy 
And  kept  their  liberty,  or  bravely  died. 
Thou  ftill  with  tyrants  in  fucceflion  curft. 
The  lad  invaders  trampling  on  the  firft  ; 
Nor  fondly  hope  for  fome  reverfe  of  fate. 
Virtue  herfelf  would  now  return  too  late. 
Not  half  thy  courfe  of  mifery  is  run, 
Thy  grcateft  evils  yet  are  fcarce  begun. 
Soon  Ihall  thy  fons  (the  time  is  jull  at  hand) 
Be  all  made  captives  in  their  native  land ; 
When,  for  the  ufc  of  no  Hibernian  bpm. 
Shall  rife  one  blade  of  grafs,  one  ear -of  com  | 
When  ihclls  and -leather  fliall  for  money  pafs. 
Nor  thy  opprcflmg  lords  afford  thee  brafs  *. 
'Riit  all  turn  leafers  to  that  4-  mooprel  breed. 


ON  St.   ?AtRfClt'S   WELL.       13 

Who  to  yon  rar^Hte  iAe  thf  t«exfttR»  taur^ 
And  wafle  in  liisM^y  «lif  ha(fv>eft5  dun»-9 
For  pride  and  iggWmStet  K^  pfO^i^  gi^<^^ 
The  jell  of  witSy  MOd  vo  di«  ootift  QiiuKiwte» 
I  fcom  thy  fpuHcytts-iMdl  degonehM  Mao^  . 
And  from  this  hdur  itty  ]^«t«ouai|^  f^figlb 

ON  READfKO  S)R«  YOUNG'S  SATIK£& 

CALLEKJ 

THE    UNIVERSAL    PASS10N> 

tfir  ^RICH  Ht  JdBAMS  Pftisrs. 
1726. 

T  F  there  be  truth  in  what  you  Ciag, 
■*  Such  god-liffe  lrirtu«9  in  the  king  j 
A  minifter  *  fo  filPd  virith  zeal 
And  wifdom  for  the  coBuafeoR-weal  t 
If  he  t  who  in  the  chair  praiides 
So  ileadily  the  fem^te  guides : 
Smothers,  whom  you  make,  your  theme^ 
Are  feconds  in  the  glorious  fcheme : 
If  every  petfr,  whom  you  commend. 
To  worth  and  learning  be  a  friend  : 
If  this  be  truth,  as  you  attefl;. 
What  land  was  ever  half  fo  bleil  ? 

*  Sir  Robert  Walpolc,  afterwards  carl  of  Orford. 

t  Sir  Spencer  Compten>  then  fjpeaker,  afterwards 

earl  of  Wiknington. 

No 
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NofaUcboodiiowaunMig4iie.gicat,  • 
And  tndefmen  now  no  loager  chctt ; 
Now  on  the  bench  £ur  Juftke  Ihiacs  s 
Her  fcab  to  neither  fide  iodines  t 
Now  Pride  and  Cnieky  are  flown^  - 
And  Mercy  besexxalts -her  throne-: 
For  fuch  is  good-ezampk's  power. 
It  does  its  office  every  hour. 
Where  governors  ate  good  and  wifff 
Or  elfe  the  trueft  maxim  lyes  : 
For  fo  we  find  all  ancient  imgn 
'Decree,  i^ax^ ad exeMplmm regit f 
Throu^  all  the  realm  his  vinues  run» 
Ripening  and  kindlbg  like  the  fun. 
If  this  be  true,  then  how  much  more 
When  yon  have  nam'd  at  lead  afcore 
Of  courtiers,  each  in  their  degree. 
If  pofllbley  as  good  as  he  ? 

Or  take  it  in  a  different  view. 
I  alk  (if  what  you  fay  be  true) 
If  you  affirm  the  preient  age 
Defenivs  yourfatire's  keeneft  rage : 
If  that  fame  unrverfal paffkn 
With  eveiy  vice  hath  fiU'd  the  natioQ : 
If  virtue  dares  not  venture  down 
A  (ingle  ftep  beneath  die  crown : 
If  clergymen,  to  fhewAeir  wit, 
Praife  cU^cks  more  than  holy  writ : 
If  bankrupts,  when  they  are  undone^ 
Into  the  fenate-hou£e  can  run, 


And  fell  their  Totes  at  fuch  t  rate. 

As  win  retrieve  a  Idft  eftaae : 

If  law  be  £Bch  a  partial  wfaore» 

To  fpaie  the  rich,  and  plague  die  poor  t 

If  thefe  be  of  all  crimes  the  worft, 

VHiat  knd  was  erer  half  £0  cttcft  ? 


THE    DOG    AND    THIEF,    i;*^. 

OUOTH  the  thief  to  the  dog,  kt  me  mco  your  door. 
And  I  '11  gWe  yoa  thefe  deHcate  bits. 
O^oth  the  dog,  I  ihall  then  be  more  villain  than:  you  're^ 
And  -beiidee  >muft  be  o«t  of  my  wits. 

Your  delicate  bits  wiH  not  fenre  me  a  meat. 
But  my  mailer  each  day  gives  me  bread ; 

You  '11  Hy,  when  you  get  what  you  came  here  to  fteal. 
And  I  rauft  be  hang'd  in  your  ilead. 

The  flock-jobber  thus  from  Change-alley  goes  down, 

And  t;ps  you  the  freeman  a  wink ; 
Let  me  have  but  your<vote  to  fcrve  for  the  town, 

And  hcretf  a  guinea  to  drink. 

.Says  the  freeman,  your  guinea  to-night  would  be  fpentf 

Your  offers  df  bribery  ceafe  r 
i  '11  vote  for  my  landlord,  to  whom  I  pay  rent, 
~   Or  elie  I  may  forfeit  my  kafe. 

l^rom  London  they  come,  iilly  people  to  choufe^ 
Their  lands  and  their  faces  unknown  : 

Who  'd  vote  a  rogue  into  the  parliament-houfe. 
That  would  turn  a  man  out  of  his  own  ? 

a  ADVICE. 
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A        D       V       i        C       £ 

TO  THB  GRVfi-STRE£T  ITBRSE-WJUTEHS.      tf^ 

'XT  £  poets  nggo^  Slid  lorlorn, 
^    Down  from  ytfwc  garrets  haAf ^ 
Ye  rhymers  dead  as  feen  as  boniy 
Not  yet  cen€gn*d  to  pafte; 

I  know  a  trkk  t^  make  ytnot  thHre  f 

Qf  'tis  a:<|uaior  device : 
Your  iHlViMm  poems  fikuVi  revive^ 

Aad  icom.  to  wrap  up  fpico. 

Get  all  y«ur  vaifes  pvimwd  haty 

Then  let  them  well  be  dried ; 
And  C)irll  muft  have  a  fpecial  care 

To  leave  the  mar^  wide. 

Lend  thefeto  paptr-ipaTing*  Pope; 

And  when  he.  fits  (o  writCy 
No  letter  with  an  envelope 

Could,  give  him  mere  deligjit. 

When  Pope  has  fitt'd  the  mMt^mroniA^ 

Why  tliea  recall  your  loan{ 
Sell  them  to  Curll  for  £Lfty  pound. 

And  fwear  chey  are  yjour  own. 

*  The  original  copy  of  Mr.  Pope^  celebrated  trtnla- 
tion  of  Homer  (|>rererved  in  the  Bfkifli  Mufeuro)  » 
almoft  entirely  written  on  the  oovevs  of  letters,  and 
fometimes  bctweca  the  line^  of  the  letMifs-  theuirelvei.  Jjf. 

TO 


TO       A       LADY, 

Who  dcfircd  the  Aitthor  to  write  fome  Verfe» 
upon  her  in. the  Heroic  Style*    , 
Written  at  LoNi>rOM'   in    17^ 

A  FTER  venting  all  my  fpitc, 
"*^  Tell  me,  what  have •!  to  write  > 
;Evcry  error  I  couTd  find 
Through  the  mazes  of  your  mind^ 
'Have  my  bufy  Miife  employ*d 
Till  the  company  was  xloy'd. 
Are  you  pofitive  and  fxetfUl, 
Heedlefsy  ^norant,  forgetful  > 
ThoTcy  and  twenty  follies  more, 
I  have  often  told  before.  . 

Hearken  what  my  lady  fays  : 
Have  I  nothing  then  to  praife  ? 
Ill  it  fits  you  to  be' witty, 
Where  a  fault  ihould  move  your  pity. 
If  you  think  .me  too  conceited, 
Or  to  paflion  quickly  heated  ; 
If  mv* wandering  head  be  lefs 
%t  on  heading  than  on  drefs ; 
If  I  always  feem  too  dull  t'ye ; 
I  can  folve.the  diffi— culty. 

You  would  teach  me  to  be  wife ; 
Truth  and  honour  how  to  prize  ,• 
How  to  ihineiin  converfation. 
And  with  credit  fill  my  ftation } 

*0L.  IT.  C  How 
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How  to  reli(h  notions  high; 
How  to  live,  and  how  to  die 

But  t  was  decreed  by  Fate- 
Mr.  Dean,  you  come  too  late. 
Well  I  know,  you  can  difcern, 
I  am  now  too  old  to  learn  : 
Follies,  from  my  youth,  inftill'dy 
Have  my  foul  entirely  fill'd ; 
In  my  head  and  heart  they  ceQter, 
Nor  will  let  your  lelTons  enter. 

Bred  a  fondling  and  an  heirefs ; 
Dreft  like  any  Lady  Mayorefs ; 
Cocker'd  by  the  fervants  rounds 
Was  too  good  to  touch  the  ground  i 
Thought  the  life  of  every  lady 
Should  be  one  continp^l  play-day—* 
Balls,  and  mafquerades,  and  (howSy 
Viiits,  plays,  and  powdered  beaux. 

Thus  you  have  my  cafe  at  large. 
And  may  now  perform  your  charge. 
Thofe  materials  I  have  fumiih'd. 
When  by  you  refin'd  and  bumi{h*d, 
Muft,  that  all  the  world  may  know  'em. 
Be  reduc'd  into  a  Poem.  j^  ^ 

But,  I  beg,  fufpend  a  while 
That  fame  paultry,  burlefque  ftyle  i 
Drop  for  once  your  conihmc  rule. 
Turning  all  to  ridicule ; 
Teaching  others  how  to  ape  you ; 
Coun  nor  Parliament  am  'fSape  you| 


Tick 
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Treat  the  publick  and  your  friends 
Both  alike,  while  neither  mends. 

Sing  my  praife  in  drain  fublime  s 
Treat  me  not  with  doggrel  rhyme. 
'Tis  but  juft»  you  fhould  produce, 
With  each  fault,  each  fault's  excufe ; 
Kot  to  publifli  every  trifle,  * 
And  my  few  pcrfeftions  ftiflc. 
With  fome  gifts  at  lead  endow  me, 
Which  my  very  foes  allow  me. 
Am  I  fpightful,  proud,  unjuft  ? 
Did  I  ever  break  my  truft  ? 
Which  of  all  our  modern  dames 
Cenfures  lefs,  or  lefs  defames  ? 
In  good-maifters  am  I  faulty  ? 
Can  you  call  me  rude  or  haughty  ? 
Did  I  e'er  my  mite  withhold 
From  the  impotent  and  old  ? 
When  did  ever  I  omit 
Due  regard  for  men  of  wit  ? 
When  have  I  efteem  exprefs'd 
For  a  coxcomb  gaily  drefs'd  ? 
I^  I,  like  the  female  tribe. 
Think  it  wit  to  fleer  and  gibe  ? 
Who  with  lefs  defigning  ends 
Kindlier  entertains  her  friends ; 
With  good  words  and  countenance  fprightly. 
Strives  to  treat  them  more  politely? 

Think  not  cards  my  chief  diverfion  i 
Tis  a  wrot^,  unjufl  afperiion  : 

C  a  Never 


•Convcrfation  learn  to  reHfh, 

And  with  books  my  mind  embcUilh, 

Now,  metlririks,  I  hear  you  cry, 
Mr.  Dean,  you  muft  reply. 

Madam,  I  allow  'tis  trae-: 
All  thefe  praifes  are  your  due. 
You,  like  feme  acute  philofopbery 
^Every  fatilt  have  drawn  a  glofs  over; 
Placing  in  the  ftrongeft  light 
All  your  virtues  to  my  fight. 

Though  you  lead  a  blamdefs  lifo^ 
Are  an  humble,  prudent  wife, 
Anfwer  all  domeflic  ends  : 
What  is  this  to  "Us  jourfricnds'? 
Though  your  children-  by  a  nai 
Stand  in  awe-without  a  rod; 
■Though,  by  your  oUiging"  fwa]!:. 
Servants  love  you,  -and  obey; 
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You  riiiuft  learn,  if  you  would  gain  us. 
With  good  fenfe  to  entertain  us. 

Scholars,  whep  gpod  fenie  defcribing^ 
Call  it  lo^MT  and  imbibingi. 
Metaphoric  meat  and  drink. 
Is  ta  underilaad  and  think  : 
W?  may  carve  for  others  thus;. 
And  let  others  carve  for  uaj 
To  difcourfe,  and  to  attend, 

Js,  to  help  yourfelf  and  friend, 
onvcrfation  is  but  carviag  j 
Carve  for  all,  yourfelf  is  llarving: 
<3rivc  nb  more  to  every  gueft. 
Than  he 's  able  to  digeft ; 
Give  him  afways  of  the  prime ;'/ 
And  but  little  at  a  time- 
4Tarve  to  aU  but  juft  «enough  : 
Let  them,  neither  ftarvc. nor  fluff: 
And,  that  you  may  have  your  due,. 
Let  your  neighbours  carve  for  you. 
This  comparifon  will  hold. 
Could  it  well  in  rhyme  be  told 
How  converfing,.  liftening,  thinkings 
Juftly  may  rcfcmhle  drinking  \ 
For  a  fnend  aglafs  you  fill. 
What  is  this  hut  to  indill? 

To  conclude  this  Ibng  e'flay ; 
Pardon,  if  Idifbbey; 
Nor,  againfl  my  natural  vein^ 
Treat  you  in  heroic  ftrain. 

C  ^  I, 


! 
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I,  at  all  the  parifh  knows. 
Hardly  can  be  grave  in  profe : 
Still  to  laihy  and  laihing  fmil^, 
111  befits  a  lolty  ftyle.  . 

From  the  planet  of  my  birth 
I  encounter  vice  with  miith* 
Wicked  minifters  of  flate 
I  can  eafier  fcom  than  hate ; 
And  I  find  it  anfwers  right : 
Scorn  torments  them  more  than  fpigfat* 
All  the  vices  of  a  court 
Do  but  fenre  to  make  me  fporc. 
Were  I  in  fome  foreign  realm^ 
Whidi  all  vices  overwhelm ; 
Should  a  monkey  wear  a  crown, 
MuA  I  tremble  at  his  frown  ? 
Could  I  not,  through  all  his  ermine, 
'Spy  the  fii  utting,  chattering  vermin  ? 
Safely  write  a  fraart  lampoon. 
To  ezpofe  the  briik  baboon*  ? 

When  my  Mufe  officious  ventures 
On  the  nation's  repref:nters  : 
Tcachinjg  by  wh^l  gMfm  rules 
IitCo  knave*,  they  turn  their  fools  t 
How  the  helm  is  nxl'd  by  Walpole, 
At  whofe  o:;rs,  like  Haves,  they  all  pnl 
Let  the  vedel  fplit  on  ihelves  ; 
With  tlie  freight  enrich  themfelves  : 
*  This  poem,  for  an  obvious  reafon,  hs 
tiutcd  in  many  editions.     N. 
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Come  to  „&"'''«'■«'«; 
c  ^ 
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If 
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If  the  machinations  brewings 

To  com  pleat  the  pubKc  ruin,      •  •         *     * 

Kcvcr  once  could  have  the  power 

To  afFeft  me  half  an  hour ;  ■  "        , 

Sooner  would  I  write  in  bulkins. 

Mournful  elegies  on  *  Bluefkins. 

If  I  laugh  at  Whig  and  Tory ;        • 

I  conclude  a  fortiori,  , 

All  your  eloquence  wiH  fcarcc  » 

Drive  me  from  my  favourit^  farce;  #    -      * 

This  I  muft  infift  on :   for,  as  •  ^  *     *•• 

It  is  well  obferv*d  by  f  Horace,      #  * 

Ridicule  hath  greater  power 

To  reform  the  world,  than  four.      \  * 

JPorfes  thus,  let  jockies  judge  elfc, 

llwitches  better  guide  than  cudgels.  '  * 

Bailings  heavy,^  dry,  obtufer, 

Only  dulnefs  can  produce  ;  * 

While  a  little  gentle  jerking  "  « 

Sets  the  fpirits  all  a-working. 
Thus,  1  find  it  by  experiment. 

Scolding  moves  you  lefs  than  merriment. 

I  may  florm  and  rage  in  vain  ; 

It  but  ftupifics  your  brain. 

But  with  raillery  to  nettle 

Sets  your  thoughts  upon  their  mettle  j 

Gives  imagination  fcope ; 

Never  lets  your  mind  elope ; 

*  The  famous  thief,  wha,  whilil  on  his  trkl  at  the 
Old  Bailey,  dabbed  Jonathan  Wild.    N. 
t  "  Ridiculum  acri,  &C** 

Prives 


TO       A        LADY. 

Drives  out  brangling  and  contenttoit^. 
Brings-  in  reafon  and  invention; 
For  your  fake,  as  well  as  mine,. 
I  the  lofty  flyfe  decline. 
I  ihould  make  a  figure  fcurvyj 
And  youir  head  turn  topfy-turvy;. 

I,  who  love  to  have  a  fling 
Both  at  fenate-honfc  and  king^; 
,  That  they  might  fome  better  way  tread;. 
Vo  avoid  tlie  public  4iatred; 
Thou^t  no  mediod  more  commodious,, 
Ttdn  to  (hew  their  vices  odious ; 
Whick  I  chofr  to  make  appear^ 
Not  by  anger,  but  a  fneer. 
As  my  method  of  reforming 
Is  b^  laughing,  no;  by  ftorming 
(For  my  friends  have  always  thought 
Tcndcmefs  my  greateft  fault)  ; 
Would  you  have  me  change  my  flyle  ?" 
On  your  faults  no  longer  fmile  ; 
But, -to  patch  up  all  our  quarrels, 
Qjiote  you  texts  from  Plutarch's  Morals  j: 
Or  from  Solomon  produce 
Maxims  teaching  Wifdom*s  uffe  ? 

If  I  treat  you  like  a  crown'd-head. 
You  have  cheap  enough  compounded  ;• 
Can  you  put-in  higher  claims, 
Than  the  owners  of  St.  James^. 
You  are  not  fo  great  a  grievance. 
As  the  hirelings  of  St.  Stephen's* 


You 
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You  arc  of  a  lower  clais 

Than  my  friend  Sir  Robert  Brafs. 

None  of  thefe  have  mercy  found  : 

I  have  laugh'd,  and  lalh'd  them  round* 

Have  you  feen  a  rocket  fly  ? 
You  would  fwear  it  pierc'd  the  flty : 
It  but  reached  tlie  middle  air,  » 

Burfting  into  pieces  there  :      ■ 
Thoufand  fparkles  falling  down 
Light  on  many  a  coxcomb's  crown ;  '      »  ' 

See  what  mirth  the  fport  creates  ;  i  p 

Singes  hair,  but  breaks  no  pates.  «* 

Thus,  fhould  I  attempt  to  climby  , 

Treat  you  in  a  ftyle  fublime,  *  • 

Such  a  rocket  is  my  Mufe : 
Should  I  lofty  numbers  chu&. 
Ere  I  reached  ParnaiTus*  top, 
I  fhould  burll,  and  burfting  drop  2 
All  m^  fire  would  fall  in  fcraps  5 
Give  your  head  foroe  gentle  raps* 
Only  make  it  fmart  a  while  x 
Then  could  I  forbear  to  fmile. 
When  I  found  the  tingling  pain 
Entering  warm  your  frigid  brain  j 
Make  you  able  upon  tight 
To  decide  of  wrong  and  right ; 
Talk  with  fcnfe  whate*er  you  pleafe  on ; 
Learn  to  relifh  truth  and  reafon  ? 

Thus  we  both  fliall  gain  our  prize  : 
T  to  laugh,  and  you  grow  wife. 

A  YOUNG 
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A  YOUNG  LADY'S  COMPLAINT, 
ro  R 

"The  Stay  of  the  DEAN  in  ENGLAND.  17*6. 

•  » 

TJ LOW,  yc  Zephyrs,  gentle  gales  | 
•*-*  Gently  fill  the  fwclling  fkils. 
Neptune,  .withlhy  trident  long, 
Trident  three-fork'd,  trident  fbong ; 

And  yc  Nereids  fair  and  gav,   - 
^Arer  than  the  rofc  in  May,^ 
*Nere]^s  living  in  deep  cares, 

Gently  wafli'd  with  gentle  waves; 

Nereidl,  Neptune,  liJll  afleep 
*      R\iffling  dorms,  antl  ruffled  deep ; 

All  around,  in  pompous  iVate, 

On  this  richer  Argo  wait : 

Argo,  bring  my  Golden  Fleece  j 

Argo,  bring  him  to  his  Greece. 

Will  Cadenus  longer  (lay  ? 

Come,  Ca<lenus,  come  away  j 

Come  with  all  the  hafte  of  U)ve, 

Come  unto  thy  turtle-dove. 

The  ripen'd  cherry  on  the  tree 

Hangs,  and  only  hangs  for  thee ; 

Lufcious  peaches,  mellow  pears, 

Ceres  with  her  yellow  ears. 

And  the  grape,  both  red  and  white, 

Grape  inlpiring  jufl  delight ; 

All 
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All  ait  ripe,  and  couitiog  fue 

To  be  pluck'd  and  prefs'd  by  you. 

Vinki  have  loft  their  blooming  red. 

Mourning  hang  their  drooping  head,. 

Every  flower  languid  feems, 

Wants  the  colour  of  thy  beagas, 

Beams  of  wondrous  ibrce  and  power,. 

Beams  reviving  every  flower.. 

Come,  Cadenus,  blefs  once  moK,. 

Blefs  again  thy  native  ihore ; 

Blefs  again  this  drooping  ifle,  * 

Make  its  weeping  beauties  fmile,.  ^  » 

Beauties  that  thine  abfence  mourn,  t 

Beauties  wilhing  thy  return. 

Come,  Cadenus,  come  with  hafte,.        ♦ 

Come  before  the  winter's  blaft ; 

Swifter  than  the  lightning  ^f; 

Or  I,  like  Vaneffa,  die. 


A   LETTER   TO   THE   DEAlf^ 

WHEN  IN  ENGLAND.  1716. 

TTOU  will  cxcufe  me,  I  fuppofe, 
•^    For  fending  rhyme  inftead  of  profe, 
Becaufe  hot  weather  makes  me  lazy ; 
To  write  in  metre  is  more  cafy. 

While  you  are  trudging  London  town,i 
X  'm  fbroling  Dublin  up  and  down ; 

WliUc 
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"While  you  convcrfe  with  lords  and  duk«^ 
I  have  their  betters  here,  my  books  t 
Pix*d  in  an  clbow*chair  at  eafe, 
I  chufe  companions  as  I  pleafe.  . 

1  *d  rather  have  one  fingle  ihclf 
"Than  all  my  feicnds,  except  yourfelf  | 
For,  after  til  that  can  be  faid, 
-Our  bed  acquaintance  are  the  dead* 
While  you  're- in  raptures  with  Fauilina*:; 
'1  'm  charm'd  at  home  with  our  Shcelina. 
"While  you  are  ftarving  there  in  flate, 
'I  'm  cramniiag  liere  with  bntthers  meat* 
'X ou  fay,  when  with  thofe  lords  you  dine, 
Theylreat  you  with  the  befl  of  wine. 
Burgundy,  Cyprus,  and  Tokay  ; 
Why  fo  can  we,  as  well  as  they. 
No  reafon  then,  my  dear  good  Dean, 
But  you  ihould  travel  hpme  again. 
Wliat  though  you  may  n't  in  Ireland  hope 
To  fipd  fuch  folk  as  Gay  and  Pbpe ; 
If  you  with  rhymers  here  would  fhare 
But  half  the  wit-  that  you  can  fpare, 
I  'd  lay  twelve  eggs,  that,  in  twelve  dtys^ 
You  'd  make  a  dozen  of  Popes  and  Gays. 
Our  weather  *s  good,  our  iky  is  ckac, 
*  We  'vc  everyjoy,  if  yeu  were  here  i 
So  lofty  and  fo  bright  a  flty 
'Was  never  feen  by  Ireland's  eye! 

'^  iSignora  Faudina,  a  famous  Italian  linger. 

Ithiftk 
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I  think  h  fit  to  let  you  know. 

This  week  I  fliail  to  Qpilca  go  j 

To  fee  M  Fayden's  horney  brothers, 

Firfkfucky  and  after  bull  their  fhothers; 

To  fee,  alas  !  my  withered  trees ! 

To  fee  what  all  the  country  fees ! 

My  ftunted  quicks,  my  famifhM  beeres. 

My  fervants  fuch  a  pack  of  thieves  f 

My  (hatter 'd  firs,  my  blafted  oaks. 

My  houfe  in  common  to  all  folks ; 

No  cabbage  for  a  iingie  fnail, 

My  turnips,  carrots,  parfnips,  fail ; 

My  no  green  peas,  my  few  green  fproutsi 

My  mother  always  in  the  pouts ; 

My  horfcs  rid,  or  gone  aftray ; 

My  filh  all  ftoVn,  or  run  away; 

My  mutton  le«n,  my  pullets  old. 

My  poultry  ftarv*d,  the  corn  all  fold. 

A  man,  come  now  from  Q^ilca,  fays, 
"  ^bey  *ve  *  florn  the  locks  from  all  your  keys  :•• 
But,  what  mud:  fret  and  vex  me  more, 
He  fays,  **  'Tb^j  ilok  the  keys  before. 
<*  7bey  'vc  ftolen  the  knives  from  all  the  forks  j 
**  And  half  the  cows  from  half  the  fhirks." 
Nay  more,  the  fellow  fwears  and  vows, 
**  ^bey  *ve  ftol'n  the  fturks  from  half  the  cows  :* 

*  ney  is  the  grand  thief  of  the  county  kA  Cavsn ; 
for  whatever  is  ftolen,  if  you  enquire  of  a  fervant  about 
it,  the  anfwer  is,  *'  ^bey  have  flolen  it.'*  Faulkner. 

With 
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With  many  more  accounts  of  woe ; 
Yet,  though  the  devil  be  there,  1 11  go  : 
Twixt  yon  and  me,  the  reafon  's  Clear, 
Becaufe  I  Ve  more  vexation  herV 


P     A     L     I  ^N     O     D     I     A. 

HORACE,  BOOK.L.  ODE  XVI. 

^^  REAT  Sir,  than  Phoebus  more  divine, 
^-^  Whofe  vcrfes  far  his  rays  out-ihine. 

Look  down  upon  your  quondam  foe  j 
Oh  !  let  me  never  write  again. 
If  e*er  I  difoblige  you.  Dean, 

Should  you  compaition  ihow. . 

Takp  thofe  lambicks  which  I  wrote. 
When  anger  made  me  piping  hot. 

And  give  thttn  tp  your  cook. 
To  fmge  your  fowl,  or  fave  your  paftc. 
The  next  time  when  you  have  a  feafl  { 

They  '11  fave  you  many  a  book. 

To  bum  them,  you  are  not  content  5 
I  give  you  then  my  free  confent, 

To  fmk  them  in  the  harbour : 
If  not,  they  '11  fervc  to  fet  off  blocks. 
To  roll  on  pipes,  and  twift  in  locks  | 

So  give  them  to  your  barber. 

5  Or, 


What  Cannot  mighty  anger  do  ? 

It  makes  the  weak  the  flrong  purfue, 

A  goofe  attack  a  fwan  i 
It  makes  a  woman,  tooth  and  nail, 
H«r  hufband*s  hands  and  face  aifail. 

While  he  '«  no  longer  man. 

Though*  fome,  wc  find,  are  more  difcrcct, 
&fore  the  world' are  wondrous  fweet. 

And  let  their  hulbands  he£tor  : 
But,  when  the  world 's  afleep,  they  wake. 
That  is  the.  time  they  chufe  to  fpcak ; 

Witncfs  the  curtain-lc6hire. 

Such  was  the  cafe  with  you«  I  find  : 
All  day  you»could  conceal  your  ramd ; 

But  when  St.  IHitrick^  chymes 
Awak'd  your  Mufe  (my  midnight  curfc. 
When  I  cngag'd  for  better  for  worfc). 

You  fcolded  with  vour  rhvmes. 


C    33     ] 

EEC'S    BIRTH. DAY. 

NoTcmber  9,  ijiS. 

nr^  HIS  day,  dear  Bee,  is  thy  nativity ; 
-^    Had  Fate  a  luckier  one,  ihe  *d  give  it  ye  t 
■She  chofe  a  thread  of  greateft  length 
And  doubly  twifted  it  for  ftrength  i 
Nor  will  be  able  with  her  ihears 
To  cut  it  oflf  thefe  forty  years. 
Then  who  fays  care  will  kill  a  cat  ? 
Rebecca  (hews  they  're  out  in  that. 
For  ihe,  though  overvrun  with  care. 
Continues  healthy,  fat,  and  fair. 

As,  if  the  gout  ihould  feize  the  head, 
Do£^ors  pronounce  the  patient  dead ; 
But,  if  tjiey  can,  by  all  their  arts, 
Eje£t  it  to  th'  extremeft  pans. 
They  give  the  (ick  man  joy,  and  praife 
The  gout,  that  will  prolong  his  days. 
Rebecca  thus  I  gladly  greet, 
Who  drives  her  cares  to  hands  and  feet : 
For,  though  philofophers  maintain 
The  limbs  are  guided  by  the  brain. 
Quite  contrary  Rebecca's  led. 
Her  hands  and  feet  condu£l  her  head. 
By  arbitrary  power  convey  her; 
She  ne'er  confiders  why,  or  where  : 
Her  hands  may  meddle,  feet  may  wander. 
Her  head  is  but  a  mere  by-ftander  j 

Vol.  it.  D  Anil 
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And  a^  her  buflKog  but  fupplies 
The  part  of  ^oUIbiAe  ^et-c^. 
Thus  nature  hath  refolv'd  to  pay  he? 
The  cat's  nine  lives,  and  eke  the  care. 

Long  knay  JSle  h^,  lind  fUel)!  i^r  Mcttdk- 
Whene'er  it  fiits  hter  pKvm  «ttds ; 
Domcl]^  bufihefs  he^-  Waitod 
Till  coffee  has  hhr  ftdtnach  lihM  j 
But,  when  her  br^lkFati  ^H^  htt  ^tMll^ 
Then  think  on  Stella'^s  ifehitklW-lf^dtYidgft  > 
I  mean  when  ti^r  *  has  bttii  !^d> 
Or  elfe  poor  Stella  te«y  be  ftanrVt. 

May  Bee  have  ^hnxiy  ah  evening  h4p» 
With  Tiger  flabbering  in  her  lap ; 
But  always  take  a  fpecial  care 
She  does  not  ovcrfet  the  chair ! 
Still  be  fhe  curitou^,  Yiever  hearktfe 
To  any  fpeech  but  Tiger's  barking  I 

And  when  /be  *s  in  another  fcette, 
Stella  long  dead,  but  firft  the  !>ean. 
May  fortune  and  her 'coffee  get  her 
Companibn'B  tliat  will  pteafe  het  better! 
Whole  afternoons  "will  fit  beiide  lier, 
Kor  for  ncgle^s  or  blundttrs  ctkide  htt, 
A  goodly  fct  as  can  be  forund 
Of  hearty  goffips  prating  romi^  ; 
Frefh*  from  a  wedding  or  a  chriftenihg, 
To  reach  her  cars  the  an  of,  liftening^ 

*  Mr».  Dingley's  favourite  lap-dog.    See  nekt  page. 

And 


And  pleafe  her  more  to  hear  them  tattle^ 
Than  tlie  Dean  fbrm,  or  Stella  rattle. 
Late  be  her  death,  one  gentle  nod. 
When  Herpses,  w«i4n£  Wti^  )|>s  n^t 
'    Shall  to  Elyfiiw  6e)4f  iavMie  \^vp 
Where  thqrc  wiU  blj  op.  ^arc»  to  fr^^t  hfir  1 

ON  THE  COLLAR.  OF  TIGER, 
MRS.    DINGLI^y^^   LAP-DOG. 

T)  R  A  Y  (leal  roe  not;  I  'm  Mrs.  Pii){;U!y>« 
^     Whoib  heart  in  thisibur-footed  thiij|g  liefu 

EPIGRAMS  ON  WINDOWS, 

Mod  of  them  writiea  xa  1726^ 

L  On  a  VVinclow  At  AH  Jkk* 
TXTE  fly  from  luxury  and  wealthy 

To  hanllhips  in  pu rf uit  of  health •; 
From  generous  wines  and  coflly  fare. 
And  dozing  in  an  eafy-chair ; 
I'urfuc  the  Goddcfs  Hcilth  in  vain. 
To  tind  her  in  a  country  fcenc, 
And  every  where  herfootfteps  trace, 
And  fee  her  marks  in  every  face  ; 
And  dill  her  favourites  we  meet, 
Crou<ling  the  roads  with  naked  feet. 
But,  ohl  fo  faintly  we  purfuc. 
We  ne'er  can  l»ave  her  full  in  view. 

Da  IL  Ak 
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II.  At  an  Inn  in  England. 

T^  H  E  glafs,  by  lovers  nonfenfe  blurr'd, 
•*•      Dims  and  obfcurcs  our  fight : 
So  when  our  paffions  Love  hath  ftirr*d,  '   * 

It  darkens  Reafon's  light.     • 

III.   Another. 

'nf^  H  E  church  and  clergy  here,  nd  doubt, 
-*"      Arc  very  near  a-kin ; 
Both  weather-beaten  are  without ; 
And  empty  both  within. 

rV.  At  C  H  E  8  T  E  R.  ♦ 

"^iTY  landlord  is  civil, 
J*^-*  But  dear  as  the  d— 1 : 
Your  pockets  grow  empty. 
With  nothing  to  tempt  ye : 
The  wine  is  fo  four, 
*Twill  give  you  a  fcour; 
The  beer  and  the  ale 
Are  mingled  with  (hde. 
The  veal  is  fuch  carrion, 
A  dog  would  be  weary  on. 
All  this  I  have  felt. 
For  I  live  on  a  fmelt. 

.    V.  AnotWt 
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'  y.  Another,  in  C  h  e  s  t  e  r.  . 

np  H  E  walls  of  this  town  ^ 
•*"    Are  foil  of  renown. 
And  ibrangers  delight  to  walk  round  'em : 
^      But  as  for  the  dwellers, 
^oth  buyers  and  fellers. 
For  me,  you  may  hang  'em,  or  drown  'em. 

VI.  Another,  atHoLYHEAD*. 

r\  NEPTUNE  f  Neptune !  muft  I  ftill 
^^    Be  l^ere  dctsun*d  againft  my  will  ? 
•:.    Is  this  your  jij^ilice,  when  I  'm  come 
Above  two  hundsed  miles  from  home  ? 
0*er  mountains  fteep,  o'er  dufty  plains, 
Half  choak'd  with  duf^  half  drown'd  witli  rains ; 
Only  your  Godlhip  to  implore, 
#  To  let  me  kifs  yout  other  ihore  ? 
A  boon  fo  fmall !  but  I  may  weep, 
Whilft  you  're,  like  Baal,  faft  ailcep. 

VII.  Another,  written  upon  a  Window  where 
there  was  no  Writing  before. 

np  HANK S  to  my  ftars,  I  once  can  fee 
•*•     A  window  here  from  fcribbling  free  : 
Here  no  conceited  coxcombs  pafs. 
To  fcratch  their  paultry  drabs  on  glafs ; 
Nor  party-fool  is  calling  names, 
Or  dealing  crowns  to  George  and  James. 

♦  Thefe  verfes  are  figned  J —  K— ,  but  written*  as 
il  is  prefumed,  in  Dr.  Swift's  hand. 

D  3  ON 
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^T^  0  E  £vfe«  vico  iitic  Ikf  fttmy  be  nnuH 
*      Of  irrtKkm'i  M  l»ti>  loradR, 

Hi»  l»»jfi  m;^  Wimid  aanea  ; 

TIji;  ifijOMod  aad  tk:  Jcmtcx.  . 

1X«  AVOTSEX* 

Tl  Y  Sa^an  u«^^  all  cui^mcji  ki— r 

AM  yott  can  do  M  mack; 
Itt  x\/n  tlit  dtYil  aod  yoy  agree : 
Nt.r«t  t*er  nia^e  tci^  wofic  tfaanlk, 

Ait4  tinoc  I  ftrrar  are  fudk, 

X«    AVOTBEE. 
np HAT  loire  is  the  devil,  I  '11  prove  when  rcquirM; 

^      Tbofc  ihymers  abundantly  ihow  it : 
Ti.cy  (wrar  that  tlity  all  by  love  arc  infpir'd, 
At»4  itie  devil  '<i  a  damnable  poet. 

TO 


C    3^    ] 
TO  JANUS,  ON  NEW-YEAR^S-DAY. 

TWO-facM  Janus,  god  of  Time  I 
Be  my  Fha'bus  while  I  lifiiuc; 
To  pljligc  your  crony  Sjvift, 
Bring  our  tlainc  a  new-year's-gift  t 
«  Shf:  haft  got  but  half  mfice ; 
Janos,  fince  th«u  baft  a  hr«Ac;» 
To  my  lady  ooce  he  luiid  f^- 
<3ive  \\cr  half  thy  face  lithind. 

God  of  TJine,  if  you  U;  wife, 
Look  not  with  y'^>ur  fytyrc  eyes  ; 
What  iiDforcs  thy  forward  ijght  f 
>>  Well,  if  y^u  cm^  Wc  it  quire. 
Can  you  uVp  delight  in  viewing 
Tius  {MJQf  *  I(le'»  apprpaphing  ruuv 
When  (hy  rptro|^ei6l^  vaft 
fws  tb/B  gjorioijis  ag^  paft  ? 
Happy  oafiipn,  v^eff  we  blind, 
Or  bad  only  f  yes  bcl/md  I 

pi'Vwn  yavr  morals,  n^fdarn  jcries^ 
J  '11  h^vc  »ope  Vut  forward  cyci,  j 
Prudes  decay *d  about  may  lack, 
Strain  their  necks  with  looking  back^ 
Oive  me  Time  whcnx:oming  on  : 
Who  regards  lum  when  he  *s  gone  ? 
By  the  Dean  though  gravely  told. 
New  years  help  to  make  me  old  ; 
Yet  I  j&nd  a  oew  year's  lace 
Burniflics  an  old  year's  face  : 
<5ive  roe  velvet  and  quadrille, 
I  *l\  have  youth  and  beauiy  HilL 

•Ireland.  A  PAS^ 
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A    PASTORAL    DIALOGUE. 
Written  after  the  News  of  tiic  *  King's  Deadu 

Richmond-lodge  is  a  hoaie  with  a  {mall  pork  be* 
loocring  to  the  Crown.  It  was  nfnally  granted  by  die 
Crown  for  a  Icafc  of  years.  The  Doke  of  Onnond 
was  the  lafl  who  had  it.  After  his  cziky  it  was 
given  to  the  Prince  of  Wales  by  the  King.  The 
Prince  and  Princcfs  nfually  paiTed  ^eir  fununer 
there.     It  is  widiin  a  mile  of  Richmond. 

Marble-hill  is  a  houfe  built  by  Mrs.  Howmd,  dien 
of  the  bed-chamber,  now  coantcfs  of  SQffi>Ik9  ^nd 
groom  of  the  fVole  to  the  Qpeen.  It  is  on  the  Mid- 
dlefex  fide,  near  Twickenham,  where  Mr.  Pope 
lived,  and  about  two  miks  from  Riclnnond-lodge. 
Mr.  Pope  was  the  contriver  of  the  gardens.  Lord 
Herbert  the  archite£^,  the  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's  chief 
butler  and  keeper  of  the  Ice-honfe.  Upon  King 
George's  death,  thefe  two  houfes  met,  and  had  the 
following  Dialogue. 

TN  fpight  of  Pope,  in  fpight  of  Gay, 
"■■  Ar*d  all  that  he  or  they  can  fay  5 
Sing  on  I  muil,  and  iing  I  will 
Of  Richmond-lodge  and  Marble-hill. 

*  George  I.  who  died  after  a  ibort  ficknefs  hv  eating 
a  melon,  at  Ofhabuig,  in  his  way  to  Jtanover, 
June  II,  1727.— The  poem  was  carried  to  court,  and 
read  to  king  George  II.  and  queen  Caroline. 

5  Laft 
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Laft  Friday  night,  as  neighbours  ufe. 
This  couple  met  to  talk  of  news : 
For  by  old  proverbs  it  appears, 
That  walls  have  tongues,  and  hedges  ears. 

MAItfiUZ-HILL. 

Qjioth  Marble-hul,  right  well  I  ween. 
Your  miflrefs  now  is  grown  a  queen  : 
You  '11  find  it  foon  by  woeful  proof ; 
She  '11  come  no  more  beneath  your  roof.. 

Richmond-lodge. 
The  kingly  prophet  well  evinces^. 
That  we  fhould  put  no  truft  in  princes : 
My  royal  mafler  promised  me 
To  raife  me  to  a  high  degree ; 
But  now  he 's  grown  a  king,  God  wot, 
I  fear  I  (hall  be  foon  forgot. 
You  fee,  when  folks  have  got  their  ends. 
How  quickly  they  neglefb  their  friends ; 
Yet  I  may  fay,  'twixt  me  and  you, 
Pray  God,  they  now  may  find  as  true! 

Marble-hill. 
My  houfe  was  built  but  for  a  (how. 
My  lady's  empty  pockets  know; 
And  now  (he  will  not  have  a  {billing, 
To  raife  the  fiairs,  or  build  the  cieling; 
For  all  the  courtly  madams  round 
Now  pay  four  fhillings  in  the  pound  : 
'Tis  come  to  what  I  always  thought : 
My  dame  is  hardly  wonh  a  groat. 

HtdL 
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Had  you  and  I  been  courtiers  bom^ 
We  fhould  not  thus  have  lain  forlorn  : 
For  thofc  we  dextrous  courtiers  call, 
Can  rife  upon  their  mdkcrs^falL 
But  wc,  unlucky  and  unwife. 
Mud/?//  becaufe  our  mai%s  ri/e. 

Richmond-lodge. 
My  mader,  fcarce  a  fonn}ght  (ince. 
Was  grown  as  wealthy  as  a  prince ; 
But  now  it  will  be  no  fuch  thing. 
For  he  Ml  be  poor  as  any  itttg  i  ^ 

And  by  his  crown  will  nothing  get^ 
But  like  a  king  to  run  in  debt. 

Marble-hill. 
No  more  the  Dean,  that  grave  divine* 
Shall  keep  the  key  ^f  my  no— Wine ; 
My  ice-houfe  rob,  as  heai^tofore^ 
And  fteal  my  artichokes  no  more ; 
Poor  Patty  Blount  no  more  be  feen 
Bedraggled  in  my  walks  fo  green  t 
Plump  Johnny  Gay  will  now  elope^ 
And  here  no  more  will  dangle  Pope. 

RlCHMONP-LODGE« 
Hei^  wont  the  Dea^,  when  he 's  to  feek. 
To  fpunge  a  break  faft  once  a  week ; 
To  cry  the  bread  was  {ble,  and  mutter 
Complaints  againil  t^\e  royal  buttei; 
But  now  I  fear  it  will  be  {aid, 
Ko  butter  flicks  upon  his  bread. 


V 
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We  foon  ihall  find  him  full  oflTpleen^ 
For  want  of  tattling  to  the  queen ; 
Stunning  her  roytl  «ftrs  with  talking  1 
His  reverend  and  her  highmfi  walking  : 
Whilft  lady  Charlotte  ♦,  like  a  droller. 
Sits  mounted  on  the  garden-roller. 
A  goodly  fight  to  fee  her  ride 
With  ancient  Minnont  f  at  her  (ide» 
In  velvet  cap  his  head  lies  warm ; 
His  hat  for  ihow  beneath  his  arm. 

Marble-hill. 
Some  South»Sea  broker  Arom  the  city 
Will  purchafe  zne»  the  more  's  the  pity  f 
Lay  all  my  fine  pltncations  wafle 
To  fit  them  to  his  vulgar  tafle  ( 
Chang'd  for  the  iforfe  in  every  part. 
My  mailer  Pope  wifll  break  his  heart. 

RlCHM01«I>-LODOI« 

In  my  own  Thames  may  I  be  drowtMk^ 
If  e*er  I  ftoop  beneath  a  crown'd-head : 
Except  her  majefly  prevails 
To  place  me  with  the  prince  of  Wales ;, 
And  then  I  fliall  be  free  from  fears> 
For  he  '11  be  prince  thcfe  fifty  years. 
I  then  will  turn  a  courtier  too» 
And  ferve  the  times,,  as  others  do» 

*  Lady  Charlotte  de  RbufTy,  a  French  lady. 
t  Marquis  de  Minnont^  a.  French  man  of  quality^ 

Plain 
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FLun  loyalty,  not  baik  on  hope, 
I  leave  to  yoor  contriTcry  Pope  : 
None  lores  his  king  and  coontiy  better. 
Yet  none  was  ever  lefs  dieir  debtor. 

Marble-hill. 
Then  let  him  come  and  take  a  nap 
In  fummer  on  my  verdant  lap  : 
Prefer  our  villas,  where  the  Thames  is. 
To  Kenfington,  or  hot  St.  James's ; 
Nor  ihall  I  dull  in  (ilence  fit ; 
For  'tis  to  me  he  owes  lus  vnt ; 
My  groves,  my  echoes,  and  my  birds. 
Have  uught  him  his  poetic  words. 
We  gardens,  and  you  wildemeiles, 
Aflift  all  poets  in  difbefles. 
Him  twice  a  week  I  here  expe% 
To  rattle  Moody  *  for  negled ; 
An  idle  rogue,  who  fpends  his  quartridge 
In  tippling  at  the  Dog  and  partridge ; 
And  I  cai^jhardly  get  him  down 
Three  times  a  week  to  brufli  my  gownr 

RiGHMOND-LODCB. 

I  pity  you,  dear  Marble-hill  i 
But  hope  to  fee  you  fiouri(h  ftilL 
All  happinefs— and  fo  adieu. 

Marble-hill. 
Kind  Richmond-lodge,  the  fame  to  you. 

*  The  gardener. 

DESIRE 
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DESIRE   AND   POSSESSION.    1717. 

'^T^IS  (brange^  what  different  thoughts  infpire 

•^    In  meoy  Poifeilion  tud  Defire  ! 
Think  what  they  wilh  fo  great  a  bleiiingj 
So  difappointed  when  pofleffing  I 

A  moralifl  profoundly  fage 
(I  know  not  in  what  book  or  page. 
Or  whether  o'er  a  pot  of  ale) 
Related  thus  the  following  tale. 

Poifeilion,  and  Deiire  his  brother. 
But  itill  at  ▼ariance  widi  each^other. 
Were  feen  contending  in  a  race ; 
And  kept  at  firft  an  equal  pace  t 
'Tis  faid,  their  courfe  continued  long ; 
For  this  was  a£^ive,  that  was  ffapong: 
Till  Envy,  Slander,  Sloth,  and  Doubt, 
Mifled  them  man/  a  league  about. 
SeducM  by  fome  deceiving  light. 
They  take  the  wrong  way  for  the  right ; 
Through  ilippery  by-roads  dark  and  deep, 
They  often  climb,  and  often  creep. 

Defire,  the  fwifter  of  the  two. 
Along  the  plain  like  lightning  flew : 
Till,  entering  on  a  broad  high-way, 
'  Where  powtr  and  titles  fcatter'd  lay. 
He  ftrove  to  pick  up  all  he  found. 
And  by  excurfions  loft  his  ground : 
H^o  fooner  got,  than  with  difdain 
He  threw  them  on  the  ground  aga'm  \ 
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And  haded  forward  to  purfue 
Frefh  obje£b  fairer  to  his  view ; 
In  hope  to  fpring  fome  nobler  game  j 
Bat  aU  he  took  was  juft  the  fame  : 
Too  fcornful  now  to  flop  his  pace^ 
He  fpumM  them  in  his  nval's  face* 

Pofledion  kept  the  beaten  raadj 
And  gathered  all  \m  brother  ftrow*ds 
But  overcharged,  and  out  of  wind» 
Though  flrong  in  limbs,  he  lagg'd,hohii|dU 

Defire  had  now  the  gotl  in  (ight : 
It  was  a  tower  of  monftrous  height ; 
Where  on  the  fumffiit  Fortune  glands, 
A  crown  and  fceptre  in  her  b«nds  i 
Beneath  a  chafm  as  deep  as  he)l. 
Where  manyra  h^  adventure  fell. 
Dpfire  in  rapture  gtcVl  b  while, 
And  faw  the  trejicherous  goddefs  fmile  i 
But,  as  he  climb'd  to  graCp  the  crown* 
She  knock'd  him  with  the  iceptfe  dowa. 
He  tumbled  in  the  gulph  propounds 
There  doom'd  to  whirl  an  ctidlefs  round. 

Poffedion's  load  was  grovn.^  gnat. 
He  funk  beneath  the  cumbcrotts  wvighc : 
And,  as  he  no;^  expiring  la)r« 
Flocks  every  ominous  bird  of  preyi 
The  raven,  vulture,  owl,  and  kite, 
At  once  upon  his  carcafe  light. 
And,  flrip  has  hide,  and  pick  his  I 
Regardlefs  of  hit  dying  groans. 


I    47    3 
ON      CENSURE,    ijij. 

"^^E  wife,  inftru£^  me  to  endure 
"^    An  erily  whieh  admits  no  cure  i 
Or,  bow  this  evil  cjui  be  boTDe, 
Which  breeds  at  tece  both  hate  and  ttanu 
Bare  innocence  is  no  fupport. 
When  you  are  tiy*d  in  Scandal's  eoum 
Stand  high  in  honour,  wealth,  or  wit  i 
All  others,  who  inferior  fit. 
Conceive  themfelves  in  confcience  bound 
To  join,  and  drag  you  to  the  ground. 
Your  altitude  offends  the  t)'es 
Of  thofe  who  want  the  power  to  rife. 
The  world,  a  willing  ftandcr-by. 
Inclines  to  aid  a  fpecious  lye  t 
Alas  I  they  would  not  do  you  wrong ; 
But  all  appearances  are  (h-ong  ! 

Yet  whence  proceeds  this  weight  we  lay 
On  what  detra£^ing  people  fay  } 
For  let  mankind  difcharge  their  tongues 
In  venom,  till  they  burft  their  lungs, 
Their  utmofl  malice  cannot  make 
Your  head,  or  tooth,  or  finger  ake  i 
Nor  fpoil  your  Ihape,  diftort  your  face^ 
Or  put  one  feature  out  of  place ; 
Nor  will  you  find  your  fortune  finlc 
By  what  they  fpeak  or  what  they  think  | 
Nor  can  ten  hundred  thoufand  l/c^ 
Make  you  Icfs  virtuous,  ]f\: .  ''.,  ',r  vife. 

The  moft  cffc£lual  way   o  t.,.   ik 
Their  malice,  is— to  la  them  taik« 
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THE      FURNITUS.E     . 

OF    A    WOMAN'S    MIND.    1727.  * 

A    Set  of  phrafes  learnt  by  rote ; 
^^  A  paflion  for  a  fcarlet-coat  j 
When  at  a  play  to  laugh,  or  cry. 
Yet  cannot  tell  the  reafon  why ; 
Never  to  hold  her  tongue  a  minute. 
While  all  (he  prates  has  nothing  in  it; 
Whole  hours  can  with  a  coxcomb  fit. 
And  take  his  nonfenfe  all  for  wit ; 
Her  learning  mounts  to  read  a  fong, 
But  half  the  words  prcmouncing  wrong ; 
Hath  every  repartee  in  ftore 
She  fpoke  ten  thoufand  times  before  ^ 
Can  ready  compliments  fupply 
On  all  occafions,  cut  and  dry; 
Such  hatred  to  a  parfon's  gown, 
The  fight  will  put  her  in  a  fwoon ; 
For  converfatioa  well  endued. 
She  calls  it  witty  to  be  rude ; 
And,  placing  raillery  in  railing, 
Will  tell  aloud  your  greateft  failing ; 
Nor  make  a  fcruple  to  expofe 
Your  bandy  leg^  or  crooked  nofe ; 
Can  at  her  morning  tea  run  o'er 
The  fcaadal  of  the  day  before  1 

Improving 


FTRNlTUltBWAWOMAN^MINIX     o 

ImpronnfT  haarhr  in  ber  ItiU, 
To  dieat  and  wnaglt  «t  quidriUt* 

In  ckufing  laoe,  t  cinck  iiice» 
.  Knows  to  a  |;;rott  the  lonvtft  prict  I 
Can  in  her  female  duhs  difputey 
What  linen  facft  the  Glk  wiU  Alit» 
What  coloun  each  Gomplexion  match* 
And  where  with  art  to  [dace  a  patch. 

Ifchance  a  mouie  creeps  in  Iter  itghti 
Can  finely  counterfeit  a  fright  i 
So  fwcetly  fcreams,  if  it  comes  near  hcr» 
&e  raviihes  all  hearts  to  hear  her. 
Can  dextroudy  her  hulband  tcafe. 
By  taking  fits  whenever  ihe  pleafe  i 
By  frequent  pra£lice  learns  the  trick 
At  proper  feafons  to  be  Tick  j 
Thinks  nothing  gives  one  airs  fo  prettyi 
Ac  once  creating  love  and  pity  } 
If  Molly  happens  to  be  carelefs, 
And  but  negle^s  to  warm  her  hair-lace^ 
She  gets  a  cold  as  fure  as  death. 
And  vows  Ihe  fcarce  can  fetch  her  breath  i 
Admires  how  moddl  women  can 
Be  fo  roht^uSf  like  a  man. 

In  party,  furious  to  lier  power  % 
A  bitter  Whig,  or  Tory  four ; 
Her  arguments  dire£lly  tend 
Againft  the  fide  (he  would  defend  i 
Will  prove  herfelf  a  Tory  plain. 
From  principles  the  Wliigs  maintain  t 

Vol.  IL  E  Avi, 


Take  notice,  ihe  has  my  vommiflicm 
To  add  them  in  the  next  edition ; 
They  may  out-fell «  bettor  thing « 
So>  halloo,  boys.;  God  i«v€>thc^kil>g  ! 


CLEVEH    TOM    CLINCH 

GOING  TO  BE  HANGED.  17*7. 

%  S  clever  Tom  Clinch,  while  the  rabble  was  haw 
III  M  ^^^  Rode  (lately  through  Holbourn  to  die  in  hi»  cal 

He  ftopt  at  The  George  for  a  bottle  of  fack, 
And  promised  to  pay  for  it  when  he  came  hack. 
His  waiflcoat,  and  (lockings,  and  breeches,  Mraxe  wl 
-His  cap  had  a  new  cherry  ribband  to  tye  *t. 
The  maids  to  the  doors  and  the  balconies  ran^ 
And  faid,  •*  Lack-a-day*I  he 's  a^proper  young  mal 
But,  as  from  the  windows  the  ladies  he  fpy'd. 


CLEVER  TOM  CtlNCH.  $i 

Then  faid,  I  mud  fpetk  vb  tite  people  a  !ktl6 ; 

■^But  I'll  fee  you  aU  dtAitf d  Mwb  1  Will  •  ^HuU. 

My  honeil  friend  t  VfM  tUMjht^m^hM  his  places 

He  lengthened  my  life  with  t  vihdk  year  of  {^rMe. 

Take  courage,  dear  eoiDMra4c9»  ftridlM  Aoc  afrauda  ' 
TNor  flip  this  occaiion'to  Mlow  ftmc  trade  i 

IVIy  confcience  is  tkar»  'tnd-My  f^trkt  art  caln^ 

And  thus  I  go  ofF^rithout  pniycr^bo^  or  pfali* ; 

Then  follow  the  pra6tice  of  clever  Tom  Clinch^ 
^Who  hung  like  a  hero,  and  never  would  flinch, 

DR,    8WIFT    TO    MR.    POPE, 
^WHILE  HE  WAS  WRITING  THE  DUNCIAD. 

nOPE  has  the  talent  well  to  fpeak, 
'*'      But  not  CD  reach  the  ear  f 
^His  loudeft  voice  is  low  «od  weak. 

The  Dean  too  deaf  to  hear. 
A  while  they  on  each  other  look. 

Then  different  Hudietchufe  s 
The  Dean  fits-plodding  on  a  book ; 
Pope  walks,  and  courts  tlie  Mufe. 

Uow  backs  of  letters  Xf  d«ough  de^gn'cl 

For  thofe  who  more  will  nee^  'em, 
Are^fill'd  with  hints,  and  interlin'd, 
Him'felf  can  hardly  read  'em. 
*  A  cant  word  for  confefling  at  the  gallows. 
f  The  noted   thief-catcher,   under-kecper  of  Ncw- 
*g9fte,  who  was  hanged  for  receiving  (lolen  goods. 
{  An  allufion  to  the  iingularity  mentioned  p.  16.  N. 
£  a  Each 
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£acK  atom  by  fome  other  ffaiick 

Ail  turns  and  motiont  tries : 
TiU^  in  a  lump  tc^thec  (luck^ 

Beliold  a  Poem  rife  I 

Yet  to  the  Dean  his  ihare  allot ; 

He  claims  it  by  a  canon ; 
Thai  nvitbout  ijubicb  a  thing  is  not, 
:  1%,  caufafine  qua  nen, 

TliBS,  Pope,  in  vain  you  boaft  your  wit ; 

For,  had  our  deaf  Divine 
Been  for  your  converfation  fit, 

You  had  not  writ  a  line. 

OF  Sherlock  *  thus,  for  preaching  famM, 

The  Sexton  reafon'd  well ; 
And  juftly  half  the  merit  claim'd, 

Becaufe  he  rang  the  beU, 


A     LOVE     POEM^ 

FROM  A  PHYSICIAN  TO  HIS  MISTRESS. 

Written  at  London  in  the  Year  ijiTm 

"D  Y  Poets  we  arc  well  aflur'd 

■*^  That  Love,  alas !  can  ne'er  be  eur'di 

A  complicated  heap  oiiUs, 

JkfpKmg  bolufej  vad  piili, 

*  Tht  Dean  of  St.  Paul's,  father  to  the  biihop.    N 

Al 


A      LOVE      POEM.  •sj 

Ah !  Chlocy  this  I  find  is  tnie^ 
Since  firft  I  gave  my  heart  to  you* 
Now,  by  your  cruelty  Bard-^tmdg 
I  drain  my  gutSf  my  r^lSMr  woimcL 
Now  jealoufy  my  grumbUng  $ripes 
Aifaults  With  grating,  grinding  ^r^x» 
When  pity  in  thofe  eyes  I  Tiew, 
My  boaveis  wambling  make  me j^f«r« 
When  I  an  amorous  kifs  deiign'd^ 
I  bekb*d  a  hunricane  of  vtnfuL 
. .  Once  you  a  gentle  iigh  let  fall ; 
Remember  how  1  fuek'd  it  all ; 
^  What  c&Ke  pangs  from  thence  I  felr, 
'  Had  you  "but  known,  your  heart  would  mel^ 
Like  ruffling  winds  in  caverns  pent. 
Till  Nature  pointed  out  a  vent. 
How  have  you  torn  my  heart  to  pieces 
With  maggots,  humours,  and  caprices  I 
By  which  I  got  the  b^tmorrBoub ; 
And^loathfome  ivorms  my  anus  voids* 
Whene'er  I  hear  a  rival  nam'd, 
I  feel  my  body  all  inflam'd ; 
Which,  breaking  out  in  boils  and  blams, 
VTithjillowJikb  my  linen  ftains  5 
Or,  parch'd  with  unextinguiih'd  tbirjif 
Small-beer  I  guKxle  till  I  bnrfi  t 
And  then  I  drag  a  bloated  corpus^ 
SwelPd  with  a  dropjjf^  like  a  porpoife; 
When,  if  I  cannot  purge  ox  ft  ale ^ 
I  muft  be  tapp'd  to  fill  a  paiL 

E  3  DEA^ 


S4  tWlFT'^L    POE»rs» 

DEAN  SWIFT  AT  SIS;  ARTHUR  ACHESQlTa 
IN  THE  NORTH  OF  I8.EI.AV*- 

•  • 

'TpHE.Dcap  woald  vifit  Market-hill,      , 
■■•      Our  invitation  was  but  IHght ; 
I  faid, — ^Why  let  him,  if  he  will: 
And  fo  I  bade  Sir  Arthur  write^        ' 

His  manners  would  not.  let  him  wait^.  • 
Left  we  ibottld  think  ourfehes  ncglpQed^. 

And  fo  we  faw  him  at  our  gate. 
Three  days  before  he  was  expelled. 

After  a  week,  a  moMtk,  a  quarter, .  ^ 

And  day  fvtcceeding  after  day,  >* 

Says  not  a  word  olhta  departure. 
Though  not  tt  (bu!  would  have  hits  ftajw 

I  *vc  faid  enough  to  make  him  bluih, 
Methinks,  or  elfc  the  Devil 's  in 't^  ^ 

But  he  cares  not  for  it  a  rufh,  •  « 

Nor  for  my  life  \^11  take  the  hint^ 

But  yo^  mj  dear,  may  let  him  know^ 
In  civil  lai^gUAge,  if  1^  fiays,  .    •^ 

How  deep  and  foul  the  roads  may  grow,. 
And  that  he  may  command  the  chaifiB^. 

Or  you  may  fay-«^My  wife  intends. 
Though  I  fhould  be  exceeding  piood^ 

This  winter  to  invite  fome  friends. 
And,  Sir,  I  know,  you  Kate  4  crowd 

Or, 
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■  Or,  Mr.  Dean— I  Ihould  with  joy 

Beg  you  would  here  continue  ftill. 
Bat  we  nuft  ga  ti»^  Aghattloy ; 

Or,  Mr.  Mbore  wiU  uke  it  ill- 
The  bioufe  accounts  are  daily  riiing? 

So  much  Im  ilay  deck  fwell  tkft  hflk;- 
My  deareft  li&»  it  is  Aurprizingi 

How  mucb  fa*  tfat«9  how  minah  he  Milt* 
His  brace  of  puppies  how  dley  ftuff  I 

And  they  rouft  have  three  meals  a  dajt 
Tet  never  think  they  get  enough ;  > 

His  horfcs  too  eat  all  our  hay. 
Oh  I  if  I  could^  how  I  would  maul 

His  tallow-fiace  aAd  wainfcot-paws,. 
His  beetle-browss  and  eyes  of  wail. 

And  make  him  foon  give  up  the  caufe ! 
Muft  I  be  every  moment  dud 

With  t  Skinny  bonia,  Snipe^and  Lean  ? 
Oh  !  that  I  could  but  once  be  rid 

Of  this  infulting  Tyrant  Dean! 

On  u.  very  old  Glass  at  Markbt-hill» 

"E^ilAIL  glaffi !  thou  bear'ft  that  name  as  well  as  I ) 
-^    Though  none  can  tell,  which  of  us  fiift  ihall  die* 

AnSWVRED  fiXTEMPORB  BY  Dr.  SwIFT* 

ME  only  chance  can  kill;  thou,  frailer  creature^ 
May'fl  die,  like  me,  by  chance ,  but  mud  by  nature. 

♦  The  feat  of  Achcfon  Moore,  Efq. 
t  The  Dean  ufed  to  call  Lady  AcheUm  by  thofe  names. 
E  4  Ci^ 
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ON  CUTTING  DOWN  THE  OLD  THORNT 
AT   MARKET-HILL*- 

A  T  Mtrkct-Hill,  as  well  appctrs, 
•^^    By  chronicle  of  ancient  date. 
There  ftood  for  many  hundred  years . 
A  fpacious  thorn  before  the  gateu 

Hither  came  every  village-maidy 

And  on  the  boughs  her  garland  htmg^  s  ^' 

And  here,  beneath  the  fpreading  ihade^ 

Secure  from  Satyrs  fate  and  fuag. 

Sir  Archibald  f,  that  valorous  knight. 

The  lord  of  all-the  fruitful  plain. 
Would  come  and  liften  with  delight  \ 

For  he  was  fond  of  rural  ftraia., 

^  A  village  near  the  ieat  of  Sir  Arthur 'A^|^pff, 
where  the  Dean  foroetimes  made  a  long  vifit.  The  tree» 
which  was  a  remarkable  one,  was  much  admired^  by 
the  Kni^t.  Yet  the  Dean,  in  one  of  his  unaccountable 
kumours,  gave  dire£Hons  for  cutting  k  down  in  tEb 
abfcnceof  Sir  Arthur;  who  was  of  courfe  highly  in^ 
cenfed,  nor  would  fee  Swift  for  fome  time  after.  By 
way  of  making  his  f^eace,  the  Dean  wrote  this  poem  % 
which  had  the  dcfired  cfFeft.    N. 

t  Sir  Archibald  Achcfon,  fecrctary  of  ftatc  for 
Scotland. 

5  (Sir 


♦MARKET-HILL    THORN.       sf 

^Sir  Archibald,  wfaofe  favorite  name 

Shall  (land  for  ages  on  record, 
**  By  Scotti(h  bards  of  higheft  fame. 

Wife  HawthcMiiden  and  Sdrling's  lord  ^•) 

But  fime  with  iron  teeth,  I  ween. 
Has  canker^  all  its  branches  round  | 

Ko  firuit  or  blofibm.  to  be  iecn. 
Its  head  reclining  towards  the  grmind. 

This  aged,  fickljr*,  faplefs  thorn, 

Which  mufl,  alas  1  no  longer  fUnd, 
"^    Bc^iold  the  cruel  Dean  in  fcorn  i 

Cuts  down  with  facrilegious  hand* 
Daine  Nattire,  when  fhe  faw  the  blow, 

Afloniih'd,  gave  a  dreadful  ihrieki 
And  mother  Tellus  trembled  fo, 

She  fcarce  recover^  in  a  week. 

The  Sylvan  powers,  with  fear  perplexed. 

In  prudence  and  compaiBon,  fent 
(For  none  could  tell  whofe  turn  was  next) 

Sad  emens  of  the  dire  event. 

The  magpyc,  lighting  on  the  (lock, 

Stood  chattering  with  inceiTant  din  i 
And  with  her  beak  gave  many  a  knock 

To  rouze  and  warn  the  nymph  within* 

«  Drummond  of  Hawthornden,  and  Sir  William 
Alexander  earl  of  Stirling,  who  were  both  friends  to 
Sir  Archibald,  and  famous  for  their  poetry. 

The 
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The  owl  forefawy  in  pcnfiTe  mood,* 

The  ruin  of  hev  ancicat  feat  i 
And  fled  in  haAc,  with  all  her  broody 

Tjft  feek  a.  iBore  ftcure  retreats  v 

Lad  trolled  forth  die  gentle  fwine^         /  -^ 
To  eaff  her  iteh  againft  tie  fhimp^ 

And  difmally  was  heard  to  whine. 
All  aa  fkit  fcnibb'd  her  meazly  nrmp^. 

The  nymph  who  dwelh  an  ev^  trae»  s 

(If  all  be  tnte  d|at  poets  chantjl 
Condemned  by  Fate's  fupreme  decrctf  ^. 

Muft  die-  with  her  expiriag  plants.     * 

ThuSy  when  the  gentle  8]iina^.ftrandM  ^.  ^ 

The  thorn  eemnutted  tm  her  aire 

Received  its  laib  and  deadly  wound. 
She  fled,  and  Tanilh'd  into  aiv» 

But  froift.  the  Kx>t  a  difinal  grotn 

Firft  ilTuin^  ftrack  the  murderer's  eax»  {: 
And,  in  a  {kxiH  revengeful  tone,. 

This  prophecy  he  trembling!  hou^s 
**  Thou  chief  Qontnires  o£  my  ftll, 

«  Releujtldb  Bean,,  to  miiibhief  bom ; 
^  My  kiadced  olt'  thtne  hide  flull  gull, 

«  Thy  gown  aod  cailbck  ofr  be  torn* 

^iWid;  thy  confedeiate  dacne^  ^1^  brags 
"  That  die  condemned  me  to  the  fire,! 

<'  Shall  rend  her  petticoats  to  rags, 
"  And  wound  her  legs  with  every  brier. 


**N 
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«*  Nor  thou,  lord  Arthur  *,  ihalt  efcape; 

**  Tq  thee  I  often  c^U'd  in  vain« 
^-AgaiRil  that  aflaifin  in  crape ; 

•<^  Y4t  ihoucottld*ft  tamdy  ica  me  (lain  »: 

<<  Nor,  wken  I  Itlt  the  droodful  blow, 

''  Or  chid  the  I>ean,  or  piacb'd  thy  fpoufe  i 
**  Since  you  could  fee  me  treated  fo 
•     «  (An  old  retainer  to  your  houft)« 

«*  May  that  fell  I>feai>,  by  whofe  comnoafld? 

«'  Was  fbrm'd  this  Machianliam  plot,. 
"  Wot  leave  a^thiftle  on  thy  land  J 

<<  Then  wha  will  own  thee  for  a  Scot  ^ 

<^  Pigi  aad'^HUticsy  eows  and  teagun, 

<<  Thvough  aU  ^  emptre  i  i^lbiy. 
'*  To-Mar  thy  hedges,  join  i&  leagues,. 

<*  Sworn  to  jnevenge  my  thorn  and  me* 

**  And  thou^  the  wretch  ordained  by  fate^ 

'<  Keal  Gahagan,  Hibernian  clown, 
*  With  hatchet  bltmter  than  thy  pate, 

**  To  hack  my  hallow'd  timber  down ; 

<<  Whea  thou,  fufpeaded  hig^h  in  air, 

''  Dy'ft  on  a  more  ignoble  tree 
<<  (For  thou  ihalt  ileal  thy  landlord's  mare)^ 

**  Then,  bloody  caitif  J  think  oa  mft«" 

^  Sir  Arthur  Achefon.. 

MY 
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MY       LAD    Y'S* 

LAMENTATION  AND  COMPLAINT 

AGAINST    THE    DEAN. 

July  28,    1728. 


OURE  never  did  man  fee 
^    A  wretch  like  poor 

Nancy, 
So  teaz'd  day  and  night 
By  a  Dean  and  a  Knight. 
To  pnniih  my  fins. 
Sir  Arthur  hegins, 
And  gives  me  a  wipe 
With  Skiiiny  and  Snipe  f : 
His  malice  is  plain, 
Hallooing  the  Dean. 
The  Dean  never  (lops. 
When  he  opens  his  chops; 
I  'm  quite  over-ran 
With  rebus  and  pun. 

Before  he  dame  here 
To  fpunge  for  good  cheer, 
I  fate  with  delight, 
From  morning  till  night. 
With  two  bony  thumbs 
Could  rub  my  ol^  gums, 

♦  Lady  Achefoil. 
fSeep.  55. 


Or  fcratching  my  nofe. 
And  jogging  my  toes ; 
But  at  prefent,  fbrfooth» 
I  muft  not  rub  a  tooth. 
When  my  elbows  he  fees 
Held  up  by  my  knees«    « 
My  arms,  like  two  pfopSf 
Supporting  my  chops. 
And  juft  as  I  hiadle  'em 
Moving  all  like  a  pendn* 

lum; 
He  trips  up  my  props. 
And  down  my  chin  diopSy 
From  my  head  to  my  heelsy 
Likeacl«ck  without  ^^leelss 
I  (ink  in  the  fpleen. 
An  ufelefs  machine. 
If  he  had  his  will, 
I  (hould  never  fit  (Hll ; 
He  comes  with  his  whims» 
I  mufl  move  my  limbsj 


I  cannot 
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J  cannot  be  fvireec 
'U^thout  u(ing  my  feet ; 
To  kngcbcn  my  breath. 
He  tiret  me  to  death. 
By  the  word  of  all  Squires, 
Through  bogs  and  through 

briers. 
Where  a  cow  would   be 

ftartled, 
I  'm  in  fpite  of  my  heart  led ; 
And,  fay  what  I  will, 
HauPd  up  every  hill; 
Till,  daggled  and  tatter'd. 
My  fpirits  quite  ihatcer'd, 
I  return  home  at  night, 
And  fail,  out  of  fpite : 
For  I  'd  rather  be  dead. 
Than  it  e'er  fliould  be  faid, 
I  wa9  better  for  him 
In  ilomadi  or  limb. 

But  now  to  my  diet; 
No  eating  in  quiet. 
He's  (till  finding  fault. 
Too  four  or  too  fait : 
The  wing  of  a  chick 
I  hardly  can  pick; 
But  traih  without  meafure 
I  fwallow  with  pleafure. 

Next  for  his  diverfion. 
He  rails  at  my  perfon  : 


What  court -breeding   it 

this! 
He  takes  me  to  pieces  s 
From  ihoulder  to  flank 
I  'm  lean  and  am  lank ; 
My  nofe,  long  and  thin. 
Grows  down  to  my  chin ; 
My  chin  will  not  (lay. 
But  meets  it  half  way : 
My  fingers,  prolix, 
Are  ten  crooked  (ticks  t 
He  fwears  my  el — bows 
Are  two  iron  crows, 
Or  (harp-pointed  rocks, 
And  wear  out  my  fmocks : 
To  'fcape  them.  Sir  Arthur 
Is  forced  to  lie  farther. 
Or  his  fides  they  would  gore 
Like  the  tu(k  of  a  boar. 

Now,  changing  the  fcene. 
But  (till  to  tlie  Dean  : 
He  loves  to  be  bitter  at 
A  lady  illiterate ; 
If  he  fees  her  but  once, 
He  '11  fwear  (he's  a  dunce; 
Can  tell  by  her  looks 
A  hater  of  books ; 
Through  each  line  of  her 

face 
Her  folly  can  trace; 
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Whkk  Cpoils  ercrf  feature 
SeftowM  her  by  titturc; 
Butf  feiile  gtres  ti  grace 
To  tbe  homeiieft  hc9  s 
Wife  books  ttod  reflexion 
Will  mend  tbexomplezran : 
;<<  A  dvil  Difine  I 
>rl  fuppofcy  meimng  mine!) 
No  lady  who  wants  diem 
tCan  ever  be  liaadfooie. 
I  gocfe  well  eooagh 
VWh$x  he  means  hy  this 

ihiff: 
:He  haws  and  he  hums» 
At  laft  out  it  comes :  - 
What,  Madam?  No* walk- 
ing* 
l>lo  reading,  nor  talking  ? 
Ycfu're  nowinyour^rtmct 
Make  uib  of  yoiuvtiMe. 
Confider,  before 
You  come-  to  thieefcoie. 
How  the  httffies  will  fleer 
Where'er  pu  appear : 
«  That  filly  old,p«fe 
Would  £un  be  like  us. 
What  a  figure  (he  made 
in  her  tarniih'd  brocade  t" 
And  thenhc  grows  mild : 
ComC|  be  a  good^child-: 


If  you  ate  iUcfinl 
To  polifli  your  uifli> 
BoHidor'd  by  thtdiea  - 
Till  dirnrfbM««id  tea, 
And  kill  with  1^  Qikea 
The  jades  of  ihcteen; 
I  Ul  ihew  you  the  M«y  i 
Read  fix  bMtrs  «*d«y« 
The  wits  will  freqneot  j 
And  think  j^  bat  cwiM 
Thus  was  I  «hnwii*lft 
Forgive  me  my^fiA. 
Atbreakf«fthe*ll>dA 
An  account  ef  my  calk* 
Put  a  word  mit  of  jofan^ 
Or  mifs  but  a.  pointy 
He  rages  md*  tntti 
His  manners  fotgrar  i 
And,  as  i  am  fefiooi^ 
Is  very  impetknM% 
Notookibrikliglft 
Muft  comeTiamf  figlit} 
But,  inftead  of  MW  pla) 
Dull  Bacon's  fiflkyt. 
And  .pore  every  day  on 
That  nafty  Puntheon* 
If  I  be  not  a  dredge. 
Let  all  the  world  judge. 
Twere  better  be  blind. 
Than  thus  be  eonfiAlib 
Bi 
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But,  wliile  in  an  ill  tone* 
^  nrarddr  poor  Miltoa, 
'Ulie  Dcaiit  yon  wilKweac, 
Is  at  Ihidy  or  praytr. 
He 't  all  the  day  fanntefingy 
"With  labourers  bantering, 
Aaong  his  colleagues, 
A  parcel  of  Teagues, 
r(  Whom  he  briag&in  among 

us 
And    bribes    with   mun- 

dunguO- 
Hail'fellow,  well  met. 
All  dirty «nd  wet: 
'Find  oat»  if  you  can. 
Who's  mafter,  who's  man; 
Who  makes  the  beft  figure. 
The  Dean  or  die  digger; . 
And  which  is  the  beft 
At  cracking  a  jeft. 
(How  proudly  he  &aH» 
*Of  zigzacks  and  walks; 
And  all  the  day  raves 
•Of  cradles  and- caves; 
And  boails  of  his  featSy 
His  grottos  and  feats  ; 
^hews  all  his  gew — gaw«, 
And  gapes  for  applaufe  ; 
A  fine  occupation 
:For  one  in  his  (lation  I 


A  hole  where  a  rabbic 
Woald  fcom  to  inhabit^ 
Dug  out  in  an  hour; 
He  calif  it  a  bower. 

Bat,  oh!  hmirwelaugl^ 
To  fee  a  wild  calf 
Come,'  driven  by  iieat. 
And  ^oul  the  green  feat.^ 
Or  run  helter-iktflter 
To  his  arbor,  forfliclter 
Where  all  goes  to  ruin 
The  Dean  lias  been  doings 
The  girls  of  the  village 
Come  "flocking  for  .pillage. 
Full  down  die  fine  briers 
And    -thorns,    to    naak« 

fires; 
But  yet  arefo  kind 
To   leave  ibiaetfaing  be** 

hind  t 
No  more  need  be  faid  On  *n 
I  fmell  when  I  tread  on 't. 
Dear  friend,do£lor  Jennj^ 
•If  I  could  but  win  ye. 
Or  Walmfley  or  Whalcy, 
To  come  hither  daily, 
Since  Fortune,  my  foe. 
Will  needs  have  it  Co^ 
That  I  *m,  by  her  frowns, 
Condenn'd  toblack^own^ 
Ko 
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I^o  'Squire  to  be  found 
The  neighbourhood  round 
(For,  under  the  roTc, 
I  would  nthcr  chufc  thofe); 
If  your  wives  will  permit 

Come  here,  out  of  pity, 
To  eafe  a  poor  lady. 
And  beg  her  a  play-day. 


So  may  you  be  foea 
No  more  in  the  fpleen  1 
May  Walmiley  give  winc^' 
Like  a  hearty  divine  ! 
May  Whaley  difgrace 
Dull  Daniel's  whey-face  f 
And  may  your  three  fpoufet 
Let    you    lie    at    fxiendt 
houfies! 


A   PASTORAL  DIALOGUE.  1728, 

DERMOT,    SHEELAH. 

A  NYMPH  and  fwain,  Sheelah  and  Dermothight, 
W1k>  wont  to  weed  the    court  of  *  Gosfbrd 
Knight ; 
While  each  with  dubbed  knife  remov'd  the  roots. 
That  rais'd  between  the  ftones  their  daily  ihoots  { 
As  at  their  work  they  fate  in  counterview. 
With  mutual  beauty  fmit,  their  pafHon  girev. 
Sing,  heavenly  Mufe,  in  fweetly-flowing  ftrain 
The  foft  endearments  of  the  nymph  and  fwiin. 

Dbrmot. 

My  love  to  Sheelah  is  more  firmly  fixt. 
Than  fVronged  weeds  that  grow  thefe  ilones  betwixt: 
My  fpud  thefe  nettles  from  the  flones  can  part ; 
No  knife  fo  keen  to  weed  thee  fropi  my  heart. 


*  Sir  Arthur  Achefon. 


SH£ELAB. 
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Shcelah. 
Mr  love  for  gentle  Dermot  fafter  grow8> 
Than  yon  tall  tfocVthat  rifcs  to  thy  nofe. 
Cut  down  the  dock,  'twill  fjirout  again ;  but,  0 1 
Love  rooted  oUt  afgaim'Iwill  never  grow*   * 

.     .   Dermot! 

No  more  that  brier  th^  tender  leg  fhall  raflce  t 
(I  fpare  tlic  thiftlqj  for  ^  Arthur's  ♦  fake.) 
Sharp  are  the  (lone? ;  uke  thou  this  rufhy  mat  5 
The  hardcft  bum  will  J^ruife  with  fitting  fquat. 

Sheelah. 
Thy  breeches,  torn'beliindj  itand  gaping  wide ; 
This  petticoat- (hall  ii^vc  thy  dear  back-fide; 
Nor  need  I  blufli ;  although  you  feel  it  wet, 
Dermot,  I  vow,  'tis  nothing  elfe  but  fweat, 

Dermot. 

At  an  old  ftubborn  root  I  chanc'd  to  tug. 
When  the  Dean  tlirew  me  this  tobacco-plug? 
A  longer  ha'p'oijli  ngi'cr  did  I  fee  ; 
This,  dearcft  Sheclah,  tjiou*  (halt  lliare  with  me. 

•  ^  Sheelah. 

In  at  the  pantry-door  this  morn  I  flipt, 
And  from  the  lliclf  a  charming  cruft  1  whipt : 
+  Denijis  was  out,  and  I  got  hither  fafc  j 
And  thou,  my  dear,  ilialt  have  the  bigger  half. 

«  Who  was  a  great  lover  of  Scotland. 
•f"  Sir  Arthur's  butler. 
Vol.  if.  F  Pfrmot. 
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D.5RM0.T- 

Whcn  you  faw  Tady  at  long-bullets  play. 
You  fate  and  lousM  hipa  all  a  fun-fljmc  day. 
How  CQuld  you,  Sheelah^  liflen  to  his  tales. 
Or  crack  fuch  lice  as  his  betwixt  your  nails  ? 

Sheelah. 
When,  you  with  Onah  flood  behind  a  ditch* 
T  pecp*d,  and  faw  you  kifs  the  dirty,  ^uxh. 
Dermor,  bow  could  you  tcj^uch  thefe  nafty  ilills  ? 
I  almofl  wifh'd  cliis  fpud  were  in  your  gu^s, 

Dermot. 
If  Opah  once  I  kifsM,  forbear  to  chide ; 
Her  aunt 's  my  goflip  by  my  famcr's  fide : 
But,  if  I  ever  touch  her  lips  again, 
May  I  be  doora'd  for  life  to  weed  la  nfin ! 

Sheslah. 
Dermot,  I  fwear,  though*  Tady's  locks  could  hol^ 
Ten  thoufand  lice,  and  every  loufe  was  gold; 
Him  on  my  lap  you  never  more  ihall  fetf ;  'v 

Or  may  I  lofe  my  weeding-knife-^^d  mee ! 

DSRMOT.  .  '.       ,. 

O,  -could  I  earn  for  thee,  my  lovely  lafsj .  ^/    '^ 
A  pair  of  *  brogues  to  bear  thee  dry  to  maft  !        ^     , 
But  fee,  w}>ere  Norah  with  the  fowins  comefv^ 
Then  let  us  rife,  and  reft  our  weary  bums.  *         1 


*  Slices  \s^tli  flat  low  heels* 
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ON   THE 

FIVE  LADIES. AT  SOT'S-HOLE% 
WITH  THE  DOCTORt  AT  THEIR  HEAD. 

N*.  B.   THE  LADIBS  Tll^^TB0  TBP  IXOfCTpJf.. 

Sent  as  from  an  Officer  in  the  AitMY«    1728* 

TT^AIR  ladicS)  namber  five, 
-^      Who,  in  youi^DMriy  freaikss 
With  little  Tom  contrive 
To  feaft  on  ale  and  fleaks ; 

Wliile  he  fits  by  a-grinning, 

To  fee  you  fafe  in  Sot's-hole, 
Set  up  with  greafy  linen, 
t      And  neither  mugs  nor  pots  wh(^i 

'\  '^las  !  I  never  thought, 

.    A  t)rieft  would  pleafc  your  palate  9 
^'.BofidM,  'I  *11  hold  a  groat, 
•  ' . *^He  'tf  nut  you  in  a  ballad ; 

Wflbrtrl'  fhall  fee  your  faces 
^*  ^'■ilpc'  <iaub'd  fo  foul, 


Thjsy^'bq  no  more  like  Graces, 


A  Venus  like  an  owl. 

^  An  al^Mufe  in  Dublin,  famous  for  beef-fleaks, 
*  i  Dr.  Tboft^.  SlKridan. 

F  »  And 
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And  wc  ihall  take  you  rather 

To  be  a  midnight  pack 
Of  witches  met  togetlier. 

With  Beelzebub  in  black. 

It  fills  my  heart  with  woe. 

To  think,  fuch  ladies  fine 
Should  be  reduced  To  low 

To  treat  a  dull  Divine. 

Be  by  a  Parfon  cheated  ! 

Had  you  been  cunning  ftagers,  *■ 

You  might  yourfelves  be  treated 

By  Captains  and  by  Majors. 

See  how  corruption  grows,  ' '. 

While  mothers,  daughters,  aunts, 
Inftead  of  powder'd  beaux, 

From  pulpits  chufe  gallants. 

If  we,  who  wear  our  wigs 

With  fan-tail  and  with.fnake. 
Are  bubbled  thus  by  pngs ;  "  •  *  . 

Z — ds !  who  would  be  a  rake  >  % 

Had  I  a  heart  to  fight,  *   '  ** 

I  *d  knock  the  Doftor  down ;  e  v  <f  , 

Or  could  I  read  or  write,  -    «^H 

Egad  !  I  'd  w^ar  a  gown.  '  V^<  • 

Then  leave  him  to  his  birch  *  j  i" ""   * 

And  at  The  Rofe  on  Sunday,  ^    ,       :.- 

The  parfon  fafc  at  church,  ;'^^ 

I  '11  treat  you  with  burgundy. 

*  Dr.  Sheridan  was  a  fchool-maftcr. ' 

TI 


[    69     ]         . 
THE  FIVE  LADIES  ANSWER 

t6  the  beau 

With  the  Wig  and  Wings  at  his  Head, 

"XT'  O  U  little  fcribbliDK  beau, 
^      What  damon  made  you  write  ? 
Becaufe  to  write  you  know 
As  much  as  you  can  fight. 

For  compliment  fo  fcurvy, 

I  wifh  we  had  you  here ; 
We  *d  turn  you  topfy-turvy 

Jnto  a  mug  of  beer. 

Ybu  thought  to  make  a  farce  on 

The  man  and  place  we  chofe ; 
We  *re  furc  a  (ingle  Parfbn 

Is  worth  an  hundred  Beaux. 

And  you  would  make  us  valTals, 

Good  Mr.  Wig  and  Wings, 
To  filver-clocks  and  tafTels ; 

You  would,  you  Thing  of  Things  ! 

Becaufe  around  your  cane  . 

A  ring  of  diamonds  is  fet; 
And  you,  in  fome  bye-lane. 

Have  gained  a  paultry  grizette' : 

Shall  we,  of  fenfe  refin'd, 

Your  trifling  nonfenfe  bear. 
As  noify  as  the  wind. 

As  empty  as  the  air  ? 

F  s  Wc 
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Wc  hate  your  empty  prattle  j 

And  vb>V  and  fwear  'tis  true, 
There  's  more  in  one  child*s  rattle 

Than  twenty  fops  like  you. 

THE     BEAU'S^    REPLY 

T  Q    T  H  E 

FIVE  LADIES  ANSWER. 

TT7HY„  how  now  dapper  Black,       ,   *• 

^^     I  fracll  your  gowa  and  caiTock^ 
As  ftrong  upon  your  back,  «J 

As  Tifdall  *  fmells  of  a  fock. 

To  write  fuch  fcurvy  ftuff! 

Fine  Ladies  never  do  *t ; 
1  know  you  well  enough. 

And  eke  your  cloven  foot. 

Fine  Ladies,  when  they  write. 

Nor  fcold,  nor  keep  a  fpluttcr  t 
Their  verfes  give  delight, 

As  foft  and  fweet  as  butter. 

Btit  Satan  never  faw 

Such  haggard-  lines  as  thefc  :  ■      ' 

They  flick  athwart  my  maw. 

As  bad  as  Suffolk- cheefe. 

*  A  clergyman  in  the  Neath  of  Irelind^  who  1 
made  prUofals  of  marriage  to  Sttlla. 

^  TH 


THE        I    0    U    R    N    A    L 

OF    A    III  ODE  R.N    LADY. 

In  a  Letter  to  i  jPElU.QJNrof  Quality.    lyiS, 

Sir,       • .  .'    •       . 

T  T  was  a  .fcdft.  unftidhdly  .part 

■■■   In  yDU»  who  ough^to  know  ray  hear^ 

Are  well  icI^uaifittS  with  my  leal 

For  aU  the  female  commonweal  — • 

mJw^cOukl  it  com^e  ftito  your  mind 
f   v.To  i^tch'bn  me,  'of  all  mankind, 
•  ".    Againft  the  fex  to  write  a  fatire, 

"  And  brand  me  for  a  V^orfiaA-hater  f 

On  me,  who  think  them  all  fo  fair. 

They  rival  Venus  to  a  hair  j 

Their  virtues  never  ccas'd  to  fing. 

Since  firft  I  learn'd  to  tune  a  ihing  ? 

Methinks  I  hear  the  ladies  cry, 

Will  he  his  charafter  belye  ? 
^  Muft  never  our  misfortunes  end  ? 

And  have  we  loft  our  only  friend  ? 

All,  lovely  nymphs,  rfemove  your  fear^, 

No  more  let  fall  thofe  precious  tears. 

Sooner  (hall,  &c. 

[Here  federal nfirfes  are  omitted.'\ 

The  hound  be  hunted  by  the  hare. 

Than  I  tut-n  rebel  to  the  fair. 

'Twas  you  cngagM  me  firft  to  write, 

Tlien  gave  the  fubjeft  out  of  fpite : 

F  4  The 


Compell'd  by  you  to  tag  iff  rhyrne% 
The  common  ilanders  of  tHfe^flMegi, 
Of  modern  times,  the  giiilt  iS^ours^  . 
And  me  my  innocence  fecute^  '  t  • 
Unwilling  Mufe,  begin  thy  lay,     •'•^  v   <^^ 
The  annals  of  a  female  drty.  ^  '  '^   ; 

By  nature  turn'd  to  play  the  rake  Welti 
(As  we  fliall  ihew  you  in  fhe  fequel). 
The  modern  dame  is  wak'd'by  noon 
(Some  authors  fay,  not  quite  fo  foon), 
Becaufe,  rliough  fore  againft  her  will,/ 
She  fate  all  night  up  at  quadrille. 
She  ftrctchcs,  gapes,  unglues  her  eyes. 
And  aiks,  if  it  be  time  to  rife  ; 
Of  htad-ach  and  the  fpleen  complains  ;. 
And  then,  to  cool  her  heated  brains. 
Her  night-gown  and  her  flippers  brought  hcj 
Takes  a  largO'  dram  .of  citron-water. 


^_  t- i.r.      1     it  T% 
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*'  But  run  to  Tom,  and  bid  him  fix 

"  The  ladies  here  to-night  by  {vl.** 

*'  Madam,  the  goldfmith  waits  below; 

*'  He  fays,  <*  His  bufmefs  is  to  l^now 

"  If  you  *\\  redeem  the,iilver  cup 

**  He  keeps  in  pawa^?"  -^  "  Firft,  ibew  him  up.»* 
-  '^  Your  drefliog^plate  he  *U  be  content 

"^o  take,  for^iiitenift  cutt.  per  cent, 

*<  And,  Madam,  there  's  my  lady  Spade 

<*  Hath  fent  thi»  letter  by  her  maid." 

**  Well,  I  remember  what  ihe  woni 

^  And  hath  ihe  fent  fo  ioon  to  dun  ? 

'\ Here,: cany  down.thofe  ten  piiloles 
;  **  My  bufbahd  left  to  pay  for  coals  : 

'<  I  thank  ray  ilars,  they  all  are  light ; 

**  And  I  may  have  revenge  to-night." 

Now,  loitering  o'er  her  tea  and  cream,  * 

She  enters  on  her  ufual  theme ; 

Her  lad  night's  ill-fuccefs  repeats^ 

Calls  lady  Spade  a  hundred  cheats  : 

**  She  i^ptfpadillo  in  her  breaft, 

•*  Then  thought  to  turn  it  to  a  jeft : 

<'  There  's  Mrs.  Cut  and  ihe  combine, 

"  And  to  each  other  give  the  fign." 

Through  every  game  purfues  her  tale. 

Like  hunters  o'er  their  evening  ale. 
Now  to  another  fccne  give  place : 

Enter  the  folks  with  fjlks  and  lace  : 

Frefli  matter  for  a  woijd  of  chat, 

Right  Indian  |his>  right  Mechlia  that : 

"  Obfcrve 
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^  Obfenre  tlus  pattern ;  there  't  a  ftuff  i 
**  I  can  have  cuftomers  enough* 
*'  Dear  madam,  yoci  are  grown  fo  hafd  — ^ 
**  This  lace  is  wmth  twelve  pounds  a  yard  t 
*'  Madam,  if  there  be  truth  in  man, 
*<  I  never  (old  fo  cheap  a  fan,'* 
This  buiinefs  of  importance  o'er. 
And  madam  almoft  drefs'd  by  four  i  i 

The  fommant  in  hi*  ufual  {^rife. 
Comes  up  with^  **  Madam,  dinner  ftiifu** 
She  anfwerty  in  her  ufual  ilyle, ' 
«<  The  cook  muft  keep  k  back  a  wink  s 
^  I  never  can  have  time  to  dreft 
*^  (No  woman  breathing  takes  xxp  left)| 
<<  I  'm  hurried  fo,  it  makes  me  ^k  i 
**  I  wiHi  the  dinner  at  Old  Nickb" 
At  table  now  (he  a£l8  her  part, 
Has  all  the  dinner-cant  by  heart : 
*<  I  thought  we  were  to  ^ne  alone, 
**  My  dear ;  for  fare,  if  I  had  known 
''  This  company  woilld  come  to-day  >— 
**  But  really  'tis  my  fpoufe's  way  ! 
<<  He  's  fo  unkind,  ke  never  fends 
<<  To  tell  when  he  invites  his  friends  a 
<*  I  wifti  ye  may  but  have  enough  1** 
And  while  with  all  this  paltry  ihiff 
She  fits  lormenting  every  gueft, 
Nor  gives  her  tongue  one  momem's  ref^ 
In  phrafes  batter 'd,  ftale,  and  trite, 
Wliich  tnodf  m  kdks  oiU  poli«i  j 


T«i 


JOURNAL  OF  A  MObEllN  LADY.        ^rj 

You  fee  the  booby  hufband  fit 

In  adroiratidH  at  her  wit  f 
But  let  me  now  a  while  fai^of 

Our  madam  o'dr  her  evenittg-teii ; 

Surrounded  vnth  her  noify  clings 

Of  prudesy  coquets^  and  harridans  ; 

When,  frighted  at  the  clamorous  erew. 

Away  the  God  of.  ^lence  flew. 

And  fair  Diicretion  left  the  place. 

And  Modefty  with  blufliing  face : 

Now  enters  overweening  Pride^ 

An^  Scandal  ever  gaping  wide; 
,,  Hypocrify  \pth  frown  feverc. 

Scurrility  with  gibing  air; 

Rude  Laughter  ieemirtg  like  to  burl!, 
i   And  Malice  always  judging  worft; 

And  Vanity  with  pocket^glafs, 
^^  And  ^pudence  with  front  of  brafs  | 

And  fludy'd  AfFe^ation  came. 

Each  limb  and  feature  out  of  frame ; 
f. While  Ignorance,  with  brain  of  lead. 

Flew  hovering  o'er  each  female  head. 
Why  fliould  I  aik  of  thee,  my  Mufc^ 

An  hundred  tongues,  as  poets  ufe, 

When,  to  gite  every  dame  her  due. 

An  hundred  thoufand  were  too  few  ? 

Or  how  ihould  I,  alas,  relate 

The  fum  of  all  their  fenfelefis  prate. 

Their  innuendos,  lunts,  and  (landers, 

Their  meanings  lewd,  and  double  entCAd^s  f 
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Now  comes  the  general  fcandal-charge^. 
What  fome  invent,  the  reft  enlarge ; 
Andy  "  Madam,  if  it  be  a  lye, 
**  You  have  the  tale  as  cheap  as  I  :- 
**  I  muft  conceal  my  author's  nameY 
<*  But  now  'tis  known  to  common  fame/* 

Say,  fooliih  females,  bold  and  blind. 
Say,  by  what  fatal  turn  of  mind. 
Are  you  on  vices  mod  fevere. 
Wherein  yourfelves  have  greateft  fhaxe  ? 
Thus  every  fool  herfelf  deludes  {    •  ,    j 

The  prudes  cond.emn  the  abfent  prudes  :  '. 
Mopfa,  who  ftinks  her  fpoufe  to  death,  .    ** 
Accufes  Cloe's  tainted  breath ; 
Hircina,  rank  with  fweat,  prefames 
To  cenfure  Phyllis  for  perfumes  i     . 
'While  crooked  Cynthia,  fneering,  fays. 
That  Florimel  wears  iron  flays  : 
Cloe,  of  every  coxcomb  jealous. 
Admires  how  girls  can  talk  with  fellows  ; 
And,  full  of  indignation,  frets. 
That  women  fliould  be  fuch  c6qucts  : 
Iris,  for  fcandal  mod  notorious. 
Cries,  **  Lord,  the  world  is  fo  cenforious!" 
And  Rufa,  with  her  combs  of  lead, 
Whifpers  that  Sappho's  hair  is  red  j 
Aura,  whofe  tongue  you  hear  a  mile  hence> 
Talks  half  a  day  in  praife  of  filence : 
And  Sylvia,  full  of  inward  guilt, 
Calls  Amoret  an  arrant  jilt. 
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Now  voices  over  voices  rife, 
While  each  to  be  the  loudeft  vies : 
They  contradift,  affirm,  difpute. 
No  tingle  tongiie  one  moment  mute ; 
All  mad  to  fpeak,  and  none  to  hearkesi 
They  fet  the  very  lap-dog  barking ; 
Their  chattering  makes  a  louder  din 
Than  filhwivcs  o*er  a  cup  of  gin  : 
Not  fchoolboys  at  a  barring-out 
Rais'd  ever  fuch  incellant  rout: 
The  jumbling  particles  of  matter 
In  chaos  made  not  fuclL.a  clatter; 
Far  lefs  the  rabble  roar  and  rail, 
When  drunk  with  fotr  eleftion-ale. 

Nor  do  flicy  truft  thei»  tongues  alone. 
But  fpeak  a  language  of  their  own  s 
Can  read  a  nod^  a  ibrug,  a  look. 
Far  better  than  a  printed  book  ; 
Convey  a  libel  in  a  frown. 
And  wink  a  reputation  down  : 
Or,  by  the  rofling  of  the  fan, 
Dcfcribe  the  lady  and  the  man. 
'   But  fee,  tlie  female  club  diibands, 
Each  tWenty  vifits  otf  her  hands. 
Now*  all  alone  poor  madam  fits 
Id  vapours  and  hylleric  fits  : 
*'  And  was  not  Tom  this  morning  fent  ? 
►/*  I  *d  lay  my  life  he  never  went : 
"  Pad  fix,  and  not  a  living  foul  I 
"  I  might  by  this  have  won  a  vole." 
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A  dreadful  interval  of  fpleen  I 
How  ihall  wc  pafs  the  time  between  i 
'•  Here,  Betty,  let  me  take  my  drops ; 
**  And  feel  rpy  pulie,  I  know  it  flops : 
^<  This  head  of  mine,  lord,  how  it  fwims  ! 
*'  And  fuch  a  pain  in  all  my  limbs  V* 
***  Dear  madam,  try  to  take  a  nap**  — 
But  now  they  hear  a  footman's  rap : 
^'  Go,  run,  and  light  the  ladies  up : 
**  It  muft  be  one  before  we  fup." 

The  uble,  cards,  and  counters,  fet. 
And  all  tlie  gamefler-ladiet  met, 
fier  fpleen  and  fits  recovered  quite. 
Our  madam  can  fit-up  all  night ; 
^<  Whoever  comes,  I  'n^  npt  witliin."  -^ 
<2padrille  's  the  word«  and  fo  begin. 

How  can  the  Mufe  her  aid  impart, 
Unfldird  in  all  the  terms  gf  art  ? 
Or  in  harmonious  numbers,  put 
The  deal,  the  fhuffle,  and  tlie  cut  ? 
The  fuperftitious  whims  relate, 
That  fill  a  female-gamefler's  pate  > 
What  agony  of  foul  ihe  feels 
To  fee  a  knave's  inverted  heels  f  .  .  ^ 

She  draws  up  card  by  card,  tafiod.  ■,'*,• 

Oood  fortune  peeping  from  bcjiind.;  *    *    •    ,  *  * 
With  panting  heart,  and  eamci^  eye.Sf 
In  hope  to  {ctJ}>adiUo  rife  :  '         */•',' 

In  vain,  alas  I  her  hope  is  fed  i  '    •   ^V* 

She  draws  an  ace,  and  fees  it  red  J      '"  '       ..  "' 
4  \t  1 
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In  ready  counters  never  pays, 

But  pawns  her  fnufT-box,  rings,  and  keys ; 

Ever  with  fome  new  fancy  (buck. 

Tries  twenty  charms  to  mend  her  luck.  ' 

**  This  morning,  when  the  parfim  came^ 

*'  1  faid  \  Ihould  not  win  a  game. 

**  This  odious  chair,  how  came  I  ftuck  in  'i? 

**  1  think  I  never  had  good  luck  in  't. 

**  I  *m  fo  uneafy  in  my  ftays  ; 

**  Your  fan  a  moment,  if  you  pl^afe. 

**  Stand  furtiier,  girl,  or  get  you  gone  j 

"  I  always  lofe  when  you  look  on." 

**  Lord  I  madam,  you  have  lofl  coiiilU  t 

**  I  never  faw  you  play  fo  ilL" 

*'  Nay,  madam,  give  me  leave  to  fay, 

**  'Twas  you  that  threw  the  game  away  s 

**  When  lady  Trickfey  play'd  a  four, 

<<  You  took  it  with  a  mattadorg ; 

'<  I  faw  you  touch  yous  wedding-ring 

''  Before  my  lady  call'd  a  king ; 

"  You  fpoke  a  word  began  with  H, 

*'  And  I  know  whom  you  meant  to  teach, 

*^  Becaufe  you  held  the  king  of  liearts ; 

**  Fie,  madam,  l^ave^hefe  little  arts." 

**  That 's  not  fo  bad  as  one  tliat  rubs 

**  Her  chair,  to  call  the  Jpng  of  clubs  | 

**  And  makes  her  pftrtoor  upderftand 

**  A  mattadgre  is  in  lier\iani]«'  ,  .  • 

**  Madam,  you  have  no  caiplf  tD 

**  I  fwear  I  faw  ygu  thiiq{j|Bi| 
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*'  And  truly,  madam,  I  "know  when 

<*  Inftead  of  five,  you  fcor*d  me  ten. 

**  Spadillo  here,  has  got  a  mark  ; 

**  A  child  mayknow  it  in  the  dark: 

<*  I  gueft  th«  hand  :  it  fcldom  fails  : 

**  I  wifli  fome  folks  would  pare  their  nails.** 

While  thus  they  rail,  and  fcold,  and  ftorm^i 
It  palTcs  but  for  common  form  : 
But,  confcious  ^hat  they  all  fpeak  true, 
And  give  each  o^her  but  their  due, 
It  never  interrupts  the  ^ame. 
Or  makes  them  fenfible  of  fliame. 

The  time  too  precious  now  to  waftc. 
The  fupper  gobbled  up  in  haflcj 
Again  afrelh  to  cards  they  run, 
As  if  they  had  but  juft  begun. 
But  I  (hall  not  again  repeat,    • 
How  oft'  they  fquabble,  fnarl,  and  chest. 
At  laft  they  hear  the  watchman*  knock, 
"  A  frofty  morn  —  paft  four  o'clock.?. 
The  chairmen  are  not  to  be  fouild^ 
**  Comev  iet  U3  play  the  other  rotlnd.'* 

Now  all  in  hade  they  huddle  on 
Their  hoods,  their  cloaks,  and  get  tbcm  gone  j 
But,  firft,  the  winner  muft  invite 
The  company  to-morrow  night. 

Unlucky  madam,  left  in  tears 
•(Who  now  again  quadrille  forfwears)^ 
With  empty  puife,  and  aching  head, 
Steals  to  her  ileeping  fpoufe  to  bed. 

A    DIA- 
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MAD  MULLINIX*  AND  TIMQTilY. 
17*8. 

M.  T  OWN»  *tisDOt  siy4>rMd  and  buttqri.  - 
■■■  Butprycheey  Tim,  why  all  this  clutter  ? 
Why  ever  in  theie-ragiog  fits,  . 
Damning  to  hell  tlK  Jacobites  ? 
When,  if  you  fearch  the  kingdom  round. 
There  *s  hardly  twenty  to  be  found  ; 
No,  not  among  the /ri^i  and /ritfri—  •  ' 

T.  'Twi?tt  you  and  me,  G^  d— n  the  lytrs! 

M.  The  Tories  are  gone  every  man  o'er 
To  our  illuftrious  houfe  of  Hanover  j 
Froub'till  their  condu6i  tliis  is  plain  j 
And  then  —  ^ 

T.  G —  d— n  the  lyars  again! 
Did  not  an  carl  but  lately  vote. 
To  bring  in  (I  could  cut  his  throat) 
Our  whole. accounts  of  public  debts  ? 

M.  Lord !  how  this  frothy  coxcomb  frets !  [^fiJe, 

T.  Did  not  an  able  flatefman  bifliop 
This  dangerous  horrid  motion  di(h-up 
As  popi/b  craft  ?  did  he  not  rail  on  *t  } 
Siicw  fiie  and  faggot  in  the  tail  on  't } 

"*  A  fvSlitious  name.     See  the  hiilory  of  this  poem  in 
the  "  Intelligencer,"  N*  viii.   N. 

Vol.  II.  G  P^cwvev^ 


U  SWIFT'S      POEMS. 

Proving  the  carl  a  grand  offender. 
And  in  a  plot  for  the  Pretender^ 
Whoft:fleitt>  *tJ«  all  our  fricpd^  opinion, 
^Tas  then  embarking  at  Avignon  ? 

[Afinv  dull  tuih  4tre  here  furpofelj  omUed,'\ 
i4.'  'tUeCc  wrangling  jars  of  Whig  and  Tofy 
Are  ftale  and  worn  as  Troy-town  (lory  : 
The  wrong,  'tis  certain,  you  were  both  in. 
And  now  you  ^nd  you  fought  for  nothing^ 
Your  faction,  when  their  game  was  new, 
^^light  want  fuch  soify  fools  as  you  i 
But  you,  when  ail  the  ihow  is  pail, 
iReCoke.to  ftand  it  out  the  lad; 
•Like  Martin  Marrall  ^,  gaping-on, 
Koc  minding  when  the  fong  is  done. 
*%Vlien  all  the  kees  are  gone  to  fettle, 
^ou  clatter  fiill.  your  brazen  kettle* 
"The  leaders  whom  you  Ufted  under 
JIave  dropt  their  ^rms,  and  feiz'd  the  plunder f 
And  when  the  war  is  paft,  you  come 
"To  rattle  in  their  car^  yeftir  drum  r 
And  as  that  hatei^l  hideous  Greciaa 
■  Therlites  (he  wa&your  jelation) 
Was  more  abhorr'd  and  fcorn'd  by  thofe , 
l^ith  whom  he  £u:v'id,  than  by  his  foes; 
:So  thou  ait  grown  the  deteflation 
Of  all  thy.  party  through  the  natioji ; 
Thy  peeviih  and  perpetual  teazing 
IVith  plots,  and  Jacobites,  and  treafpn^ 

*  A  charafterin  onc^f  Dlrydcn's  coxp^e^. 
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Thy  bufy,  never-Ofieaning  face, 
Thy  fcrew'd-up  front,  thy  ftate- grimace. 
Thy  formal  nods,  important  fneers. 
Thy  whifperings  foillcd  in  all  ears 
(Which  arc,  whatever  you  may  think. 
But  nonfeixfe  wrapt  up  in  a  flink), 
Have  made  thy  prefence,  in  a  true  fenfe. 
To  thy  own  fide  fo  d — ^n'd  a  nufance, . 
That,  when  they  have  you  in  their  eye. 
As  if  the  devil  drove,  they  fly. 

T.  My  good  friend  MuUiniz,  forbear ; 
I  vow  to  G — ,  you  're  too  fevere : 
If  it  could  ever  yet  be  known 
I  took  advice,  except  my  own. 
It  ihould  be  yours :  but,  d— n  my  blood  1 
I  mud  purfue  the  public  good : 
The  fa^on  (is  it  not  notorious  ?) 
Keck  at  the  memory  of  Glorious  * : 
'Tis  true  ;  nor  need  I  to  be  t<^. 
My  quondam  friends  are  grown  fo  cold. 
That  fcarce  a  creature  can  be  found 
To  prance  with  me  the  flatue  round, 
Tlie  public  fafety,  I  forefee. 
Henceforth  depends  alone  on  me ; 
And  while  this  vital  breath  I  blow. 
Or  from  above,  or  from  below, 
1 11  fputter,  fwagger,  curfe,  a^id  rail. 
The  Tories  terror,  fcourge,  ^nd  flail. 

M.  Tim,  you  milUke  the  matter  quite ; 
The  Tories  I  you  are  tlicir  delight  % 

*  Kiag  William  III. 

G  %  An<i 
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"And  fliduld  you  aft  a*  different  part, 

Be  grave  and-  wife,  'twould  break  their  heart. 

Why,  Tkn,  you  have  a  taftd  I  know, 

And  often  fee  a  puppet-Jbow  : 

Obferve,  the  audience  is  in  pain. 

While  Punch  is  hid  bchind'the  fcene  ; 

But,  when  tliey  hear  his  rufty  voice, 
"With  what  impatience  they  rejoice  ! 

And  there  they  value  not  two  ftraws. 

How  Solomon  decides  the  caufe, 
'  Whicl>  the  true  mother,  which  pretender } 

l^or  liftcn  to  the  witch  of  Endor. 

Should  Fauftus,  with  the  Devil  behind  him> 
t  Enter  the  llage,  they  never  raind  him  ; 

•  If  Punch,- to  ftir  their  fancy,  fliews 

■  In  at  the  door  his  monftrous  nofe, 
Then-fudden  draws  it  bdck  again; 

*  O  what  a  pleafure  mixt  with  pain  ! 
'  You  ev^ry  moment  think  an  age, 

.  Till  he  appears  upon  the  ftage  : 
.  And  firfl  his  bum  you  fee  him  clap 

■  Upon:  the  queen  of  Shcba*8  lap  : 

The  duke  of  Lorraine  drew  his  fword  ; 
'  Punch^roaring  ran,  and  running  roar'd, 
..Reviles  all  peo^e  in  his  jargon, 

And  fells  the  king  of  Spain  a  bargain ; 
r  St.  George-  himfelf  he  plays  the  wag^ony 

And  mounts  aftride  upon  the  dragon ; 
:^:He  gets  a  thoufand  thumps  and  kick;^ 
VSTet  cannot  leave  Jiis  roguiih-tikksj 
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I^  every  a£^ion  thruds  his  nqfe ; 

Thereafon  why,  no  monal  knows : 

In  doleful  fcenes  that  break  our  heart» 

Punch  comes,  like  you,  and  lets  a  fart. 

There  's  not  a  puppet  made  of  wood, 

But  what  would  hang  liim,  if  they  could ; ; 

While,  teazing  all,  by  all  he  *s  teaz'd, 

How  well  are  the  fpe£tators  pleas'd  ! 

Who  in  the  motion  have  noihare. 

But  purely  come  to  hear  and  dare  j 

Have  no  concern  for  Sabra's  fake^^ 

Which  gets  the  better,  faint  or  fnakc, . 

Provided  Punch  (for  there  's  tlie  jeft)  • 

Be  foundly  maul'd,  and  plague  the  refU^> 
Thus,  Tim,  philofophers  fuppofe. 

The  <world  confifis  of  puppet-JboiM ; 

Where  petulant  conceited  fellows 

Perform  the  part  of  PunchincUocs  : 

So  at  this  booth,  which  we  call  Dublin, 

Tim,  thou  *rt  the  Punch  to  flir  up  trouble  in? 

You  wriggle,  fidge,  and  make  a  rout. 

Put  all  your  brother  puppets  out, 

Run  on  in  a  perpetual  round. 

To  teaze,  perplex,  difturb,  confound. 

Intrude  with  monkey -grin  and  clatter 

To  interrupt  all  ferious  matter ; 

Arc  grown  the  nuifance  of  your  claHf 

Who  hate  and  fcorn  you  to  a  man  : 

But  then  the  lookers-on,  the  Toties, . 

You  lliil  divert  with  merry  floiies; 

G  3  They 
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They  would  confcnt  that  all  thie  crew  ^ 

Were  hang*d,  before  they  'd  part  with  you* 

But  tell  me,  Tim,  upon  the  fpor, 
By  all  this  toil  what  haft  thou  got  ? 
If  Tories  rauft  have  all  the  fpoit, 
I  fear  you  '11  be  difgrac'd  at  court. 

T.  Go/  ?  D— n  my  blood !  I  frank  pff  UUirs, 
Walk  to  my  place  before  my  betters  j 
And,  fimplc  as  I  now  ftand  here> 
Expeft  in  time  to  be  a  peer  — 
Cot  ?  D— n  me  ?  why  I  got  my  will  I 
Ne*er  hold  my  peace,  and  ne'er  ftand  ftifl  r 
I  fan  with  twenty  ladies  by  ; 
They  call  me  bcaft ;  and  what  care  I  ? 
I  bravely  call  the  Tories  Jacks, 
And  fons  of  whores  —  behind  their  bdcks* 
But,  could  you  bring  me  once  to  think. 
That,  when  1  ftrut,  and  ftare,  and  ftink> 
Hevile  and  (lander,  fume  and  ftorm, 
Betray,  make  oath,  impeach,  infbrm,^ 
With  fuch  a  conftant  loyal  zeal 
To  ferve  myfelf  and  common-weal. 
And  fret  tlie  Tories'  foul  to  death, 
I  did  but  lofe  my  precious  breath  j 
And,  when  I  damn  my  foul  to  plague  'em. 
Am,  as  you  tell  me,  but  their  may-gatti* ; 
Confume  my  vitals  I  they  ftiall  know, 
I  am  not  to  bfe  treated  fo  ; 
1  \\  rather  hang  myfelf  by  half. 
Than  f^i ve  thofc  rafcak  caufe  to  'laugiu  ^ 

B»c 
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But  how,  my  friend,  caii  I  cndutt. 
Once  fo  rcnown'd,  to  live  obfcufc  ? 
No  little  bby^  arid  girls  to  cry, 
«  There  's  nimble  Tim  a-piaffing  by  ?*' 
No  more  my  dear  deHghtful  way  treac^ 
Of  keejnng  up  a  p^trty  hatred  f 
Will  none  the  Tory  dogf  ptrrfue. 
When  through  the  ftrcets  I  cry  haUoo  f 
Muft  all  my  d — n  me's !  bloods  and  wounds  f 
Pafs  only  now  for  empty  founds  ? 
Shall  I'ory  rafcals  be  clefted. 
Although  I  fwcar  them  difafFc£^ed  ? 
And,  when  I  roar,  **  A  plot,  a  plot  V^ 
Will  our  own  party  mmd  me  not  ? 
So  qualifyd  to  fwear  and  lye. 
Will  they  not  truft  me  for  zffy  f 

Dear  Mullinix,  your  good  advice 
I  beg  \  you  fee  the  cafe  is  nice : 

0  !  were  I  equal  in  renown, 

Like  thee  to  pleafe  this  thanklefs  town  t 
Or,  blcfsM  with  fuch  engaging  parts 
To  win  the  truant  fchool- boys'  hearts  ! 
Thy  virtues  meet  their  juft  reward. 
Attended  by  ihz  fable  guard. 
Charmed  by  thy  voice,  the  'prentice  dropt 
The  fnow-ball  deftin'd  at  thy  chops  : 
Thy  graceful  fteps,  and  colonel's  air, 
Allure  the  cinder-picking  fair. 

M.  No  more  —  in  mark  of  true  afTeflion, 

1  take  thee  under  my  prote6\iori  : 

G  4  Your 
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Your  parts  arc  good,  'ti&  not  deny'd  j 

I  wifh  they  had  been  well  apply'd. 

But  now  obferve  my  council,  (wz.)- 

Adapt  your  habit  to  your  phyz  j.  » 

You  muft  no  longer  thus  equip  ye, 

As  Horace  fays,  optai  epbippia ; 

(There  's  Latin  too,  that  you  may  fee 

How  much  improved  by  Dr.  — ). 

I  have  a  coat  at  home,  that  you  may  try; 

"*Tis  juft  like  this,  which  hangs  by  geometry. 

My  hat  has  much  the  nicer  air  j 

Your  block  will  fit  it  to  a  hair. 

That  wig,  I  would  not  for  the  world 

Have  it  fo  formal,  and  fo  curl'd ; 

'Twill  be  fo  oily  and  fo  fleek, 

When  I  have  lain  in  it  a  week. 

You  *11  find  it  well  prepared  to  take 

The  figure  of  toupee  and  fnakc. 

Thus  drefs'd  alike  from  top  to  toe. 

That  which  is  which  *tis  hard  to  know; 

When  firft  in  public  we  appear, 

I  *11  lead  the  van,  you  keep  the  rear; 

Be  careful,  as  you  walk  behind  ; 

Ufe  all  the  talents  of  your  mind  ; 

Be  ftudious  well  to  imitate 

My  portly  motion,  mien,  and  gait ; 

Mark  my  addrefs,  and  learn  my  ftylc. 

When  to  look  fcornful,  when  to  fmilc  5 

Nor  fputter  out  your  oaths  fo  faft, 

But  keep  your  fwcaring  to  the  lafL 

Then 


MADMJULLINIX.AND  TIMOTHY.    S^ 

Then  at^ur  leifure  we  '11  be  witty,  - 
And  in  the  ftrects  divert  the  city  j 
The  ladies  from  the  windows  gaping, . 
The  children  all  our  motions  aping. 
Your  converfation  to  refioe^ 
I  '11  take  you  to  fome  friend  of  mine  j  ^ 
Cbeici  fpiritSf  who  employ  their  parts 
To  mend  the  world  by  ufeful  arts  j 
Some  cleanfing  hollow  tubes,  to  fpy. 
Dire£l  the  zenith  of  the  Iky  5 
Some  have  the  city  in  their  care^ 
From  noxious  (leams.to  purge  the  air ; 
Some  teach  us  in  thefe  dangerous  days 
How  to  walk  upright  in  our  ways  \ 
Some  whofe  reforming  hands  engage^ 
To  lafli  the  lewdnefs  of  the  age  ^ 
Some  for  the  public  fervicc  go 
Perpetual  envoys  to  and  fro  ; 
Whofe  able  heads  f\lpport  the  weight"  " 
Of  twenty  minifters  of  flate. 
We  fcorn,  for  want  of  talk,  to  jabber 
Of  parties  o*er  our  bormj-dabber : 
Nor  are  we  fludious  to  enquire, 
Who  votes  for  manors,  who-for  hire : 
Our  care  is,  to  improve  the  mind ' 
With  what  concerns  all  human-kind ; 
The  various  fcenes  of  mortal  life  j 
Who  beats  her  hufband,  who  his  wife ; 
Or  how  the  bully  at  a  (broke 
Knock'd  down  the  boy,  the  lantern  broke. 

One 
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One  tells  the  rife  of  cheefe  and  oatm^  s 
Another  when  he  got  a  hot  meal  t 
One  gives  adtrice  in  proverbs  old, 
Inftru£):s  us  how  to  tame  a  fcbid ; 
One  fhews  how  bravely  Aiidouin  dy'd. 
And  at  thie  gallows  all  dienyM ; 
How  by  the  almanack  *tis  clear. 
That  herring^  Will  be  cheiip  this  year. 

T.  Dear  liluUihix,  I  now  lament 
My  precious  time  fo  long  mis-fpeht; 
By  nature  mearit  for  nobler  ends  : 
O,  introduce  me  to  youif  friends  ! 
For  whom  by  birth  I  was"  dbiigri'd. 
Till  politicks  debas'd  my  mind : 
I  give  myfelf  entire  to  you  ; 
G—  d— n  the  Whigs  arid  Tories  too  ! 

TI-M*   AND   THE   FABLES, 


M\ 


fY  meaning  ivill  be  hefi  unraveVdj 
When  I  premtfe  that  Ttm  bos  traveled. 
In  Lucas's  by  chance  there  lay 
The  Fables  writ  by  Mr.  Gay. 
Tim  fet  the  volume  on  a  table, 
Jlead  over  here  and  there  a  Fable; 
And  found,  as  he  the  pages  twirl'd. 
The  Monkey  who  had  feen  the  world : 
(For  Toiifon  had,  to  help  the  fale, 
Prefix'd  a  cut  to  every  tale.) 

•  See  an  acpount  of  him  in  the  **  Intelligencer,"  N«k. 

The 


TIM  Alio  Trii  |P^«tES,       )t 

The  Monkey  wis  dnttpftefely  dreffi 

The  Beau  in  all  his  aiii  eifpiefU 

Tim,  with  furpnze  aftd  ptcafiife  ftiHhi^ 

Ran  to  the  glafs,  and  theh  cQim{iatiilg 

His  own  fufcet  figure  with  the  pffiniv 

IMitinguiih'd  every  fearaib  in  % 

The  twifty  the  fqueezfe,  tUe  mmp^tiiB^ge  hi  «I!| 

Jufl  as  they  look'd  in  (he  ori^nd^ 

«  By  — ,"  fays  Tim,  and  let  a  fart^ 

**  This  graver  underflood  his  art. 

"  'Tis  a  true  copy,  I  '11  fay  that  for  t  j 

"  I  well  remember  When  I  fat  for 't. 

**  My  very  face,  as  firft  I  knew  it ; 

«  Juft  in  this  diieft  the  paBnter  dr*W  it." 

Tim,  with  his  likehefs  dwply  fitfitten. 

Would  read  what  undaiieath  was  >Mtten» 

The  merry  talc,  with  moral  gra^. 

He  now  began  to  ftdrm  ahd  rave : 

"  The  curfed  villain  \  now  I  fee  4 

**  This  was  a  libel  meant  at  me : 

**  Thefe  fcribblers  grow  fo  bold  of  late 

"  Againft  us  mmiflers  of  ftate  I 

"  Such  Jacobites  as  he  deferve  — 

"  D— n  me  f  I  fay,  they  ought  to  ftarve," 

TOM  MULLINIX  AND  DIGK. 

np  OM  and  Dick  had  equal  fame, 
-■■     And  both  had  equal  knowledge  | 
Tom  could  write  and  fpcll  his  namcy 
But  Dick  had  feen  the  college. 

Dtcft 
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Dick  a  coxcomb,  Tom  was  mad. 

And  both  alike  diverting ; 
Tom  was  held  the  merrier  lad. 

But  Dick  the  befl  at  farting. 

Di^k  would  cock  his  nofe  in  fcom,  •. 

But  Tom  was  kind  and  loving' ; . 
Tt)m  a  foot-boy  bred  and  born. 

But  Dick  was  from  an  oven.  • 

Dick  could  tieatly  dance  a  jig, 
But  Tom  was  beft  iat  borees  • 

Tom  would  j)ray  for  every  Whig, 
And  Dick  curfe  all  the  Tories. 

Dick  would  make  a  woeful  noife,  . 

And  fcold  at  an  ele£tion ; 
Tom  huzza'd  the  black-guard  boys,  « 

And  held  them  in  fubje£iion. 

Tom  could  move  with  lordly  grace, , 
Dick  nimbly  ikipt -the  gutter; 

Tom  could  talk  with  folemn  face,^^ 
But  Dkk  could  better  fputter. 

Dick  was  come  to  high  renown 
Since  he  commencM  phyiician ; 

Tom  was  held  by  all  the  town 
The  deeper  politician. 

Tom  had  the  genteeler  fwing^ 
His  hat  could  nicely  put  on ; . 

Dick  knew  better  how  to  fwing  . 
His  cane  upon  a  button* 


Dicic 


TOM  MULLINIX  AKO  DICK. 

Tl^ick  for  repaitee  was  fit. 
And  Tom  for  i 
Dick  was  draQgliK  die  1 
But  Tom  had  beiiBr  ] 

V  Dick  with  zcakms  bo^  i 
Could  roar  as  load  as  I 
t  In  the  hoafe  'tis  all  be  fays; 
.  But  Tom  is  eloqaciittr. 

DICK. 
A       MAGGOT. 

AS  when,  f ram  fooda^  m  a  him. 
All  powder'd  o^  fiRNB  oa  w  d 

A  lively  maggot  fa!Ees  0GZ9 
\You  know  him  br  has  haad  Imam  t 

So  when  the  ^auMm  of  ] 
\  Fonh  iCTues  wiigg^iiigy  Bkk  J 
^  With  powder'd  nimp  aad  back  aad  4t^ 
^  You  cannot  blanch  his  taws/  mi^i 
•:.  For  'tis  bcyood  the  povtx  <«  flbte 
^  The  gipTy  n£^  to  eoouau  i 
'  For,  as  he  Ihakei  Lis  wmsBkm.  fMf<^ 
•  Down  erery  mealy  aux&  cropiy 

And  leaves  the  zanz:  piaz,  Ia  frsw 
:.Likc  a  fircih  t«-d  joft  dispc  «•  i 


c:.%o 


CLAD  ALL  IN  BROWN.     TO  DIQK. 
IMITATEP  FRQM  COWLEY. 

Tp  O  U  L  E  ST  brute  that  ftiaks  bclo^, 
■*•      Why  in  this  brown  (Joft  thou  appear  ? 
For,  would'ft  tho     lake  a  fouler  ihovy^ 
Thou  muft  go  naked  all  the  year. 

Frefli  from  the  mud  a  wallowing  fow 

Would  then  be  i^t  fo  t)row^  as  ^u. 

'Tis  not  tbp  coat  that  Icjpks  fo  dun. 

His  hide' emits  a  foulnefs  outj 
Kof  one  jot  bpttf  r  Ipok^  th?  fua 
See^  frppft  |p)5hifi4  a  ^y  clQUt : 
So  t— ds  within  a  glafs  fnf Ic^y 
The  glafs  wiU^i^i^  asf  bijo^^  ^^  thpfc. 

Thou  now.  one  l^eap  o£  foulnefs  art. 

All  outward  and  witl^n  is  foul  $ 
Cond«nftd:£kh;iB  eveiy  fait. 
Thy  body  '«  clgathcd  Uke  thy  foul ; 
Thy  fouly  which  thcoiugh.  c^y  hide  of  buff 
Scarce  glimmers  like  a  dying  fhuff. 

Old  carted  bawds  fuch  garments  Wear, 

Whw  pelted  all  with  dirt  they  fliine^ 
Such  their  txt^td  bodies  are. 
As  ihrivel'd  and  as  black  as  thine. 
If  thou  wert  in  a  cart,  I  fear 
'  * '  Thou  would'ft  be  pelted  worfc  than  they  're. 

Yet, 
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Tct,  when  we  fee  thee  thus  array  M^ 

The  neighbours  thiqk  it  is  but  juft^ 
That  thou  ihould'ft  take  «q  hpueft  trade^ 
And  weekly  cvry  out  the  doit 
Of  cleanly  haufes  who  will  doub^ 
When  IXck  ciries,  "  Duft  tp  cany  out  I** 

DI  CK'S      VA^l  I  ETY^ 

Tp\  U  L  L  oniformity  in  fools 

-^^    I  hate,  wljo  gape  and  fnccr  by  rules. 

You,  Mnllinixy  and  flobberin^  C'       ■> 

Who  every  day  and  hour  the  fame  arcj 

That  vulgar  ulent  I  deifife 

Of  piiling  in  the  rabble's  ey.es. 

And  when  I  liflen  to  the  jioife 

Of  ideots  roaring  to  the  boys ; 

To  better  judgements  (tiUfubmitting, 

I  own  I  fee  but  little  wit  in  ; 

Such  paAimes,  when  our  taile  is  nice^ 

Can  pleafe  at  mod  but  once  or  twice. 

Buj^tljea  topfider  Pic!^,  ypu  'U  fiad 
His  genius  of  fuperior  kind ; 
He  i|ev<r  muddles  i&  the  dift, 
Nor  .fc«wen.  the  ifare«(s  .without  a  ftirt  i 
Though  X>kkf  I  dare  prcd[ume  to  fAy» 
Could  do  fuch  feats  as  well  as  they. 
Dick  I  could  venture  every  where. 
Let  the  boys  pelt  him  if  they  dtre  $ 

HcM 
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'  He  M  have  them  try'd  at  the  aii^zes 

For  priefls'and' jjefutts  in  d^guifes ; 

Swear  they  were  with  the  Swedes  at'Bender, 

And  lifting  troops  for  the  pretender. 
But  Dick  can  fart,  and  dance,  'and  frifk* 

No  other  monkey  half  fo  briik; 

Now  has  the  fpeaker  by  the  ears, 
.  Next  moment  in  the  houfe  of  pears ; 

Now  fcoWing  at  my  lady  Euftace, 
'  Or  thrafhing  Baby  in  her  new  flays, 

Prcflo !  be  gone  !  jvith  t'otlicr  hpp 

He  's  powdering  in.  a  barber's  fbpp ; 

Now  at  the. anti-chamber  thrufting 

His  nofe  to  get  the  circle  jufl  in, 

And  d — ^ns  his  blood,  that  in  the.  rtwr 

He  fees  one  fingle.Tory  "there  : 

-Then,  woe  be  to  my  lord  lieutenant. 

Again  he  11  tell  him,  and  again  on  'r. 

AN         E    P    I   T  A   P  .H 

ON 

GENERAL  GORGES*  AND  LADY  MEATHf. 

T  T  N  D  E  R  this  flone  lie  Dicky  and  Dolly  5 
^^    Doll  dying  ftrfl,  Dick  grew  melancholy ; 
-For  Dick  without*  Doll  thought  living  a  folly. 

*  Of  Kilbrue,  in  the  county  of  Meath.  N, 

t  Dorothy  dowager  of  Edward  fail  of  Meath.    She 

wasonarried  to  the  General  in  1 716 ;  and  died  Apr.  10, 

1728  :  her  hulband  furvived  bdttwo  days.  N, 

z  Dick 
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Dick  loft  in  Doll  a  wife  tender  and  dear : 
But  Dick  loft  by  Doll  twelve  hundred  a  year; 
A  lofs  that  Dick  thought  no  mortal  could  bear. 

Dick  figh'd  forhis  DoHv  and  hk  mourrfful  arms  croft  5 
Thought  much  of  his  J9oll>  and  the  jointure  he  loft : 
The  firft  ve^'4  him  mMch,  the  other  vexM  mplL    .' 

Thus  loaded  with  grief,  Okk  figh'd  and  he  cry*d  j 
To  live  without  both  full  three  ^lays  he  tryVi  t        < 
But  lik*d  neither  lofs,  and  fo  quietly  dy'd. 

Dick  left  a  pattern  few  will  copy  after : 
Then,  reader,  pray  Ihed  fome  tears  of  falt-water ; 
For  fo  fad  a  tale  is  no  fubje£t  of  laughter. 

Meath  fmiles  for  the  jointure,  though  gotten  fo  late  § 
The  fon  laughs,  that  got  the  hard-gotten  eftate  ; 
And  Cuffc  *  grins,  for  getting  the  Alicant  plate. 

Here  quiet  they  lie,  in  hopes  to  rife  one  day. 
Both  folcmnly  put  in  this  hole  on  a  Sunday, 
And  here  rcil-^c  iron/it  gloria  mundi  I 

VERSES  ON  I  KNOW  NOT  WHAT. 
TiyT  Y  lateft  tribute  here  I  fend,  . 
^^^  With  this  let  your  coUe6tion  end. 
Thus  I  confign  you  down  to  fame 
A  charafter  to  praife  or  blame  : 
And,  if  the  whole  may  pafis  for  true. 
Contented  reft,  you  have  your  due. 
Give  future  times  the  fatisfadion. 
To  leave  one  handle  lor  detra£Uon. 

*  John  Cuffe  of  Defart,  Efq;  married  the  gcneraFs 
cldeft  daughter.    N. 
Vol.  II.  P  DR. 
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DR.    SWIFT'S    COMPLAINT, 

ON    MIS    OWN    DEAFNESS. 

WITH   AN    ANSWER, 

DOCTOR. 

.  T^EAFy  giddy,  hclplefs,  left  alone  i 

-■^  ANSWER. 

Except  the  firft,  the  fault 's  your  own. 

DOCTOR. 

To  all  my  friends  a  burthen  grown : 

ANSWER. 

Becaufe  to  few  you  will  be  Ibewn. 
Gi?e  them  good  wine,  and  meat  to  fhiflv 
You  may  have  company  enough. 

DOCTOR. 
No  more  I  hear  my  church's  bell, 
Than  if  it  rang  out  for  my  knell. 

ANSWER. 

Then  write  and  read,  'twill  do  as  well. 

DOCTOR. 

At  thunder  now  no  more  I  flart. 
Than  at  the  rumbling  of  a  cart. 

ANSWER. 

Think  then  of  thunder  when  you  fan. 

DOCTOR. 
And,  what 's  incredible,  alack ! 
No  more  I  hear  a  woman's  clack. 

ANSWER. 

A  woman's  clack,  if  I  have  ikill. 

Sounds  fomewhat  like  a  throwfler's  mlUi 

But  louder  than  a  bel],  or  thunder ; 

That  does,  I  own,  iacreafe  my  wonder.  DR. 


r  ^9  J 

DR.    SWIFT    TO    HIMSEtF, 

ON 

SAINT    CECILIA'S    DAY. 

f*^  RAVE  Kan  of  St.  Patrick's^  how  come$  it  to  pafs, 
^^  That  you,  who  know  mufic  no  more  than  an  afs. 
That  you,  who  fo  lately  wCre  writing  of  Drapiers, 
Sliould  lend  yovir  cathedral  to  players  and  fcrapers  ?' 
To  aft  fuch  kh  opera  once  in  a  year, . 
So  offeniiye  to  every  true  Proteftant  ear^ 
With  trumpets,  and  fiddles,  and  organs,  andiinglngy 
Will  fure  the  Pretender  and  Popery  bring  in, 
No  Proteftant  Prelate,  his  Lordihip  or  Grace, 
Durfl  there  ibew'his  Right  or  Moft  Reverend  face : 
How  would  it  pollute  their  crofiers  and  rochets 
Tjo  liflen  to  minims,  .and  quavers,  .and  crotchfcts ! 

[  The  reft  is  ^wantUig.  J . 

ON 

PAD  D  Y'S      CHARACTER. 
OF   THE   INTELLIGENCER*., 

A  S  a  thom-l^fh^  or  oaken-bough, 
^^  Stuck  in  an  Irilh  cabin's  brow, 

Above 

♦  Dr.  Sheridan  was  publifher  of  the  *«  Intelligencer,*' 

a  weekly  paper,  written  principally  by  himfelf  s  but  Dr. 

H  z  S^ifc 
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Above  die  door,  at  country-fair, 

Betokmis  mUtftmnment  tbwe ;. 

So  bi^j  on  poets*  brows  have  been 

Set,  for  a  (ign  of  wit  within. 

And,  as  ill  neighbours  ia  the  night 

Pull  down  an  ale-houfe  buih  for  fpite  | 

The  laurel  fo,  by  poets  worn, 

Xs  by  the  teeth  of  Envy  torn ;. 

Envy,  a  canker-worm,  which  tutrs 

Thofe  facred  leaves  that  lightning  Jpares. 
And  now  t'  exemplify  this  morals 

Tom  having  cam'd  a  t>yig  of  laurel 

f^^^ch,  meafur'd  on  his  head,  was  found 

Kot  long  enough  to  reach  half  round. 

But,  like  a  girUs  cockade,  was  ty*d> 

A  trophy,  on  his  temple-fide)  j 

Paddy  repin'd  to  fee  him  wear 

This  badge  of  honour  in  his  hair ; 

And,  thinking  this  cockade  of  wit 

Would  his  own  temples  better  fit. 

Forming  his  Mufe  by  Smedley*s  f  model. 

Lets  drive  at  Tom's  devoted  noddle, 

Pelfs  him  by  turns  with  vei  fc  and  profe. 

Hums  like  a  hernet  at  his  nofe. 
Swift  occafionally  fupplied  liim  with  a  letter.  Dr^  De- 
lany,  piqued  at  the  approbation  thofe  papers  reocived, 
attacked  them  violently  both  in  converfation  and  in 
print ;  but  unfortunately  flumbled  on  feme  of  the  num" 
ben  which  the  Dean  had  written,  and  all  the  world  ad* 
mired ;  which  gave  rife  to  thefe  verfes.  N.  •  • 
t  Dean  of  Ferns.    See  the  next  poem.    N. 

At 


ON  PADinras  character,  &c.   ^a^x 

At  length  prefumes  to  voitliis  fative  on 
The  Dean,  Tom's  iMaour^d  .fncnd  «ttl  |)MZQfi« 
The  eagUin  die  ttHe^  yeiutotv^ 
Teaz'd  by  a  buzzing  wafp  beknr^ 
Took  wing.io  Jcre,  «nd  bop'd  to  mil 
Securely  iii'tbe  timiMfenrr?s  braaft : 
In  vain ;  even  there,  «o'%oil  hb:nod» 
The  fateful  infia  flung  the  god, 

PARODY 

t>N     A 

CHARACTER  b&  DEAN  SMEDLIY^ 

Wrkien  in  Latin  by  himielj^ 

npHE  very  Tcverend  Dean  Smcdley, 
-*•    Of  dullnefst  fridty  concHt^  a  medley. 
Was  equally  allow'd  tio  Ikine 
As  p^eti  fcbolar^  and  divine ; 
With  godlinefs  could  well  dilpcnfe. 
Would  be  a  rakii  but  wanted  fenfc^j 
Would  (Iriftly  after  Truth  enquire, 
Becaufe  he  dreaded. to  corac  nigh  her. 
For  Liberty  no  champion  bolder. 
He  hated  bailiffs  at  his  fhoulder. 
To  half  the  world  a  jftanding  jcfl^ 
A  perfe£i:  nuifance  to  the  reft : 
From  many  (and  we  may  believe  him) 
Had  the  beil  wifhes  they  could  give  lura. 

•  The  original  is  in  xIk  "  Sup^emcnt  to  Swift."   N. 
Hi  To 
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To  all  mtnkind  a  conftant  friend^ 
Tnmded  they  had  cajb  tx>  lend. 
One  thing  he  did  before  he  went  hence^ 
He  left  us  a  lofome  fenteace. 
By  cutting^  of  lM&.phrafe,  and  trimming. 
To  prove  that  Biihops  were  old  women.   . 
Poor  £nvy..durft  not  Ihew  her  phiz^ 
She  was  fo  terrified  at. his. 
He  waded»  without  any  Aame, 
Through  tMck  and  thin  to  get  a  name^ 
Tried  every  (harping  trick,  for  bread. 
And  after  all  he  feldom  fped. 
^Vhen  Fortune  lavourVI,  he  was  nice-; 
He  never  once  would  cog  the  See  < 
But,  if  (he  tum'd  agsunft  his  play. 
He  knew  to  ftop  a  fiuUn  trots, 
Kow' found  in  mind,  and  found  in  corfuSf 
(Says  he)  though  fwcll'd  like  nny  porpMff, 
He  h^s  from  hence  at  forty?four 
(But  by  bis  lemoi  btfaiks  afnrej 
To  The  Eaft  Indies,. there  to  cheat. 
Till  he  can  purchafe  an  eftate ; 
Where,  after  he  has  fiU'd  liis  cheft. 
He  'U  mount  his  tub^  and  preach  his  bcHi^ 
And  plainly  prove,  by  dint  of  text. 
This  world  is  his,  and  theirs  the  next. 
iLefl  that  the  reader  (hould  not  know 
The  bank  where  la(i  he  fet  his  toe, 
Twas  Greenwich.    There  he  took  t  ihip^ 
And  gave  his  crediton  the  flip,  - 
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But  left  tbronokgy  fhould  vaiy^ 
Upon  the  Ides  of  February ; 
Infiventeen  hundrtd  tight  and  twenijft 
To  Fort  St.  George  a  pidlar  went  he. 
Ye  Fates,  when  all  he  gets  is  fpent. 
Return  him  beggar  as  hb  wimt  I 

PAULUS.     BY   MR.   LINDSAY*. 

Dublin,  Sept.  7,  lysg. 
**    A    SLAVE  to  crowds,  fcorch'd  with  the  fummer's 

-'^        "heats, 
*'  In  courts  the  wretched  lawyer  toils  and  fweats  1 
**  While  fmiling  Nature,  in  her  beft  attire, 
^'  Regales  each  fenfe,  and  Temal  joys  snfpire. 
"<  Can  he,  who  knows  that  real  good  ihould  pleafe^ 
**  Barter  for  gold  his  liberty  and  eaie  ?**— 
Thus  Paultfs  preach'd  f— When,  entering  at  die  door^ 
4Jpon  his  bdcrd  the  client  poait  the  ores 
He  grafps  the  fhining^ft,  ports  o'er  the  caufi^ 
Forgets  the  fun,  and  dozeth  on  the  laws. 

iTHE       ANSWER. 
.BY     DR.     SWIFT. 

T   INDS  AY  miibkes  the  matter  quite, 
**-^  And  honed  Paulus  judges  right. 
Then,  why  thefe  quarrels  to  the  fun. 
Without  whofe  aid  you  're  all  undone  } 
*  Mr.  Lindfay,  a  polite  and  elegant  fcholar,  at  that 
rime  an  eminent  pleader  in  Dublin,  afterwards  one  of 
the-juAices  of  the  court  of  common-pleas.    N. 

H  4  Did 


Did  Paulus  c*cr  complain  of  fweat  ? 
Did  Paulus  e'er  the  fun  forget ; 
The  influence  of  whofe  golden  beams 
Soon  licks  up  all  unfaivoiy  fleams  } 
The  fun,  you  fay,  his  facie  hath  kife'df 
It  has ;  tut  then  ic  grcas'd  his  ft^. 
True  lawyers,  for  the  wifcft  ends, 

■   Have  always  been  Apollo's  friends. 
Not  for  his  fuperEcial  powers 

•    Of  ripening  fruits,  and  gilding  flowetf?  % 
Not  for  infpiring  poets  brains 
With  pennylefs  and  ffairreling  fCratns ; 
Not  for  hit  boailed  healiiig  arC{ 
Not  for  hh  fkill  ta  fKoot  the  dan ; 
Not  yet  becanfe  be  fwcetly  fiddles ; 
Nor  for  his  prophecies  ki  riddles  5 
.  But  for  n  more  fubftantial  eaufo— 
Apollo  *s  patron  of  the  laws ; 
Whom  Paulus  ever  muft  adore. 
As  parent  of  the  goldea  dts. 
By  Phoebus,  an  inceihious  birth. 
Begot  upon  his  grand^damc  Earth  y 
By  Phoebua  firfl  prcrfucTd  to  light ; 
By  Vulcan  form'd  fo  round  9iad  bright : 
Then  offered  at  the  ihrinc  of  jufticc, 
By  clients  to  her  priefts  and  truftces. 
Nor,  when  we  fee  Aftraea  fland 
With  even  balance  in  her  hand, 
Muft  we  fuppofe  ihe  hath  in  view. 
How  to  give  every  man  his  due  j 
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Her  fcalcs  you  fee  her  only  hold^ 

1*0  weigh  her  priefls'  the  lawyers  gold. 

Now,  fbould  I  own  yout  cafe  was  gncrous^ 
Poor  fwcaty  Paulus,  irho  'd  bdkre  us  i 
^is  very  true,  and  none  denicsy 
At  lead,  that  fuch  complaints  are  wife  t 
^is  wife,  no  doubt,  as  clients  fat  you  more. 
To  cry,  like  ftatefmeny  ^goMtapmtmmr  I 
But,  tince  the  truth  mu'ft  needs  be  ftretchedf 
To  prove  that  lawyers  are  fo  wretched  j 
This  paradox  I  '11  undertakei 
For  Paulus'  and  for  Lindfay's  fdce; 
By  topicks,  which,  though  I  abomine  'env 
May  ferve  as  arguments  ad  hommm  i 
Yet  I  difdain  to  ojQTer  diofe 
Made  ufe  of  by  detrafting  foes. 

I  own,  the  curfes  of  mankind 
Sit  light  upon  a  lawyer's  mind : 
The  clamours  of  ten  thousand  tongues 
Break  not  his  reft,  nor  hurt  his  lungs^       % 
I  own,  his  confcience  always  free 
(Provided  he  has  got  has  fee) ; 
Secure  of  conftant  peace  within. 
He  knows  no  guilt,  who  knows  no  £bu 

Yet  well  they  merit  to  be  pitied. 
By  clients  always  over-wicted. 
And  though  the  gofpel  feems  to  fay 
What  heavy  bunhens  lawyers  lay 
Upon  the  fhoulders  of  their  neighbour. 
Nor  lend  a  finger  to  the  labour-, 

Always 
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Always  for  faving  their  own  bacon :  ^ 

No  doubCy  the  text  is  here  millaken : 

The  copy 's  falfe,  and  fcnfe  is  rack'd  j 

To  prove  it>  I  appeal  to  fa6l:.; 

And  thus  by  demonftration  fhew 

What  burthens  lawyers  undergo. 

With  early  clients  at  his  door. 
Though  he  was  drunk  the  night  before. 
And  cTop-fick  with  unclubb'd-for  wine. 
The  wretch  muft  be  at  court  by  nine ; 
Half  funk  beneath  his  hnth  and  bag. 
As  ridden  by  a  midnight  hag : 
Then,  'from  the  bar,  harangues  the  bend^ 
In  £ngli(h  vile,  and  viler  French,    * 
And  Latin,  vileft  of  the  three ; 
And  all  for  poor  ten  moidores  fee  I 
^Of  paper  how  is  he  profufe. 
With  periods  lon^,  in  terms  abfbrufe ! 
What  pains  he  takes  to  be  prolix, 
A  thoufand  lines  to  fbmd  for  fix ! 
*Of  common  fenfe  without  a  word  in ! 
And  is  not  this  a  grievous  burden-? 

The  lawyer  is  a  commoa^^dnidge. 
To  fight  our  caufe  before  the  judge : 
And,  what  is  yet  t  greater  curfe. 
Condemned  to  bear  his  client's  purfe ; 
While  he,  at  eafe,  fecure  and  light, 
Walks  boldly  home  at  dead  of  night; 
When  term  is  ended,  leaves  the  town. 
Trots  to  his  couotry-iaanfion^WD  i 

And, 
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And,  difencamber'd  of  hit>lofld, 

Ko  danger  dreadr  vpcm  rht  foad ; 

'Defpifeth  rapptroesy  and-  rides 

:  Safe  through  the  Newry*  moQDtaint  (ides. 
Lindlayy  'tis  yon  liaveYet  me  on. 

To  fbte  this  qneftioa /rs  «id  Me. 

My  fatire  may  ofieod,  lis  true  y 

However,  it  concerns  not  yon. 

I  own,  there  may,  in  eveiyclant 

Perhaps,  be  found  one  hoaeft^man } 

Yet  link  them  clofe,  in  this  they  jomp* 

"To  be  but  rafcals  in  the  lump. 

Imagine  Lindfay  at  the  bar. 

He's  much  the  fame  his  brednen  are ; 

Well  taught  by  prance  to  imbibe 

The  fundamentals  of  his  tribe : 

And,  in  his  client's  juft  defence, 

Muft  deviate  oft*  from  common  ienfei 

And  make  his  ignorance  difcemed, 

'To  get  the  name  of  Council  Learned 

i  (As  Utcyj^  comes  a  mn  JucMdo) , 

And  wifely  do  as  other  men  do : 

But  ihift  him  to  a  better  fcene. 

Among  his  crew  of  rogues  in  grain ; 

Surrounded  with  companions  fit. 

To  tafte  his  humour,  fenfe,  and  wit  $ 
*  "You'd  fwcar  he  never  took  a  fee, 

Nor  knew  in  law  his  A,  B,  C. 

Tis  hard,  where  dulnefs  over-rules, 
*To  keep  good  ienie  in  crowds  of  fooh. 

5  And 
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To  (it  among  that  venal  crew. 
That  pack  of  mimic  legiilators. 
Abandoned,  fhipid,  flavifli  praters ! 
For,  as  the  rabble  daub  and  rifle 
The  fool  who  fcrambles  for  a  trifle ; 
Who  for  his  pains  is  cu£Pd  and  kick'd. 
Drawn  through  the  dirt,  his  pockets  pick'd  s 
You  mufl  expe£k  the  like  di^ace. 
Scrambling  with,  rogties  to  get  a  place  $ 
Muft  lofe  the  honour  you  have  gain'd> 
Vour  numerous  virtues  foully  ^n*d| 
Difclaim  for  ever  all  pretence 
To  common  honedy  and'feilfe; 
And  join  in  friend&tp  with  a  ihift  tyc^ 
To  M— 1,  C— y,  «nd  Dick  Tighe  ♦. 

*  This  gentleman,  who  was  a  privy  counfel] 
curred  the  fcvere  difplcafute  of  the  Dean,   w 
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A      DIALOGUfi 

BBTW£KH 

AN    EMINENT    LAWYER*, 

AND 

DR.  JONATHAN  SWIFT,  D.S,P.D. 
In  Allusion  to  Horace,  Book  11.  Sat,  i, 
<^  Sunt  quibus  in  Saciraj  &c.'* 

DR.  SWIFT. 

O INCE  there  are  perfons  who  complain 
*^  There  *s  too  much  fatirc  in  my  vein  s 
That  I  am  often  found  exceeding 
The  rules  of  raillery  and  breeding  j 
With  too  much  freedom  treat  my  betters. 
Not  fparing  even  men  of  letters  t 
You,  who  are  IkillM  in  lawyers*  lore. 
What 's  your  advice  ?  Shall  I  give  o'er  ? 
Nor  ever  fools  or  knaves  expofe 
Either  in  verfe  or  humourous  profcj 
Andy  to  avoid  all  future  111, 
In  my  fcrutoirc  lock  up  my  quill  ? 

LAWYER. 

Since  you  are  pleas'd  to  condefcend 
To  aik  the  judgement  of  a  friend. 


•  Mr.  Lindfay.    Sec  p.  103. 
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Your  cafe  confider'd,  I  muft  think 

You  (homld « withdraw  from  pen  aiid  ink, , 

Forbear  your  poetry  and  jok'es» 

And  live  like  other  Chriitian  folks ; 

Or,  if  the  Mufes  muft  infpire 

Your  fancy  with  their  pleaiing  fire. 

Take  fubjefts  fafer  for  your  wit 

Than  thofe  on  which  you  lately  writ; 

Commend  the  times,  your  thoughts  corre^. 

And  follow  the  prevailing  fed ; 

Aflert,  that  Hyde  *,  in  writing  ftory. 

Shews  lall  the  malice  of  a  Tory; 

While  Burnet  f,  in  his  deathlefs  page, 

Difcovers  freedom  without  rage. 

To  Woolftbn  t  recommend  bux  youth. 

For  learmng,  probity,  and  truth  $ 

That  noble  genius,  who  unbinds 

The  Chans'  which  fetter  free-bom  minds  j 

Redeems  us  from  the  flavifh  fears 

Which  lafled  near  two  thoufand  years  } 

He  can  alone  tHe  priefthood  humble. 

Make  gilded  fpires  and  altars  tumble. 

I>R.  SWIFT. 

Muft  I  commend  againft  my  confcience 
Such  ftupid  blafphemy  and  nonfenfe  ? ' 

^  Edward  Hyde,  the  firft  earl  of  Clarendoo,  who 
wrote  the  Hiftory  of  the  Civil  Wars.    N. 

t  The  celebrated  Bp.  of  Salilbury.     N. 

X  A  degraded  clergyman  of  the  church  of  Englandi 
who  wrote  agaiofl  the  miracles  of  ChriiL    N. 

To 


HORACE,  BOOK  II.   SAT.  I.        in 

To  fuch  a  fubje£l:  tune  my  lyre. 
And  fing  like  one  of  Milton's  clumv* 
Where  devils  to' t  vale  retieaty 
And  call  the  laws  of  Wifdom  Fate^ 
Lament  upon  their  haplefs  hUl, 
That  Force  free  Virtue  fliould  endurall  ? 
Or  (hall  the  charms  of  Wealdi  and  Pbwet . 
Make  me  pollute  the  Mufes'  bower? 

LAWYER. 

As  from  the  tripod  of  Apollo, 
Hear  from  my  deik  the  words  that  follow  : 
"  Some,  by  philofbphers  milled, 
**  Mufl  honour  you  alive  and  dead ; 
*<  And  fuch  as  know  what  Greece  hath  writ^ 
**  Muft  tafte  your  irony  and  wit ; 
**  Whilft  moft  that  are,  or  would  be  great, 
**  Muft  dread  your  pen,  your  perfon  hate; 
"  And  you  on-^rtpier's  *  hill  muft  He, 
<<  And  there  without  a  mitre  die." 

ON  BURNING  A  DULL  POEM.  ijig. 

A  N  afs's  hoof  alone  can  hold 
^^  That  poifonous  juice,  which  kills  by  cold* 
Methought,  when  I  this  poem  read. 
No  veiTel  but  an  afs's  bead 

*  In  the  county  of  Armagh ;  where  Dr.  Swift,  in 
:he  year  1729,  had  feme  thoughts  of  building  j  as  ap- 
^ars  by  fcvcral  of  the  following  Poems,    N. 

Such 
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Such  frigid  fuftiao  couki  coatain  i 

I  meany  the  head  without  the  brain. 

The  cold  conceits,  the  chilliog  thoughts. 

Went  down  like  (hiiMfying  draughts : 

I  found  my  head  began  to  fwixn, 

A  numbnefs  crept  through  erery  limb* 

In  hade,  with  imprecations  dire^ 

I  threw  the  volume  in  the  fire  : 

When  (who  could  think  ?}  though  cold  as  ice. 

It  burnt  to  alhes  in  a  trice. 

How  could  I  more  enhance  its  fame } 
Though  born  in  fnow,  it  dj'd  in  flame. 


AN       EPISTLE 

T  O 

HIS  EXCELLENCY  JOHN  LORD  CARTEREl 
BY    DR.    DEL  ANY.    17*9. 

"  Credis  ob  hoc,  me,  Paftor,  opes  fortafle  rogare, 
<*  Propter  quodj  yulgus,  craflaquc  turba  fogat.** 
Mart.  Epig.  lib.  ii 

npHOU  wife  and  learned  ruler  of  our  ifle, 
''^    Whofe  guardian  care  can  all  her  griefs  beguile  s 
When  next  your  generous  foul  ihall  condefcend 
T*  inftruft  or  entertain  your  humble  friend } 
Wliethcr,  retiring  from  your  weighty  charge. 
On  fome  high  theme  you  learnedly  enlarge  j 


EPISTLE  TO  LORD  CARTERET.       ii| 

Of  j^  die  injs  of  wifdam  reaf<Ui  well, 
How  Richelieu  rofe,  and  how  Sejanus  fell : 
Or»  when  your  brow  kfs  tfaoaghtfully  unbendtt 
Circled  with  Swift  and  fome  delighted  friends  i 
When,  mixing  mirth  and  wifdom  with  your  wine» 
Like  that  your  wit  ihall  flow,  your  genius  fliine  i 
Nor  with  lefs  pratfe  the  eoBTorfnion  guldet 
Than  in  the  public  coufidls  you  decide  : 
Or  when  the  Dean,  long  privileged  to  rail, 
AiTerts  his  friend  with  more  impetuous  zeal  t 
You  hear  <whilfl  I  fit  by  abafli'd  and  mute)» 
With  foft  coiiceflions  fiiortening  the  difpute  i 
Then  elofe  with  kind  enquiries  of  my  (late, 
**  How  are  your  tithes,  and  have  they  rofe  of  late  f 
**  Why,  C3ttift-Chotth  is  a  pretty  fuuation, 
^<  Tlu;re  are  net  many  better  in  the  nation  I 
^  This,  iKdth  your  ithsr  things^  muft  yield  you  cletf 
^  Some  (ix-*at  lead  five  hundred  pounds  a  year.*' 

Suppofe,  at  fuch  a  time,  I  took  the  freedom 
To  fpeak  thefe  truths  as  plainly  as  you  read  'em 
(You  fhall  rejoin,  my  lord,  when  I  *ve  replied^ 
And,  if  you  pletfe,  my  lady  iball  decide)  : 

'*  My  lord,  t  'm  fatisfied  you  meant  me  well  % 
'<  And  that  I  'm  thahkful,  all  the  world  can  tell  t 
**  But  you  '11  forgive  me,  if  I  own  th*  event 
*<  Is  fliort,  is  very  ihort,  of  your  intent  | 
'<  At  lead,  I  feel  fome  ills  unfelt  before, 
'<  My  income  lefs,  and  my  etpenccs  more." 

'<  How,  do£lor!  double  vicar  t  double  i  c£lor ! 
M  A  dignitary  1  with  a  city  le^urel 

Vol.  IL  I  '•  What 


114  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

«  What  glebes — ^what  dues— ^wliat  tithei-^what  filled 

<«  what  rent  I 
**  Why,  doftor !— will  you  never  be  content  ?" 

«  Would  my  good  lord  but  caft  up  the  account^ 
**  And  fee  to  what  my  revenues  amount 
**  My  titles  ample  !  but  my  gain  fo  fmall, 
'<  That  one  good  vicarage  is  worth  them  all : 
**  And  very  wretched  furc  is  he,  that 's  double 
'<  In  nothing  but  his  titles  and  his  trouble. 
**  Add  to  this  cr3ring  grievance,  if  you  pleafe, 
**  My  horfes  foundered  on  Fermanah  ways ; 
<<  Ways  of  wcll-polifh'd  and  well-pointed  flone, 
**  Where  every  ftep  endangers  every  bone  5 
*<  And,  more  to  raife  your  pity  and  your  wonder^ 
*<  Two  churches — twelve  Hibernian  miles  afunderl 
"  With  complicated  curesy  I  labour  hard  in, 
**  Beiides  whole  fummers  abfent  from  my  garden  I— - 
«  But  that  the  world  would  think  I  play*d  the  fool, 
«<  I  *d  change  with  Charley  Grattan  for  his  fchool*— 
<<  Wliat  fine  cafcades,  what  viflos,  might  I  make, 
*«  Fixt  in  the  centre  of  th*  lemian  lake ! 
<'  There  might  I  fail  delighted,  fmooth  and  fafe, 
**  Beneath  the  condu£^  of  my  good  Sir  Ralph  f  : 
**  There 's  not  a  better  fteerer  in  the  realm  ; 
*»  I  hope,  my  lord,  you  *11  call  him  to  the  belm."^^ 

**  Do61or — a  glorious  fchcme  to  eafe  your  grief ! 
<*  When  cures  are  crofs,  a  fchool 's  a  fure  relief. 

*  A  free-fchool  at  InnifkilTeny  founded  by  Erafmu 
Smith,  efq.     N. 

t  Sir  Ralph  Gore,  who  had  a  villain  the  lake  of  £rii 
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**  You  cannot  fiul  of  being  happy  thercy 

**  The  lake  will  be  the  Lethe  of  your  care ; 

^*  The  fcheme  is  for  your  honour  and  your  eafc; 

**  And,  do£l»r,  I  '11  promote  it  when  you  pleafe. 

'^^  Meanwhile,  allowing  dungs  below  your  merit, 

**  Yet,  do6^or,  you  'vc  a  philofophic  fpirit  ; 

**  Your  wants  are  few,  and,  like  your  income,  fmall, 

«  And  you  *ve  enough  to  gratify  them  all : 

**  You  Vc  trees,  and  fruits,  and  roots,  enough  in  ftorei 

'<  And  what  would  a  philofopher  have  more  ? 

**  You  cannot  wifh  for  coaches,  kitchens,  cooks — " 

**  My  lord,  I  've  not  enough  to  buy  me  books— 
<«  Or  pray,  fuppofe  my  wants  were  all  fupplied, 
**  Are  there  no  wants  I  fhould  regard  befide  ? 
«  Whofe  breaft  is  fo  unmann'd,  as  not  to  grieve, 
<*  Compjfs'd  with  mifcrics  he  can't  relieve  ? 
«<  Who  can  be  happy — ^who  ihould  wifli  to  live, 
**  And  want  the  godlike  happinefs  to  give  ? 
<«  (That  I  *m  a  judge  of  this,  you  muft  allow: 
«  I  had  it  once— and  I  'm  debarred  it  now.) 
**  Alk  your  own  heart,  my  lord ;  if  this  be  true, 
<«  Then  how  unblcft  am  I !  how  bleft  are  you  !" 

*<  'Tis  true — but,  doftor,  let  us  waive  all  that— 
<«  Say,  if  you  had  your  wiih,  what  you  *d  be  at." 

'*  Excufc  me,  good  my  lord — I  won't  be  founded, 
«  Nor  fhall  your  favour  by  my  wants  be  bounded. 
*»  My  lord,  I  challenge  nothing  as  my  due, 
^  Nor  is  it  fit  I  Ihould  prefcribc  to  you. 
«  Yet  this  might  Syramachus  himfelf  avow, 
«*  (Whofe  rigid  rules  are  antiquated  now)— 

I  i  "  Mj' 


FROM 

A    CERTAIN    DOCTOR 

T  O 

A    CERTAIN    GREAT    LOR 

Bcinga  CaRisTMAfSox  for  Dr.  Delan 

A  S  Jofc  will  not  attend  on  Icfs, 
^^  When  things  of  more  importaiKe  prcfs 
You  can't,  grave  Sir,  bdicvc  k  hard^ 
That  you,  a  Uw  Hibernian  bard, 
Should  cool  your  lieels  a  while,  and  wak 
Vnanfwer'd  m.  your patrom*!  gate^ 
And  would  my  lord  vocchfafts  to  grant 
This  one,  poor,  liumble  boon  I  wan^ 
Free  leave  to  pity  bia  S^cntmyf 
As  FaldafF  aased  c^  King  Harry ; 
I  'd  tell  of  yours  in  rhyme  and  print : 
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To  make  it  paft  upoa  the  Mtion^ 
By  dint  of  l|tt  fok  approbatioii. 
The  taik  is  au^uousy  fMttroiis  find. 
To  warp  the  fenfe  of  all  mankind  : 
Who  tkiok  your  MuTe  niuil  firft  afpire, 
Ere  he  advance  the  do^or  higher. 

You  've  caufe  to  fay  he  meamty^m  nviil  t 
That  you  org  tbrnnhfuif  who  can  t§U? 
For  {till  you  're  ihort  (whidi  gtieyes  your  fpiric) 
Of  his  intent ;  you  mejui»  your  merit. 

Ah  \  fvtffrft  rUtm^  tn  adiptt^ 
S^i  nil  MM&is  tgm  uufii  f 
Smedley  *y  thou  Jontthan  of  CIogher» 
^  When  thou  thy  homhle  lay  doft  ofler 
<<  To  Gtthaet%  gnce,  with  grateful  heart, 
*<  Thy  thanks  and  verfe  devoid  of  art  ? 
"  Content  with  what  his  houmy  gave, 
«(  No  larger  income  doft  tliou  crave." 

But  you  muft  have  cafcades,  and  aU 
Ieme'»  lake,  for  your  canal. 
Your  viflos,  barges,  and  (a  poix  on 
All  pride:!)  our  Speaker  for  yoor  coxon  : 
It 's  pity  that  he  can't  beiiow  you 
Twelve  commoners  in  caps  to  row  you.. 
Thus  Edgar  proud,  in  days  of  yore. 
Held  monarchs  labouriiig  ac  the  oar ; 
And,  as  he  pafs'd,  fo  fwell'd  tlie  Dee^ 
Eorag'd,  as  £rn  would  do  ae  thee. 

*  See  a  Petition  to  thft  duke  of  Gr^ftoa^  vol.  I.  p.  158^ 
1  3  How 
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How  different  is  this  firom  Smedky  i 
(His  name  is  up,  he  may  in  bed  lie) 
**  Who  only  aiks  fomc  pretty  cure, 
"  In  wholefome  foil  and  aedier  pure ; 
*'  The  garden  flor'd  with  artlefs  flowert^ 
''  In  either  angle  ihady  bowers  : 
"  No  gay  parterre  with  coftly  green 
<<  Mud  in  the  ambient  hedge  be  feen  i 
"  But  Nature  freely  takes  her  courfe, 
**  Nor  fears  from  him  ungrateful  force : 
*'  No  (heers  to. check  her  fprooting  vigour^ 
"  Or  fhape  the  yefvas  to  antic  figure." 

But  you  forfooth  your-  mli  mud  fqutnder   > 
On  that  poor  fpot,  callM  Dell-villey  yonder  t    • 
And  when  you  Ve  been  at  vaft  expences 
In  whims,  parterres,  canals,  and  fences^ 
Your  alfets  fail,  and  caih  is  wanting; 
Nor  farther  buildings,  farther  planting: 
No  wonder,  when  you  rsuie  and  level. 
Think  this  wall  low,  and  that  widi  bevel* 
Here  a  convenient  box  you  found. 
Which  you  demolifliM  to  the  gnmnd  : 
Then  built,  then  took  up  with  your  arbouT^ 
And  fet  the  houfe  to  Rupert  Barber. 
Tfou  fprang  an  arch,  which,  in  a  fcurvy 
Humour,  you  tumbled  topfy-turvy. 
You  change  a  circle  to  a  fquare. 
Then  to  a  circle  as  you  were  : 
Who  can  imagine  whence  the  fund  is. 
That  you  ^ua4rata  change  ntmtdh  f 

To 
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To  Fame  a  temple  you  ereQ, 
A  Flora  does  the  dome  proted; ; 
Mounts,  walks,  on  bighi  and  in  a  hollow 
You  place  the  Mufet  and  Apollo  i 
There  (hining  'midft  his  train,  to  grace 
Your  whimfical  poetic  place. 

Thefe  (lories  were  of  old  defign'd 
As  fables  t  but  you  have  rciin'd 
The  poets'  mythologic  dieams. 
To  real  Mufes,  gods,  and  (heams. 
Who  would  not  fwear,  when  you  contrive  thus. 
That  you  *re  Don  Qjuxote  Redi?ivus  ? 

Beneath,  a  dry  canal  there  lies. 
Which  only  Winter's  rain  fupplies. 
Oh  1  cottldfl;  thou,  by  iome  magic  fpell. 
Hither  convey  St.  Patrick's  well ! 
Here  may  it  le^aflume  its  flream  ^, 
And  take  a  gveater  Patrick's  name  r 

If  your  expences  riie  fo  hig^  j 
What  income  can  your  wants  fupply  ^ 
Yet  (till  you  fancy  you  inherit 
A  fund  of  fuch  fuperior  merit. 
That  you  can't  fiul  of  more  proviiion, 
AH  by  my  ladfs  kind  deciiion. 
For,  the  more  livings  you  can  fiih  up. 
You  think  you  '11  fooner  be  a  biihop : 
That  could  not  be  t^  lor£i  iutentf 
Nor  can  it  anfwir  the  rvenU 
*  See  Dr.  Swift's  verfes  on  the  drying-up  of  this  well, 
in  this  volume,  p.  ?• 

I  4  M©ft 
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Mod  think  what  has  been  heaped  on  yQ\| 
To  other  fort  of  folk  was  d«e  : 
Rewards  too  great  £or  yo>u:  ftim-iao^s, 
Epiftles,  riMest  epigrams. 

Though  now  yoijyr  depjih  siuft  nQt  he  4»|B<iH^ 
The  time  was,  when  you  M  have  con^pai^de^ 
For  lefs  than  Charley  Grattan*s  fchbo) : 
Five  hundred  pound  a  year's  no  fool ! 

Take  this  advice  then  hem  you  friefidi. 
To  your  ambitiott  put  an  end. 
Be  frugal,  Pat :  pay  what  you  owey., 
Before  you  bmld  aQ4  J9m  h0amo. 
Be  modeft ;  nor  addrefe  your  betters 
With  begging,  vain,  funiliar  ktters. 

A  pafiage.  may  be  feusd  ^,  I  've  heai^d,. 
In  fome  old  Greek  or  Latian  bard. 
Which  fays,  ♦*  Would  crows  in  filenceeai 
<*  Their  offals,  or  their  better  meat, 
<*  Their  generous  feeders  not  provoking 
<'  By  loud  and  unharraonioos  .croaking : 
*'  They  might,  unhurt  1^  £ovy V  claws,, 
<<  Live  on,  and  ftulf  to  boot  ^ir  maws,*** 

•  Hor,  Ifib.  I,  Sip.  xviv 
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A        LIBEL 

ON  THE  RBVSJ^BNA 

DR.         BSLAKY> 

AND  HIS  EXCBLLBNCT 

JOHN    LORD    CARTERET,   l^^^ 

TXELUDED  iQomlsy  vikoattkigrm 
-*-^  Chufe  for  companions  Ut$  ^  UUi 
Who  at  their  dinners,  imfamUlif 
Get  leave  to  fit  whene'er  you  will ; 
Then  boalHng  tell  vs  where  y^u  dia'd^ 
And  how  his  lord/kip  was  (b  kind ; 
How  many  pleafant  things  he  f^kt|^ 
And  how  yoii  Utigk'd  at  every  j»h  !» 
Swear  he 's  a  mod  facetious  mani 
That  you  and  kc  avc  ci^.  tad  c^t 
You  travel  with  a  heavy  load» 
And  quite  miftake  prefirmmi's  road;. 

Suppofe  my  hrd  and  you  alone  ; 
Hint  the  leaft  intereft  of-  your  own. 
His  vifage  drops,  be  knits  his  brow^ 
He  cannot  talk  of  buiinefs  now : 
Or,  mention  but  a  vacant  p^^ 
He'll  turn  it  off  with,  «  Name  your  totft:»»- 
Nor  could  the  niceft  artift  paint 
A  countenance  with  more  coai^mnt. . 

For  as,  th^ir  appetites  to  quenehf 
Lords  keep  a  pimp  tobring  %.\ 
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So  men  of  wit  are  but  a  kind 

Of  pandars  to  a  vicious  mind ; 

Who  proper  objeds  muft  provide 

To  gratify  their  luft  of  pride. 

When,  wearied  with  intrigues  of  fUte, 

They  find  an  idle  hour  to  prate. 

Then,  fliall  you  dare  to  afk  a  place. 

You  forfeit  all  your  patroiCs  grace. 

And  difappoint  the  fok  defign. 

For  which -he  fiimmon'd  you  to  ^i. 
Thus  Congreve  fpent  in  writing  playsy 

And  one  poor  office,  half  his  days : 
While  Affontague,  who  daim'd  the  iUtioii 

To  be  Maecenas  of  the  nation^ 

For  poets  open  uble  kept. 

But  ne'er  confider'd  where  they  flept  t 

Himfelf  as  rich  ai  fifty  Jews^ 

Was  eafyi  though  they  wanted  ihoes ;,  ' 

And  crazy  Congreve  fcarcc  could  fpan 

A  (hilling  t»  difcharge  his  chair  t 

Till  prudence  uught  him  to  appeal 

From  Paean's  6re  xopmr^  zeal  i 

Not  owing  to  hi^  happy  veia 

The  fortunes  of  his  later  fcene,, 

Took  ^vo)^  principles  to  thrive  f 

And  fo  might  every  Junce  alive. 

Thus  Steele,  who  own'd  what  others  writ. 
And  flouriih'd  by  imputed  wit. 
From  perils  of  a  hundred  jails 
Withdrew  to  ftarre,  and  die  in  Wales. 

Thti^ 
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Twice  (trtn  lon^  fcan  e&c  ourf  a 
Who^  under  ui€»  cnstctmif  onicfa^ 
To  Tirtae  iona^A  xfwtMC^  iwqbi&*$ 
Who  paid  bif  CMfriKp  Mb  flu 
Asfn:  as  <»<g|i  /wwSf  .tf <iw^<  g 
Reje£b  a  (enrilc  aj^hr^/  flan^ 
And  leaves  %u  Jmma^^  m 

Thus  AddifoR*  bf  ] 
Was  left  in  ftmipi  bank  <»ifd&^ 
Forgot  at  bone^  becaaie  iv  um 
A  traveling  totor  fo  a  */fmr4t 
But  wiMykkd^MMt^iiS:, 
To  bafinefik  llup^d  liw  /Mr*/  ^^yiil!; 
Let  aU  bis  bdnmi  bmi^  Mr> 
Took  up  bbfliclfliw  tfwnlMf^^  «Blifli 
And,  ffomn  MmtMf^^/lM!, 
Saw  poets  it  bif  1m«»  1 

Hail,  bapp7  Pope ! 
Detefting  all  tbe  ^Mgim$»  ]u«^ 
Contemning  /wKft^^  aet  ^fmtf  wCimt^ 
Refiii'd  tbe  vijzct  ^  a  ^uu^u* 
A  (bul  vritb  croy  ^trcut;  f  caii^i*^ 
Bjfagetf  pri^f  iv /m^  taii^«e  > 
WboTe  61ial  passty  «M«i^ 
Whatever  Gncaata  IturY  mI^ 
A  genius  Cc^^all  fcKM»  ^ 
Wbo^  anTtf*^  Orffli^  j»  A4i$  fMJr  j 

*  William  duke  «f  Ciwi«cb»{;  iCw^ »  <^!»ft>|^  ;  - - 
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His  l^ait  too  great,  tbougli  foituM^dc» 
To  li9k  a  ntfc^UftaUfmoH^s  fpictU:  i 
Appealing  to  the  nation's  ta(le» 
Above  the  reach  of  want  k  plac*4 1 
By  Homer  dead  was  taught  to  i^ive» 
Which  Homer  never  could  aliye } 
And  fits  aloft  on  Pindus'  head» 
DefpifingyZdnz^/  that  cringi  for  breads 

True  politiciaas  only  pay   . 
For  folid  <worif  hut  not  for  fUsf } 
"iioT  ever  chufe  to  work  with  topk. 
Forg'd  up  in  coUqr§s  v^/rkeok, 
Condder  how  much  mope  is  due 
To  all  their /MHrnryMMr  than  yoju  s 
At  table  you  can  Horace  quote ; 
They  at  a  pinch  can  bribe  a  vote  a 
You  ihew  your  iluU  in  Gte^ian  ftory  $ 
But  they  can  manage  Whig  and  Toiy  i 
You,  as  a  crituk,  are  fo  curious 
To  find  a  verfe  in  Vir^  fpurious  i 
But  they  c^n  imoke  the  doep  deiign^> 
When  Bolingbroke  with  Fulteney  din^Sa 

Beiides>  your  patton  day  upb^d  y^* 
That  you  have  got  a  pJace  already  ,• 
An  office  for  your  talents  fit. 
To  flatter,  carve,  and  fhew  your  wifij 
To  fnuffthe  lights  and  dir  the  fire^ 
And  gpt  a  dinner  for  your  hire. 
.     What  claim  have  you  to  place  or  penfon  ? 
He  overpays  in  condefceniion* 
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But,  reverend  dodoff  you  we  know 
Could  never  condefcend  fo  low  i 
The  we-royf  whom  you  ftow  atttiad. 
Would,  if  he  dttrfty  be  BMTe  your  friend; 
Kor  will  in  you  thofe  gifts  d^jptfe^     • 
By  which  himfelf  was  tsQgkt  to  in&si 
When  he  has  virtue  to  retsie* 
He  '11  grieve  he  did  not  nuie  y<hi  hightiv 
And  place  you  in  a  better  ftatton; 
Although  it  might  have  pkas'd  the  netioia* 

This  may  be  true-ii^ubnttttii^  ftill 
To  Walpole's  saore  than  royal  will  i 
And  what  conation  -can  be  Worfe } 
He  comes  to  drain  a  higgm/*iptitj*f 
He  comes  to  tie  ovr  chaine  on  bMci 
And  ihew  us,  England  is  dur  Hiafter  t 
Carefling  knaves^  nid  dwneei  wooing^ 
To  make  them  wot k  their  own  isadeito|^ 
What  has  he  elTe  to  biit  his  trsipfs. 
Or  bring  his  *verniin  in,  hwt/rra^f 
The  offals  of  a  cbw^cb  diftrefl ; 
A  hungry  vicaragi  zit  beft ; 
Or  fome  remote  in&ritfr  p§/l, 
With  forty  pounds  a  year  at  moft  ? 

But  here  aj^iun  you  tnterpofe^^Mi.  .«  >  w^  i. 
Tour  favoarim^bn/ it  none  tfftfatfis      .  ^t  ' 
Who  owe  their  vnenet  to  dieir  ftarioHl, 
And  chara^ers  to  dedicadons : 
for  keq>  him  in,  or  turn  him  out, 
ISU  karmug  none  will  call  in  doubti 

His 
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His  liarmrig,  thpngh  tpoH  faid  it 
Before  a  play,  would  lofc  no  credit  t 
Nor  Pope  would  dare  deny  him  wit. 
Although  to  praife  it  Phillips  writ. 
I  own,  he  hates  an  a£tion  bafe. 
His  inriues  battling  with  his  places 
Nor  wants  a  nice  difceming  fpirit 
Betwixt  a  true  and  fpurious  merit; 
Can  fometimes  drop  a  ifoter's  claim, 
And  give  up  party  to  his  fame. 
I  do  the  moft  ^daxifriendftnp  can ; 
I  hate  the  ndci'-roy,  love  the  num. 

But  you  who,  till  your  fortune  's  made, 
Muft  be  zfweetmtir  by  your  trade. 
Should  fwear  he  never  meant  us  ill  { 
We  fufFer  fore  againft  his  will  5  * 

That,  if  wc  could  but  fee  his  heart, 
He  would  have  chofe  a  milder  part ; 
We  rather  fliould  lament  his  cafe. 
Who  muft  obey,  or  lofe  his  pUue. 

Since  this  reflexion  flipt  your  pen, 
Infert  it  when  you  write  again : 
And,  to  illuftrate  it,  produce 
T\k\%Jimile  for  his  excufe  t 

<<  So  to  deftroy  a  guilty  land 
•*  An  *  angd  fcnt  by  beipvet^s  command, 
**  While  he  oheji  almighty  will, 
<<  Perhaps  may  feel  r0ffr^^0«  ftill; 
*  '•  So  when  an  angel  by  divine  command,"  kc. 

Addison's  Campaign. 
"  And 
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^  And  wifh  the  taik  had  been  aiSgn'd 
**  To/piritsofltk  gentle  kind/* 

But  I,  in  politicks  grown  old, 
Whofe  thoughts  are  of  a  different  mouldf 
Who  from  my  foul  fincerely  hate 
Both  kis^s  and  mmfiirt  oifiaiif 
Who  look  on  cwrti  ^th  ffaider  eyea 
To  fee  the  feeds  of  viV#  arife. 
Can  lend  you  an  allufion  fitter. 
Though .^//TM^  kna^Hiyox^  call  it  hittiri 
Which,  if  you  duril  but  give  it  place. 
Would  ihew  you  many  zJlaUfman's  face : 
Freih  from  the  tripod  of  Apollo 
I  had  it  in  the  words  that  follow 
{Take  .notice,  to  avoid  ofience, 
I  here  except  bis  excellence)^ 

**  So,  to  effed  his  monarches  ends, 
**  From  bell  a  vice-roy  devil  afcends ; 
**  His  budget  with  corruption!  cramm'd^ 
**  The  contributions  of  the  damtid\ 
**  Which  with  unfparing  hand  he  (Irows 
**  Through  courts  zn^fenates  as  he  goes ; 
^<  And  then  at  Beelzebub's  black  ball 
^*  Complains  his  budget  was  too  fmall." 

Your  Jimile  may  better  fhine 
In  verfc ;  but  tliere  is  trutb  in  mine. 
For  no  imaginable  tlungs 
Can  differ  more  than  gods  and  kings: 
An(!ijf ate/men  by  ten  thoufand  odds 
Are  angels  jufl  as  kings  are  gods. 

5  TO 
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TO     piL      DELANT, 

OV  TBB 

X.IBELS  WRITT£N  AGAINST  HIBl 

«     —  Tand  dfai  non  &  opad 

«  OiDBtt  arena  TagL"  Jmr. 

A  S  mnbc  nw  ftNUii  in  CBOBtfT  Bredg 
^^^  To  ams  bf  ddift  of  hoiMNir  led, 
'WIkb  at  a  ftiiviiA  fif^  he  hears 
The  holkcs  w^iftiiiig  tomd  htt  cars, 
Vma  duck  his  head  ifide,  ^11  fbn^ 
And  fxl  a  tiembluig  at  his  heart, 
mi  lca{Hog  oft*  without  a  iMrand 
■Leflcns  the  tenor  df  tfie  foaiid ; 
Flf  hullets  liow  as  ^ck  ii  hops. 
He  runs  into  a  cannon's  chops. 
An  author  thus,  who  pints  for  lilin^, 
Be^  the  #orld  f»idi  fear  ftnd  ihjtfne$ 
When  firft  in  print  you  fee  him  dtcald 
Each  pop-gnii  leretM  it  hk  head : 
The  lead  yon  tdflc^  quill  contuns. 
Is  de(tin'd  to  beat  out  lus  bndbs : 
As  if  he  heard  loud  (hunders  toll. 
Cries,  Lord,  hive  meicy  on  hit  ibol ! 
Concluding,  diat  another  froc 
Will  ftrike  him  dead  upta  the  fpotl 
But,  when  ildth  fquibUng,  ilafting^  poppuigf 
He  cannoc  Dee  <ifi^cMtiite  dropj^gs 

Thi^ 
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That,  milTing  fire,  or  miil^ng  aim, 
His  life  i*  fafe,  I  mean  Hs  f&mci 
The  dfljiger  paftj  takes  heart  of  gFace, 
And  ]cx)ks  a  critic  in  the  face. 

Though  fpkcidor  gives  the  faireft  mark 
To  poifonM  trmw^  from  the  dark, 
Yct#  iaj9ttrfil/  twhett  fmgoih  and  reund^ 
They  glance  tfidc  whhcmt  a  waDnd. 

'TIS  faivl,  ihe  gods  tty^d  dl  their  art. 
Haw  pain  they  might  from  pUsfure  part  i 
But  little  couJc!  their  ftrength  avail ; 
Both,  ftill  4fe  failen'd  hy  the  m\. 
Thus^k^/  and  Cfnfur^  with  a  tcEh?r 
By  hie  ar^  always  Unk^d  tCigcth^r. 

Why  will  you  aim  to  be  piefen'tl 
In  wit  before  tl»c  common  herd  % 
And  yet  grow  mortify M  and  vct*d 
To  pay  the  pcnalry  annex'i!  ? 

*Tis  eminence  makts  ciiVy  tife  i 
A^  f aire  11  fruiif  atrra^t  the  ^ks. 
Should ^f^npid  libels  grieve  yo^r  mb<lt 
You  footi  i  remedy  miy  iind  i 
Lie  ibwn  ohfciire  hke  othrr  folk^ 
Below  the  laih  cf  foatlers*  joktt* 
Tlieir  f^^oa  ti  live  }tunilrt?(l  o<li!i ; 

I  For  every  coxcomb  lends  them  rods, 
And  fneers  aij  karnedly  24  they. 
Like  ftmalcj^  a'tr  their  inommg  tei. 
You  fay,  the  Mufc  will  not  contalni 
AvA  write  yo«  muftf  <^  \^itzk  i  fcin# 
Vot.  IL  K 
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Then,  if  you  find  the  terms  too  hard^ 
I4o  longer  my  advice  regard  c 
But  raife  your^fancy  on  the  wingi 
The  Irifhfenat^s  praifes  iing ; 
How  jealous  of  the  nadon'«  freedom# 
And  for  corruptions,  how  they  weed  'em ; 
How  each  the  public  good  purfues. 
How  far  their  hearts  from  private  views  3 
Make  all  true  patriots^  up  to  ihoe-boy€> 
Huzza  their  brethren  at  the  Blue-boys  | 
Thus  ^rown  a  member  of  the  dub, 
Ko  longer  dread  the  rage  of  Grub. 

How  oft*  am  I  for  chysie  to  feek  1 
iTo  drefs  a  thought,  inay  •tori  a  week : 
And  then  how.  thankful  to  the  town* 
^f  all  my  puns  will  earn  a  crown  1 
Whilft  every  cricick  can  devour 
IMy  work  and  me  in  half  an  houn 
IVould  men  of  genius  ceafe  to  write. 
The  Toques  muft  die  for  want  and  fpite  ; 
Muft  die  for  want  of  food  and  raiment* 
If  fcandal  did  not  find  them  payment. 
HowchtarfuUy  the  hawkers  cry 
A  fatire,  and  the  gentry  buy  1 
Wlule  my  hard-labo\ur*d  poem  pinei 
Enfold  upon  the  printer's  lines. 

A  genius  in  the  reverend  gown 
Muft  ever  keep  its  owner  down{ 
'Tis  an  unnatural  conjun^on. 
And  f|X)ils  the  credit  cf  the  fun&iaa* 
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Round  all  your  brethrfiii  caft  your  eyes  { 
Point  out  the  furefl  men  to  rife ; 
That  club  of  candidates  in  black. 
The  lead  deferving  of  the  pack, 
Afpiring,  fa£tious,  fierce,  and  loud. 
With  gracdf  and  learning  unendowed. 
Can  turn  their  hands  to  every  job. 
The  fitted  tools  to  work  for  Bob ; 
Will  fooner  coin  a  thoufand  lies. 
Than  fuffer  men  of  parts  to  rife| 
They  crowd  about  preferment's  gate, 
And  prefs  you  down  with  all  their  weight; 
For,  as  of  old  mathenraddans 
Were  by  the  vulgar  thought  magicians } 
So  academic  dull  ale-drinkers 
Pronounce  all  men  of  mtfree'thimken. 
Wit,  as  the  chief  of  virtuc^s  friends, 
Difdains  to  fcrve  ignoble  ends. 
Obfcrve  what  loads  of  flupid  rhymes 
Opprefs  us  in  corrupted  times  t 
What  pamphlets  in  a  court^s  defence 
Shew  reafon,  grammar,  truth,  or  fcnfe  ? 
For  tliough  the  Mufe  delights  in  fi£lion, 
She  ne'er  infpires  againfl  convi£lton. 
Then  keep  your  virtue  flill  unmixr. 
And  let  not  fa6Uon  come  betwixt : 
By  party-fleps  no  grandeur  climb  at, 
'I'hough  it  would  make  you  England's  primate : 
Fir  (I  learn  tlie  fcience  to  be  dull, 
Vou  then  may  foon  your  confcience  lull  i 

K  a  It 
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If  not,  however  feated  high, 
You^r  gentlis  in  your  face  will  fly. 

When  Jove  was  from  bis  teeming  head 
Of  Wit's  fair  goddefs  brought  to  bed. 
There  followed,  at  his  lying-in 
For  after-birth  a  Sooterkin  ; 
Which,  as  the  nurfe  purfued  to  kill. 
Attained  by  flight  the  Mufes'  hill» 
There  in  the  foil  began  to  root. 
And  litter'd  at  Pamafius'  foot. 
From  hence  the  critic  vermin  fprung. 
With  harpy  <claws  and  poifonous  tongue. 
Who  fatten  on  poetic  feraps. 
Too  cunning  to  be  caught  in  traps. 
Dame  Nature,  as  the  learned  fhow, 
Provides  each  animal  its  foe  : 
Hounds  hunt  the  hare,  the  wily  fox 
Devours  your  gccfc,  the  wolf  your  flocks. 
Thus  Envy  pleads  a  natural  claim 
T'o  perfecute  the  Mufes'  fame ; 
On  poets  in  all  times  abuGve, 
From  Hoover  down  to  Pope  incluHve. 

Yet  what  avails  it  to  complain  ? 
You  try  to  take  revenge  in  vain. 
A  rat  your  utmoft  rage  de6cs. 
That  fafe  behind  the  wainfcot  lies. 
Say,  did  you  ever  -know  by  fight 
In  checfe  an  individual  mite  ? 
Shew  me  the  fame  numeric  flea. 
That  bit  your  neok  but  yefterday  7 

Yo« 
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You  riven  may  boldly  go  ia  queft 
To  find  the  Grub-ftreet  poet's  ncft; 
.What  fpunging-houie,  in  dread  >of  jail, 
Receives  thcin»  while  they  wait  for  bail ; 
What  alley  they  are  nefVled  in. 
To  flourifli  o'ler  a  cup  of  gin  1 
Find  the  lad  garret  where  they  lay. 
Or  cellar  where  they  (larve  to-day* 
Suppofe  yod  had  them  all  trepann'd^ 
With  each'  a  libel  in  his  hand. 
What  punifhinent  would  you  inAiCt  ? 
Or  call  them  rogues,  or  get  them  kicktT 
Thefe  they  have  often  try*d  before  1 
You  but  oblige  them  fo  much  more : 
Themfelves  would  be  the  fitik  to  tell, 
To  make  their  tra<h  the  better  fell. 

You  have  been  libclM  —  Let  us  know^ 
What  fool  officioil»  told  you  fo } 
Will  you  regard  the  hawker's  cries. 
Who  in  his  titles  always  lies } 
Whatc'cr  the  noify  fcoundrc)  fays, 
It  might  be  fomething  in  your  praife  : 
And  praife  befVow'd  on  Grub-ftrect  rhymes 
Would  vex  one  more  a  thoufand  times. 
Till  criticks  blame,  and  judges  praife^ 
The  poet  cannot  claim  his  bays. 
On  me  when  dunces  art  fatiric, 
I  take  it  for  a  panegyrick. 
Hatid  bj  fools f  znA  fools  to  bate. 
Be  that  my  mottOf  and  myfaU^ 

K  ^  DIREC* 
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'T^  O  form  a  juft  and  finiih'd  piece, 
•*■     Take  twenty  gods  of  Rome  or  Greece,^ 
Whofe  godlhips  are  in  chief  requeft. 
And  fit  your  prefcnt  fubje£k  beft  : 
And,  ihould  it  be  your  hero's  cafe. 
To  have  both  male  and  female  race. 
Your  bufincfs  muft  be  to  provide 
A  fco^e  of  gqddefles  be^de. 

Some  call  their  monarchs  fons  of  Saturn^ 
For  which  they  bring  a  modem  pattern.; 
Becaufe  thpy  inight  have  heard  of  one, 
Who  often  long'd  to  eat  his  fon  : 
But  this,  t  thioiky  will  not  go  down, 
for  here  the  father  kepf  his.  crown. 

Why,  then,  appoint  bina  fon  of  Joyc,. 
Who  met  his  mother  in  a.groye^;. 
To  this  we  freely  fhall  confent,^ 
Well  knowing  wh^t  the  poets  meant  j. 
And  in  their  fenfci  'twi^t  me  and.you,^ 
It  may  be  literally  true* 

Next,  as  the  laws  of  verfe  require. 
He  muft  be  greater  than  l>is  fire ; 
For  Jove,  as  every  fchool-boy  knows,. 
Was  able  Saturn  to  depofe  : 
And  fure  no  Chriftian  poet  breathing 
Would  be  more  fcrupulous  than  a  Heathen  f 

Oh 
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Or,  if  to  blafphemy  it  tends. 

That  '9  but  a  trifle  among  friendk. 
Your  Hero  now  another  Man  is. 

Makes  mighty  armies  turn  their  a— t. 

Behold  his  glittering  faulchion  mow 

Whole  fquadrons  at  a  iingk  blow; 

While  Vi6tery,  with  wings  ottti]pready 

Flies,  like  an  eagle,  o'er  His  head; 

His  milk-white-  deed*  upon  its  haunches,. 

Or  pawing  into  dead  mens' paunches : 

As  Overton  has  drawn  his  fire. 

Still  feen  o'er  many  anale-houfcfire. 

Then  from  his  arms  hoarfe  thunder  rolls^. 

As  loud  as  fifty  muftard-bowls-: 

For  thunder  itill  his-armfupplies^. 
And  lightning  always  in-his-  eyes* . 
They  both  are  cheap  enough  in  confdenco^ 
And  ferve  to  echo  rattlmg  nonfenfe. 
The  rumbling 'Words  march  fierce  along. 
Made  trebly  dreadful  in  your  fong. 

Sweet  poet,  hir'd  for  birth-day  rhymes, . 
Ta  iing  of  wars,  chufe  peaceful  times* 
What  though,  for  fifteen  years  and  more, 
Janus  had  lock'dhis  temple-door  $ 
Though  not  a  coffee-houTe  we  read  in 
Hath  mentioned  arms  on  this  fide  Sweden  | 
Nor  London  Journals,  northe  Pofhnen, 
Though  fond  of  warlike  lies  as  moft  men  {^ 
Thou  (Ull  with  battles  fbiff  thy  htad  full  :^ 
Eor,  .muft  thy  heco  not  be  dreadful? 

K  4 ,  Difmifiuig 
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Difmiffing  Mars,  it  next  muft  follow 
Your  conqueror  h  becoine  Apollo  : 
That  he  's  Apollo  is  as  plain  as 
That  Robin  Walpole  is  Maecenas; 
But  that  he  flruts,  and  that  he  fquints,. 
You  'd  know  hka  by  Apollo's  prints. 
Old  Phoebus  is  but  half  as  bright. 
For  3'ours  can  fhine  both  day  and  nights 
The  fird,  perhaps,  may  once  an  age 
Infpire  you  with  poetic  rage ; 
Your  Phcebus  Royal,  every  day, 
Not  only  can  infpire^  but  pay. 

Then  make  this^new  ApoUo  fit 
Sole  patron^  judge,  and  god  of  wit. 
*^  How  from  his  altitude  he  ftoops 
"  To  raifc  up  Virtue  when  (he  droops  j. 
'<  On  Learning  how  his  bounty  flows, 
•^*  And  with  whatjuftice  he  bcftows  : 
<*  Fair  Ifis,  and  ye  banks  of  Cam  I 
*'  Be  witnefJs  if  I  tell  a  flam. 
**  What  prodigies  in  Arts  we  drain,. 
**  From  both  your  flrevns,  in  George's  reigitw 
*<  As  from  the  flowery  bed  of  Nilc»*  — 
But  here  's  enough  to  fliew  your  ftyle. 
Broad  inuendos,  fiich  as  this, 
if  well  applied,  can  hardly  mifs  t 
For,  when  you  bring  your  fong  in  print,. 
He  '11  get  it  read,  and  take  the  hint^ 
(Ic  muft  be  read  before  tis  warbled. 
The  paper  gilc^  and  cover  macblcd)^ 

And 
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And  will  be  fo  much  more  your  debtor, 

Bfecaufe  he  never  knew  a  letter. 

And,  as  he  hears  his  wit  and  ienfe 

(To  which  he  never  made  pretence) 

Set  out  in  hyperbolic  ffarainsy 

A  guinea  ihdLi  reward  your  paias^: 

For  patrons  ncrer  pay  fo  well, 

As  when  theyfbarce  hayeleam'd  to  ^^^ 

Next  call  him  Neptune  :  with  his-  trideat 
He  rules  the  fea$  you  fee  him  ride  in  'tj 
And,  if  provok'd,  he  fotmdly  firks  his 
Rebellious  waves  with  rods,  like  Xerxes. 
He  would  have  feiz'd  the  Spaniih  plate. 
Had  not  the  fLtet  gone  out  too  late ; 
And  in  their  very  ports  beiiege  them, 
But  that  he  would  not  dtfoblige  them  ^ 
And  make  the  rafcals  pay  him  dearly 
For  thofc  affronts  they  give  him  yearly* 

'Tis  not  deny*d,  that,,  when  we  writt^. 
Our  ink  is  black,  our  paper  white ; 
And,  when  we  fcrawl  our  paper  o*er^. 
We  blacken  what  was  white  before : 
I  think  this  pra£Hce  only  fit 
For  dealers  in  fiitiric  wit. 
But  you  fome  white-lead  ink  mufl  get,. 
And  write  on  paper  black  as  jet ; 
Your  interefl  lies  to  kam  the  knack 
Of  whitening  what  before  was  black. 

Thus  your  encomium,  to  be  fhrong, 
Mufl  be  applied  diredUy  wrong. 

»  A  tyrant 
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A  tyrant  for  his  mercy  praife^ 
And  crown  a  royal  dunce  with  bays  ^ 
A  fqulnting  monkey  load  with  charms^ 
And  paint  a  coward  fierce  in  arms. 
Is  he  to  avarice  indin'd  > 
Extol  him  for  his  generous  mind  t 
Andy  when  we  ftarve  for  want  of  com» 
Come  out  with  Amalthea's  horn. 
For  all  experience  this  evinces 
The  oxdy  art  of  jdeaiing  princes  t 
For  princes  love  you  ihould  defcant 
On  vijitues  which  they  know  they  vnmt^ 
One  coi^iplinient  I  had.  forgot. 
But  fongilers  muft  omit  it  not ; 
%  freely  grant  the  thought  is  old : 
Why,  then,  your  hero  muft  be  told^ 
In  him  fuch  virtues  lieinherent^ 
To  qualify  him.  God's  iticegerent? 
Thaty  with  no-ritk  to  inherit. 
He  muft  have  been  a  king  by  merits 
Yet,  be  the  fancy  old  or  new, 
Tis  partly  falfe,  and  partly  true  t 
Andy  take  it  right,  it  means  no*  more. 
Than  George  and  William  claim'd  before*. 

Should  fomc  obfcure  inferior  fellowy 
Like  Julius,  or  the  Youth  of.  Pella,, 
When  all  your  lift  of  Gods  is  out, , 
Frefume  to  (hew  his  moual  fnou^ 
And  as  a  Deity  intrude, 
Becaufc  he  had  the  world  fubdu€d:|. 
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Oh,  let  him  not  dthiXk  your  tbougbttj^ 
Or  name  him.  but  to  tell  hisfaults,  — 

Of  Gods  I  only  quote  the  bed*. 
But  you  may  hoqk-i^  all  th^  reft 

Now,  Birth-day  Bardy  with  joy  proceed 
To  pra^b  your  Emprefs  and  her  breed. 
Firft  of  the  firft,  to  Touch  your  lies. 
Bring  aM  the  ftmales  of  the  flues  1 
The  Graces,  and  their  miftrefs  Venu^ 
Muft  venture,  down  to  entertsun  us : 
With  bended  kn^et  when  they  adore  ber^  ^ 
What  dowdies  they  appear  before,  her  I 
Nor  fhall  we  think  you  talk  at  random. 
For  Venus  might  be  her  great-grandam : 
Six  thoufand  years  has  liv'd  the  Goddefs, 
Your  Heroine  hardly  fifty  odd  i^. 
Befides,  your  fongftcn  oft*  have  fhowiV 
That  (he  hadi  Graces  of  her  own.» 
Three  Graces  by  Lucina  brought  hers^ 
Juft  three,  and  every  Grace  a  daughter,. 
Here  many  a  king  his  heart  and  crown 
Shall  at  their  fnowy  feet  lay  down ; 
In  royal  robes,  they  come  by  dozen* 
To  court  their  Englifl^  German  coufins : 
Befides  a  pair  of  princely  babic^s, . 
That,  five  years  hence,  wHt  both  be  Hebes... 

Now  fee  her  feated  in  her  throne 
With  genuine  lufVre,  all  her  own  j 
Poor  Cynthia  never  fhone.fo  bright. 
Her  f^lendpr  is  but  borrow'd  light  j 
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And  only  with  htr  Brother  Ilnkt 

Can  fhrne,  without  him  is  extin^ 

But  Carolina 'Ihines  the  clearer 

With  neither  fpoafe  nor  brother  near  her  ;- 

And  darts  her  beams  o'er  both  our  iiles. 

Though  George  is  gone  a  thoufand  miles- 

Thus  Bcrecynthia  takes  her  place. 

Attended  by  her  heavenly  race  j 

And  fees  a  fon  in  every  God, 

Unaw'd  by  Jove's  all-fbaking  nod. 

Now  ling  his  little  Highneis  Freddy, 
Who  flruts  like  any  king  already  : 
With  fo  much  beauty,  ihew  me  any  maid 
That  could  reiift  this  charming  Ganymede  t 
Where  majefty  with  fweetnefs  vies. 
And,  like  his  father,  early  wife. 
Then  cut  him  out  a  world  of  work. 
To  conquer  Spain,  and  quell  the  Turk  r 
Foretel  his  empire  crown'd  with  bays,- 
And  golden  times,  and  halcyon  days ; 
And  fwear  his  line  fhall  rule  the  nation 
For  ever  —  till  the  conflagration. 

But,  now  it  comes  into  my  mind. 
We  left  a  little  Duke  behind } 
A  Cupid  in  his  face  and  iize, 
And  only  wants  to  want  his  eyes. 
Make  fome  provifion  for  the  younker^ 
Find  him  a  kingdom  out  to  conquer : 
Prepare  a  fleet  to  waft  him  o'er. 
Make  GulHVer  Ih  commodoce  s 

Intd 
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Into  whofe  pocket  valiant  Willy  put,. 
Will  foon  fubdue  the  realm  of  LilUpuc,  . 

A  ikilful  critick  juAly  bll^][lq(. 
Hard,  tough,  T'cno^*;  £U^*m^» .  htrih>  k9^.  Mflm^ 
The  fenfe  can  ne*er:be  top  ji4P¥iei , 
'But  fmooth  your  words  to  fit^Uie-tiu^. 
Hanover  may  do  well  enou^fi^ 
But  George  andtBfunfwick  are  too  ipogh*r.  . 
HelTe-Darmftadt  makes  a  nigge^  fqunii. 
And  Guelp  the  flrongeft  ear  will  wound. 
In  vain  are  all  Attempts  from  Germany  ,.. 
To  find  out  proper  ^ords  for  harmony^  c  , 
And  yet  I  muft  except  the  Rhin^    . 
Becaufe  it  clicks  to  Caroline. 
Hail!  Q^een  of  Britaix^,  Qgeen  ^f  rhypi^*!,^- 
'Be  fung  ten  hundred  thoufaiOid  tiqie||  . 
Too  happy  w«re  the  poets'  crewy 
Jf  their  own  happinefs  they  knew.i,,., 
Three  fyllables  did  never  meet;. 
So  foft,  fo  iliding,.  and  fo  fweet :,, 
Nine  other  tuneful  words  like  thitt    ... 
Would  prove  ev'n  Homer's  numbers  4at«  ■ 
•Behold  three  beauteous  vowcls.ftand,.  . ; 
With  bridegroofn  liquids,  I^ndtn  hfm4;.,. 
In  concord  hererfor  ever  fix'd, 
Ho  jarring  confonant  betwixt.     , 

May  Caroline  continv^e  long^ 
For  ever  fair  and  young  I  —  in  fong. 
What  though  the  royal  cafcafe  mi|ft| 
S^uccz'd  in  a  coffin^  turn  ^  dufti^i , 

Tho£i 
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Thofe  elements  her  name  compofe, 
like  atoms/  are  exempt  from  blows. 

Though  Caroline  may  fill  your  gapt> 
Tet  fttll  you  muft  confult  your  maps ; 
Find  rivers  with  harmonious  names, 
Sabrina,  Mcdway,  and  the  Thames. 
Britannia  long  will  wear  like  fteel, 
Sut  Albion's  cliffs  are  out  at  heel  t 
And  patience  can  endure  no  more 
To  hear  the  Belgic  Hon  Toar. 
•Give  up  the  phrafe  of  haughty  Gaul, 
But  proud  Iberia  fotwdly  maul ; 
Heflore  the  ihips  by  Philip  taken. 
And  make  him  crouch  to  fare  his  bacon. 
Kaffau,  who  got  the  name  of  Glorious 
Becaufe  he  nertfr  was  vi^nrious, 
A  hanger-on  has  always  been ; 
for  old  acquaintance  bring  him  in. 

To  Walpole  you  might  lend  a  line, 
But  much  I  fear  he  's  in  decline ; 
And,  if  you  chance  to  come  too  late. 
When  he  goes  but,  you  fharehis  fate. 
And  bear  tlie  new  fuoceflbr^s  frown  $ 
Or,  whom  you  once  fang  up,  fing  dowa. 

Reje£k  with  fcorn  that  flupid  notion^ 
To  prufe  your  hero  for  devotion ; 
Kor  entertain  a  thought  fo  odd, 
That  princes  flieuld  believe  in  God ; 
N  But  follow  the  fecureft  rule. 
And  turn  it  all  to  ridicule :    ' 


rris 
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'Tis  grown  the  choiceft  wit  at  Court, 
And  gives  the  maids  of  honour  fporc. 
For,  fmce  they  talk'd  with  Do^r  Clark«, 
They  now  can  venture  in  tlie  dark  z 
That  found  Divine  the  truth  hath  fpoke  all, 
And  pawn'd  his  word,  1^11  is  not  local. 
This  will  not  give  them  half  the  trouble 
Of  bargains  fold,  or  meanings  double 

Suppofing  now  your  fon^  is  done. 
To  Mynheer  Handel  next  you  run. 
Who  artfully  will  pare  and  prune 
Your  words  to  fome  Italian  tune^ 
Then  print  it  in  the  iargeft  letter. 
With  capitals,  <he  more  the  betteiw 
Prefent  it  boldly  on  your  knee, 
And  take  a  guinea  ibr  your  &cu 


BOUTS         K    1    M    i   % 
ON   SIGNORA  DOMITILLA. 

/^  U  R  fchool-mafler  may  rave  iW  fil 
^^  Of  claflic  beauty  AiTf  €ir «:«, 
1^01  all  his  birch  infpiies  fuch  wit  • 
At  th*  ogling  beams  of  DomitiUa. 

Let  nobles  toaft,  in  bright  charopttn, 
Nymj^  higher  -bom  than  Domidlla  | 

1  Ik  drink  her  health,  agmn,  i^ain. 
In  Betkekf% tar,#r Un-fmlU, 
«  At 
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At  Goodman's-Ficlds  I  Vc  much  admir'd 

The  poftures  ftrangc  of  Monficur  BriUa ; 
•  But  what  arc  they  to  the'foft  (Icp, . 
The  gliding  air,  of  Domitilla  ? 

Virgil  has  ctemfe'd  in  fong 

The  flying  fbotfteps  of  Camilla  : 
Sure,  as  a  prophet,  he  was  wrong ; 

He  might  have  dreamt  of  Domitilk. 

Great  Theodofe  condemn -d  a  town 

For  thinking  ill  of  his  Placilla, 
AAnd  deuce  take  London,  if  fume  knight 

O*  th'  city  wed  not  Domitilla! 
"Wheeler,  Sir  George,  in  travels  wife. 

Gives  us  a  medal  of  Plantilla ; 
'But  O !  the  emprefs  has  not  eyes, 

Nor  Ups,  nor  breaft,  like  Domitilla. 

Not  all  the  wealth  of  plundered  Italy, 
Pil'd  on  the  mules  of  king  At-«il«, 

Is  worth  one  glove  (I  '11  not^ell  a  bit  a  lie) 
Or  garter,  iiiatcVd  from  DomitilU. 

^Five  years  ajiymph.at  certain  hamkr, 

Y-cleped  Harrow  of  the  Hill,  a- 
«^'bus'd  much -my  heart,  and  was  a  damnMIet 

To  verfe  —  but  now  for  Domitilla. 

ij)zn  Pope  configns  Belinda's  watch 
To  the  fair  Syjiphid  Momentilla, 
And  thus  I  offer  up  my  catch 
•To  th'  fnow-wto  bsadi  tvf  Domttillif.  ' 

HELTER 
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OR, 

The  Hue  and  Cry  after  the  Att  or  hi  Eg, 
upon  their  riding  the  Circuit* 

T^OW  the  aftivc  young  attomies 
-**^   Brifkly  travel  on  their  journics. 
Looking  big  as  any  giants, 
On  the  horfes  of  their  clients, 
Like  fo  many  little  Mars's 
With  their  tilters  at  their  a— s, 
Brazen-hilted,  lately  burni(h'd, 
And  with  harnefs* buckles  fumifh*dy 
And  with  whips  and  fpurs  fo  neat. 
And  with  jockey-coats  complett. 
And  with  boots  fo  very  greafy. 
And  with  faddles  eke  fo  eafy. 
And  with  bridles  fine  and  gay. 
Bridles  borrow'd  for  a  day. 
Bridles  dedin'd  far  to  roam, 
Ah  1  never,  never  to  come  home. 
And  with  hats  fo  very  big.  Sir, 
And  with  powder'd  caps  and  wigs,  Sir, 
And  with  ruffles  to  be  ihewn, 
Cambrick  ruffles  not  their  own, 
And  with  Holland  fliirts  fo  wliite, 
•     Shirts  becoming  to  die  fight, 

'  Vol.  1L  L  Shirts 
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Shirts  bc-wrought  with  different  letters. 

As  belonging  to  their  betters. 

With  their  pcecty  tioCerd  boirs. 

Gotten  from  their  dainty  doxies. 

And  with  rings  fo  very  trim, 

hnXfXy  tdkui  out  of  lim-*-** 

And  with  very  little  pence, 

And  as  very  little  fenfe, 

With  fomc  Uw,  hut  little  juftice. 

Having  ftolen  from  my  hoftefs. 

From  the  barber  and  the  cutler, 

Like  the  foldier  froia  the  f^tler ; 

From  the  vintner  and  t^  taylor, 

I. ike  the  felon  from  the  j^ylor  ; 

Into  this  and  t'other  county, 

Living  on  the  public  bounty; 

Thorough  town  and  tliorough  village. 

All  to  plunder,  all  to  pijlage  ; 

Thorough  mountiiins,  thojoug^i  v^ic^ 

Thorough  (linking  laues  a^id  ajlky^ 

Some  to  — •  kifs  with  ffkrmus  fpoufcsy 

And  make  merry  in  tlwiir  koufes ; 

8ome  to  —  tumble  country  wrenches 

On  their  rufhy-beds  and  Uenchc^ 

And,  if  they  begin  a  fr^y, 

Draw  their  fvvojxls,  a«id  t—  rui^.  aw^'  } 

All  to  murder  equity. 

And  to  take  a  double  fppi 

Till  the  people  all  aiie  qwet. 

And  forget  to  broil  ^^4  xm 


Low 
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Low  in  pockety  oowM  in  courage. 
Safely  glad  to  fup  their  porridge^ 
And  Vtcatimi  's  owr  ■—  then. 
Hey,  for  Lowi<m  toym  tjaia. 


THE    LOGICIANS    REFUTED. 

T    OGICIANS  have  but  ill  defined, 

•*— '  As  rational,  the  human-kind. 

«  Reafon,  •  they  fay,  **  belongs  to  man  j* 

But  let  them  prove  it  if  they  can. 

Wife  Ariftotle  and  Smigleiius, 

By  ratiocinations  fptcious. 

Have  ftrovc  to  prove  with  great  precifion, 

With  definition  and  divillon. 

Homo  cfi  ralione  praJitnm ; 

Bat,  for  my  foul,  I  cannot  credit  'em* 

And  murt,  in  fpite  of  them,  maintain* 

That  man  and  all  his  ways  arc  vain  ; 

And  tliac  this  boa(kJ  lord  of  nature 

K  both  a  week  and  errini^  creature  j 

That  inftinct  is  a  furcr  guide 

Than  rcafon-boafting  mortals*  pride  ; 

And  that  brute  bcafts  arc  far  before  'cm, 

Deus  eft  anima  hruforum. 

Who  ever  knew  an  honcfl  brute 

At  law  his  neighbour  profecutc ; 

Biirjg  aftion  for  aiFault  and  battery, 

Or  fiicnd  beguile  with  lies  and  flattery  ? 

L  2  O'ct 
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O'er  plains  they  ramble  unconfin'd. 

No  politicks  difturb  their  mind ;  . 

They  cat  their  meals,  and  take  their  fport, 

Nor  know  who  's  in  or  out  at  court. 

They  never  to  the  levee  go. 

To  treat  as  deareft  friend,  a  foe  : 

They  never  importune  his  grace, 

Nor  ever  cringe  to  men  in  place ; 

Nor  undertake  a  diny  job. 

Nor  draw  the  quill  to  write  for  Bob ; 

Fraught  with  inve6Uve  they  ne'er  ge 

To  folks  at  Pater-nofter-row : 

No  judges,  fiddlers,  dancing-mafters. 

No  pick-pockets,  or  poetaflers. 

Are  known  to  honed  quadrupeds  : 

No  fingle  brute  his  fellows  leads. 

Brutes  never  meet  in  bloody  fray. 

Nor  cut  each  other's  throats  for  pay. 

Of  beafls,  it  is  confefs'd,  tlic  ape 

Comes  neareft  us  in  human  Ihape ; 

Like  man,  he  imitates  each  faihion^ 

And  malice  is  his  ruling  paflion : 

But,  both  in  malice  and  grimaces, 

A  courtier  any  ape  furpafTes : 

Behold  him  humbly  cringing  waic 

Upon  the  minifler  of  ftate  ; 

View  him  foon  after  to  inferiors 

Aping  tlie  condu£l  of  fuperiors  : 

He  promifes  with  equal  air. 

And  to  perform  takes  equal  care. 

He 
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He  in  his  turn  finds  imitators ; 
At  court,  the  porters,  lacqueys,  waiters, 
Their  mafters'  manners  fUU  contra£^ ; 
And  footmen  lords  and  dukes  can  %&* 
Thus,  at  the  court>  both  great  and  fmall 
Behave  alike ;  foF  all  ape  all. 

THE    PUPPET-SHOW. 
'T^  H  E  life  of  man  to  ijeprefent, 
-■■     And  turn  it  all  to  ridicule. 
Wit  did  a  puffet-Jbo<w  invent. 
Where  the  chief  aftor  is  a  fool. 

The  gods  of  old  were  logs  of  wood. 

And  worlhip  was  topupftts  paid; 
In  antic  drefs  the  idol  flood. 

And  prieft  and  people  bow*d  the  head. 
No  wonder  then,  if  art  began 

The  fimple  votaries  to  frame. 
To  fhape  in  timber  foolilh  man. 

And  confecrate  the  b/ock  to  fame. 

From  hence  poetic  fancy  learn'd 
That  trees  might  rife  from  human  forms, 

The  body  to  a  trunk  be  turn'd, 
And  branches  iflue  from  the  arms. 

Thus  Daedalus  and  Ovid  too,   -  ^ 

That  man  's  a  blockhead,  have  confcft  j 

Powcl  *  and  Stretch  ♦  the  hint  purfue  j 
Life  is  a  farce,  the  world  a  jeft. 

*  Tsvo  famous  puppct-fliow  men. 

L  3  TW 
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The  fame  great  tmth  South  Set  •  hath  prov'd 

On  tjiat  fam'd  tlieatre,  the  alley  \ 
Where  thoufands,  by  dircftors  inov'd. 

Are  now  fad  monuroents  of  folly. 

Wliat  Momxis  was  of  old  to  Jove, 

The  fame  i  Harlequin  is  now; 
The  former  was  buffoon  above, 

Tl»c  latter  is  a  Punch  below. 

This  fleeting  fcene  is  but  a  ftage, 

Wliere  various  images  appear  ; 
In  different  parts  of  youth  and  age 

Alike  the  pr?ncc  and  peafaht  jfhare. 

Some  draw  our  eyes  by  being  great, 

Falfc  pomp  conceals  mere  wood  within  j 

And  legiflators  ranged  in  (late 
Arc  oft'  but  wifuom  in  machine. 

A  ftock  may  chance  to  wear  a  crown. 

And  timber  as  a  lord  take  place  \ 
A  rtatue  may  put  on  a  frown, 

And  cheat  us  with  a  thinking  face. 

Others  are  blindlv  led  away. 

And  made  to  a6V  for  ends  unknown* 

By  the  mere  fpring  of  wires  they  plajv 
And  fpeak  in  language  not  their  own* 

Too  oft',  alas  !  a  fcoldkig  wife 

Ufurj^  a  jolly  fellow's  throne  ; 
And  many  diink  the  cup  of  life, 

Mix'd  and  cmbktcr'd  by  a  Joan, 
«  Ste  the  poem  on  the  South.  Sea,  vol  I.  p.  200. 
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In  fhort,  whatever  men  puifue, 

Of  pleafure,  folly,  war,  or  love  ; 
TlrtS  fnifrtk)  race  bii»i^  atl  to  view  : 

Alike  they  drefs,  tlicy  talk,  they  move. 

Go  on,  great  Stretch,  with  artful  hand, 
--     Mbrtall  ia  pfeafii  afi^  io  ddvidi ; 
An(]|  wlien  deadi  breaks  thy  vital  band, 
Thou  ihalt  put  on  sl  puppet's  pride. 

Thou"  (halt  in  |jurty  \Vood:  bfe  fliotrti, 

Thy  image  (KaTI  prefeA-c  thy  famfe ; 
Ages  to  come  thy  wOftTi  Aill  own, 

Point  at  thy  limbs,  Arid  tell  thy  name. 

Tell  Tom,  he  draws  tl  farce  in  vain. 

Before  he  looks  in  nature's  glafe  \ 
Puns  cannot  forna  a  witty  fcene, 

Noi  pedantry  for  humour  pafs. 

To  make  men  a6b  as  fcnfelcfs  wood. 

And  chatter  in  a  myftic  flrain, 
Is-  a  mere  force  on  flcfii  amd  Wood,- 

And  fhews  fome  error  in  the  braiu. 

He  that'  would  rhus  refine  on-  thcc,> 

Artd  turn  thy  flagc  into  a  fchool. 
The  jeft  df  I'onch  will  ever  be. 

And  ftand  confs:fl  the  greater  foo!. 


L  4  T  [J  E 


151  SWIFT'S      POEMS. 

THE  GRAND  QUESTION  DEBATED: 

WHETHER 

Hamilton's  Bawn  fhould  be  turned  into  a 
Barrack  or  a  Malt-house.  1729. 

npHUS  fpokc  to  my  Lady  the  Knight*  full  of  care, 

**  Let  me  have  your  advice  in  a  weighty  affair. 
*•  This  Hamilton's  bawn  f,  whilft  it  flicks  on  my  hand, 
**  I  lofe  by  the  houfe  what  I  get  by  the  land  5 
•*  But  how  to  difpofe  of  it  to  the  beft  bidder, 
**  For  a  barrack  %  or  malt-boufe,  we  now  muft  coniider. 

"  Firft,  let  me  fuppofe  I  make  it  a  mait-bou/e, 
**  Here  I  have  computed  the  profit  will  fall  t*  us ; 
♦*  There  's  nine  hundred  pounds  for  labour  and  grain, 
•*  I  increafc  it  to  twelve,  fo  three  hundred  remain  j 
*«  A  hand  feme  addition  for  wine  and  good  chear, 
**  Three  difhes  a  day,  and  three  hogiheads  a  year; 
**  With  a  dozen  large  veffels  my  vault  ihall  be  ftor*d  j 
*'  No  little  fcrub  joint  ihall  come  on  my  board ; 
**  And  you  and  the  Dean  no  more  fhall  combine 
**  To  flint  me  at  night  to  one  bottle  of  wine  j 

*  Sir  Arthur  Achefon,  at  whofcfeat  this  was  written. 

t  A  large  old  houfe,   two  miles  from  Sir  Arthur's 
feat.     F. 

J  The  army  in  Ireland  is  lodged  in  flrong  buildings 
ever  the  whole  kingdom,-  called  barracks.    F. 

«Nor 
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**  Nor  Ihall  I,  for  his  humour,  permit  you  to  purloin 
**  A  ftonc  and  a  quarter  of  beef  from  my  furloin. 
*^  If  I  make  it  a  barrack,  the  crown  is  my  tenant; 
**  My  dear,  I  have  ponder'd  again  and  again  on't : 
**  In  poundage  and  drawbacks  I  lofe  half  my  rent^ 
«*  Whatever  they  give  me,  I  muft  be  content, 
**  Or  join  with  the  court  in  every  debate ; 
**  And  rather  than  tliat,  I  would  lofe  my  cftate.*' 

Thus  ended  the  Knight :  thus  began  his  meii  wife  r 
**  It  mufif  and  \tjball  be  a  barrack^  my  life. 
**  I  'm  grown  a  mere  mofus ;  no  company  comes, 
"  But  a  rabble  of  tenants,  and  rufty  dull  ♦  Rums.         ^ 
**  With  Parfons  what  lady  can  keep  herftlf  clean  ? 
«*  I  *m  all  over  daub*d  when  I  fit  by  the  Dean. 
"  But  if  you  will  give  us  a  barrack^  my  dear,. 
**  The  Captain,  I  'm  fure,  will  always  come  here; 
*^  I  then  ihall  not  value  his  Deanfhip  a  draw, 
<*  For  the  Captain,  I  warrant,  will  keep  him  in  awe; 
<«  Or,  fhould  he  pretend  to  be  brilk  and  alert, 
*«  Will  tell  him  that  Chaplains  fhould  not  be  fo  pert; 
*<  That  men  of  his  coat  fhould  be  minding  their  prayers, 
**  And  not  among  ladies  to  give  themfelves  airs." 

Thus  argued  my  Lady,  but  argued  in  vain  ; 
The  Knight  his  opinion  rcfolved  to  maintain. 

But  Hannah  f ,  who  lillcn'd  to  all  that  was  pafl. 
And  could  not  endure  fo  vulgar  a  tafte, 

•  A  cant  word  in  Ireland  for  a  poor  country  cler- 
gyman.   F. 

t  My  lady's  waiting-woman.   F. 

As 
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At  fdtm  Ai  her  Ladylhip  callM  to  be  dreft, 
Cry'd,  *  MMhuD^  why  furcly  my  iMfttr  's  pofStit 
^*  Sir  Arthtrr  dW  maltftcr !  how  fi**  k  ^Jl  ibtMd  f 
«*  1  *d  rtthcr  the  6^i<&tfif  wtrc  funk  aiidier  groudd. 
"  But  madam,  I  guefs'J  there  wouM  never  akhe  gMd, 
"  When  I  faw  him  fo  oftcir  with  ♦  Darhy  aod  W6dd. 
*'  And  now  my  dream  *8  out ;  for  I  wa^  i-dteafm'A 
**  That  I  faw  a  huge  rat— O  dtair,  how  I  fcream'd  ! 
•*  And  ifter,  methought,  I  had  loft  rary  new  ftwts  5 
<*  And  Molly,  (he  faid,  I  fhoold  hear  Tome  ill  ticws. 

"  Dear  madam,  had  you  but  the  fpirir  to  teaoe, 
"  You  might  have  a  barrack  whenever  you  plbafe  s 
«s  And,  madam,  I  atways  believed  you  fo  ftout, 
<•  That  for  twenty  denials  you  would  not  pyc6tit, 
<*  If  I  had  a  huiband  like  him,  I  furUf^ 
<*  Till  lie  gave  me  my  will,  I  would  give  hiifi  flo  itft| 
<*  And,  rather  than  come  in  the  fame  pair  of  (beets 
*•  \Vlth  fuch  a  crofs  man,  I  would  lie  in  the  ilreets : 
**  But,  madam,  I  beg  you  contrive  and  invent, 
**  Artd  worry  him  out,  till  he  gives  his  confcnt. 
**  Dear  madam,  whene'er  of*  barrack  I  tliink, 
<*  An  I  were  to  be  hang'd,  I  can't  deep  a  wirik  2 
*•  For  if  t  new  crotchet  comes  into  my  brainy 
*'  I  can't  get  it  out,  though  I  'd  never  fo  fain. 
**  I  fancy  already  a  barrack  contriv'd 
^  At  Hamilton's  bawn,  and  the  troJtJp  is  afrivM ; 
*<  Of  this  to  be  fure  Sir  Artliur  has  warning, 
«<  And  waits  on  the  Captain  betimes  the  next  morning* 

♦  Two  of  Sir  Arthur's  mtnagers.  F. 

«Novr 
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«  Now  fee,  whenriufy  mter,  hew  theif  Honours  behave; 
"Noble  Capcain^your  feiVttit"— «* Sir  Arthur,  yorur 

**  flavej 
"  You  honoor  mo  mwiV— i"  The  hMour  k  mine."— 
<*  Twas  a  fad  rainy  night"—"  But  the  mor»ftg  is  fine.*' 
*«  Pray  how  does  my  Ltdy?"-^-^  My  wife's  at  your 

fenice.**-*. 
"  I  thiftk  I  have  feen  her  ^Start  Hy  Jeirwi»."— 
^<  Good-morrcrw,   good  Captain.     I'll  wait  os  y^u 

"  dofv-n.**-^ 
<*  You  flia'n't  Air  a  foot"— "You  'U  think  me  a  clown  : 
"  For  all  the  world>  Captain--^"  "  Not  half  an  inch  far« 

"  tlier."— 
"  You  muft  Ixs  obeyM  !"— «  Your  fervant,  Sir  Arthur  f 
"  My  humble  refpeds  to  my  Lady  unknown.'*—- 
"  I  hope  you  will  uf«  my  houfe  as  your  own." 

**  Go  bnng  me  my  fmock>  and  leave  off*  your  praee^ 
"  Tlwu  had  certainly  gotten  a  cvp  in  thy  pate." 

"  Pray,  madam,  be  (^uiet ;  wliat  was  it  I  faid  ^ 
<*  You  had  like  to  have  put  it  qmto  out  of  my  head.. 
**  Next  day,  to  be  fure,  the  Captain  will  come, 
"  Ac  the  head  of  his  troops,  with  trunorptt  and  drum*. 
•*  No\T,  nwdam,  obfsjrfe  how  he  marehes  in  ftatc  j 
**  Tiie  man  with  the  kettle-drum  enters  the  gate  t 
•*  Dub,  dub,  adub,  dub.     The  trumpeters  follow^. 
"  Tantaia,  tantara;  while  all  the  boys  hollow. 
^*  See  now  comes  the  Captain  all  daub'd  with  gold  laces: 
"  O  la !  the  fwect  gentleman  J  look  in  his  face  ; 
**  And  fee  how  he  rides  like  a  lord  of  the  land, 
"  With  tl\c  fine  flaming  fword  thai  he  holds  in  his  hind;. 

"And 
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*^  And  his  horfe,  the  dear  creter^  it  prances  and  rearms 
^*  With  ribbons  in  knots  at  its  tail  and  its  ears : 
'*  At  hift  comes  the  troop,  by  the  word  of  comniandy 
''Drawn  up  in  our  court;   when  the  Captain  crics^ 

<*  Stand  ! 
•♦  Your  Lady  (hip  lifts  up  the  fafh  to  be  feen 
*•  (For  furc  I  had  dixen^d  you  out  like  a  queen). 
**  The  Captain,  to  Ihew  he  is  proud  of  the  favonr, 
^  Looks  up  to  your  window,  and  cocks  up  his  beaver 
''  (His  beaver  is  cock'd  ;  pray,  tnadam,  ftiark  that, 
**  For  a  Captain  of  horfe  never  takes  off  his  hat, 
^*  Becaufe  he  has  never  a  hand  that  is  idles 
**  For  the  right  holds  the  fword>  and  the  kft  holds  the 

"bridle). 
**  Then  flourifhes  thrice  his  fword  in  the  air, 
**  As  a  compliment  due  to  a  lady  fo  fair; 
«*  (How  I  tremble  to  think  of  the  blood  it  hath  fpilt  f) 
•*  Then  he  lowers  down  the  point,  and  kifles  the  hilt. 
**  Your  Ladyfhip  fmiles,  and  thus  you  begin ; 
''  Pray,  Captain,  be  pleas'd  to  alight  and  walk  in." 
•*  The  Captain  falutcs  you  with  congee  profound, 
*^  And  your  Ladyfhip  curtlies  half  way  to  the  ground. 

**  Kit,  run  to  your  maflcr,  and  bid  him  come  to  us, 
''  I  'm  fure  he  '11  be  proud  of  the  honour  you  do  us. 
**  And,  Captain,  you  11  do  us  the  favour  to  flay, 
**  And  take  a  fhort  dinner  here  with  us  to-day  : 
**  You  're  heartily  welcome  :  but  as  for  good  cheer, 
**  You  come  in  the  verj'  word  time  of  the  year  ; 
«*  If  I  had  expe£led  fo  worthy  a  gucft — " 

<*  Lord  I  madam !  your  Ladyfhip  fare  is  in  jcd : 

"  You 
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^*  You  banter  mc,  madam ;  the  kingdom  muft  grant — " 
**  You  officers,  Captain,  are  fo  complaifant  I" 

**  Hift,  huffy,  I  think  I  hear  fomebody  coming — *" 
**  Ne,  madam  1  'tis  only  Sir  Arthur  a-humming. 
"  To  (hortcn  my  tale  (for  I  hate  a  long  (lory) 
*'  The  Captain  at  (Hnner  appears  in  his  glory ; 
♦*  The  Dean  and  the  *  Doctor  have  humbled  their  pride, 
**  For  the  Captain 's  entreated  to  fit  by  your  iide; 
**  And,  becaufe  he 's  their  betters,  you  carve  for  him 

"  firft  ; 
•*  The  Parfons  for  envy  are  ready  to  burft.  y 

<*  The  fcrvants  amaz'd  are  fcarce  ever  able  f 

"  To  keep  off  their  eyes,  as  they  wait  at  the  table  |  ' 
"  And  Molly  and  1  have  thruft  in  our  nofe 
**  To  peep  at  the  Captain  in  all  his  fine  ch'es, 
**  Dear  madam,  be  fure  he's  a-^ne-fpoken  man, 
"  Do  but  hear  on  the  Clergy  how  glib  his  tongue  ran  ; 
"  And,  madam,  fays  he,  if  fuch  dinners  you  give, 
«*  You  '11  ne'er  want  for  Parfons  as  long  as  you  live, 
•*  I  ne'er  knew  a  Parfon  without  a  good  nofe; 
**  But  the  Devil 's  as  welcome  wherever  be  goes  : 
"  G—  d — n  rae  !   they  bid  us  reform  and  repent, 
*'  But,  z — s  !  by  their  looks  they  never  keep  Lent : 
"  Mifler  Curate,  for  all  your  gcave  looks,  I  'm  afraid 
*«  You  caft  a  flieep's  eye  on  her  Ladyfhip*s  maid  : 
«  I  wi(h  ihe  would  lend  you  her  pretty  white  hand 
"  In  mending  your  caflbok,  and  fmoothing  your  band 
"  (For  the  Dean  was  folhabby,  andlook'd  like  a  ninny, 
"  That  the  Captain  fuppos'd  he  was  Curate  to  Jinny), 
•  Do£lor  Jinny,  a  clergyman  in  tlie  neighbourhood.   F. 

••  Whenever 
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**  Wheaf vf^  yem  fite  a  ^(Ib^k  «p4  gown* 

"  A  hutid»il  to  Gfifi  but  k  covers  ^  cIowa» 

^  ObiisFre  how  »  Parfon  comos  into  a  room ; 

*'  G— -  cU-n  ms  i  Ue  kobbles  4»  bad  as  my  gt9om  i 

^  Afcb9imr4i  when  juft  from  hU  college  brakf  kv^fc^ 

<<  Can  hardly  tell  how  to  cry  ^  to  a  goofe  i 

^*  Your  *  NovedSf  and  Bluturck^  and  Omun^  and  ftuff> 

«  By  G— ,  they  don't  fignify  this  pinch  of  foufF. 

4<  To  give  a  young  gentleman  right  education^ 

^  The  army  *s  the  only  good  fchool  in  the  nadont 

^<  My  fchodlHEDafler  caird  me  a  dunce  and  a  fool» 

"^^  But  at  cntifs  I  was  always  the  cock  of  the  fchool ; 

'**  I  acver  could  take  to  my  book  for  the  blood  o'  me, 

*<  And  the  puppy  confcfs'd  he  expected  no  good  o*me. 

''*  He  caught  me  one  morning  coquetting  his  wife, 

"**  But  he  maul'd  me,  1  ne'er  was  fci  maul'd  in  my  lift : 

4<  So  I  took  to  the  road,  and,  what 's  very  odd, 

**  The  firft  man  I  robb'd  was  a  Parfoo,  by  G— ^* 

**  Now,  madam,  you  11  think  it  a  ft  range  tlung  to  fay, 

**  But  the  fight  of  a  book  makes  me  iick  to  this  da^/' 

«  Never  (ince  I  was  bom  did  I  hear  fo  much  wit,  ' 
<'  Ai)d,  madam,  I  laugk'd  till  I  thought  I  flwttld  fpKt. 
*^  &>  then  you  look'd  fcornful,  and  fnift  at  the  Dean, 
**  As  who  ihou'd  fay,  NtyWy  am  I  \fiinfty  and  ham  f 
**  But  he  duril  not  io  much  as  once  open  liis  lips, 
*'  And  the  Bo^lor  was  plaguily  down  in  the  hips." 

Thus  meicilefs  Hannah  ivn  on  in  her  talk, 
.  Till  file  heard  the  Dean  call,  "  Will  your  Ladr/hip 
«<  walk?" 

♦  Ovids,  Plutarchs,  Homers. 

t  Nick-nanies  for  my  lady. 

Hrr 
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Her  Ladylliip  zn(wpv^9  *'  I  'm  jiiH  coming  4own  i" 
Then,  turning  to  HaDjaah^  and  iotfAng  a  fxown^ 
Although  it  was  pbin  in  iuer  bean  il)e  was  gla()« 
Cry'd,  "  Huffy,  why  furc  the  'w^n/ch  is  goac  ipad  I 
"  How  could  thefe  cbimera'J  get  iuto  your  brains  r^— 
**  Come  hither,  and  take  tbts  9ld  gowB  for  youf  pains. 
•*  But  the  Deajcu  if  Uiis  fecret  fliovld  come  to  his  ears, 
<<  Will  never  have  done  with  his  gjibes  and  his  jeers  : 
**  For  your  life,  not  a  word  of  tlic  matter,  I  charge  ye  : 
<*  Give  me  bi;i^  a  b0rrack9  a  fig  for  the  clfrgjfj'* 

TO     DEAN     SWIFT. 

BY    SIR    ARTHUR    ACHKSON. 

f^  OOP  caufe  hs^v^  I  to  iing  and  vapoi)0 

^^  Fpr  I  am  landjprd  to  the  Draf  ier : 

He,  that  of  every  ear 's  the  charmer^ 

Now  condcicends  to  be  my  farmer. 

And  grace  my  villa  with  his  drains  { 

Lives  Ipch  a  bard  on  Britilh  plains  ? 

No ;  not  in  ail  the  Britifh  court ; 

For  none  but  witlings  tbec?  refprt, 

\VK(»iie  AafQ/is  4ad  works  (though  dead)  aie  made 

Immort^  by  the  Dunpiad ; 

And,  furc  as  m<>iui9ient  of  braA» 

Their  fame  to  future  times  ihall  pafs. 

How,  with  a  weakly  warbling  tongue. 

Of  brazen  knight  they  vainly  fung : 

A  fubjc£^  for  their  genius  fit; 

He  dares  defy  both  fenfe  tad  wit. 

What 
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WTitt  dares  he  not  ?  He  can,  we  know  it, 

A  hureat  make  that  is  no  poet ; 

A  judge?  without  the  Icaft  pretence 

To  common  law,  or  common  fenfe  | 

A  bifliop  that  is  no  divine ; 

And  coxcombs  in  red  ribbons  (hine  r 

Nay,  he  can  make,  what 's  greater  far, 

A  mid(!lc-ftate  'twixt  peace  and  war ; 

And  fay,  there  fhall,  for  years  together. 

Be  peace  and  war,  and  both,  and  neirhen 

Happy,  O  Market-hill !  at  leaft, 

That  eottit  and  coarders  hare  no  tafle  ;  ' 

You  ne^'er  elfe  had  known  the  Dean^ 

But,  as  of  old,  obfcurely  lain  ; 

All  things  gone  on  the  fame  dull  track. 

And  Drapier*s-hill  *  been  llill  Drumlack  | 

But  now  your  name  with  Penihurft  vies. 

And  wingd  with  fame  fhall  reach  the  ikies. 

DR  A  PIE  R'S-HILL, 

TXTE  give  the  world  to  underftand, 
^  ^  Our  thriving  Dean  has  purchased  land  | 
A  purehafe,  which  will  bring  him  clear 
Above  his  rent  four  pounds  a  year ; 

*  The  Dean  gave  this  name  to  a  farm  called  Drum- 
lack,  which  he  rented  of  Sir  Arthur  Axdiefon,  wliofe  feat 
lay  between  that  and  Market-hill ;  and  intended  to  build  aa 
houfe  upon  it,  but  afterwards  changed  his  mind.     F. 

5  Provided, 
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'  Provided,  to  improve  the  ground, 
'^He  will  but  add  two  hundred  pound  i 
Andy  from  his  endlcfs  hoarded  (lore^ 
To  build  a  houfe,  five  hundred  more. 
Sir  Arthur  too  (hall  have  his  will. 
And  call  the  maniion  Drapier's  Hill : 
That,  when  a  nation,  long  enflav'd. 
Forgets  by  whom  it  once  was  fav'd ; 
When  none  the  Drapier^  praife  ihall  fing  | 
His  (igns  aloft  no  longer  fwmg  i 
Hi$  medals  and  his  prints  forgotten; 
And  all  his  '*  handkerchiefs  are  rotten  i 
His  famous  Letters  made  waifle-paper ; 
This  hill  may. keep  the  name  of  Drapieri 
In  fpight  of  envy,  flourifli  ftill, 
And  Drapier's  vie  with  Cooper's  hill* 
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TWILL  not  build  on  yonder  mount  i 

'^  And,  fhould  you  call  me  to  account| 

Confulting  with  myfelf,  I  find. 

It  was  no  levity  of  mind. 

Whate'er  I  promised  or  intended. 

No  fault  of  mine,  the  fcheme  is  ended  t 

'^  Medals  were  cad,  many  iigns  hung  up,  and  hand* 
kerchiefs  made  with  devices,  in  honour  of  the  Dean, 
under  the  name  of  M.  B.  Drapier.    F. 

Vol.  IL  M  Nor 


IJor  can  you  tak  me  as  AihfbsMiif,'  :^  .  :/  oil 
I  have  a  huhdrsd  cvxkB'tdzdfi  i  i  .  : ,  -II 
All  rifcn  fiocc  that  flattcHng. ttme,  *  --;  t  ,:■.-, h 
When  DrapiertilMil  isqppcBr'cl  in  rhyme*,  i .  .   :  T 

I  am,  as  now  co*  late  i  find^  :  I    /.    :  ^i 

The  greatest  ciiliy. of  mankinds  .i:  .a-h-.S-, 
The  lowed  ,boy  in; Martin's  fjchool  viiT 

May  turn  and  windtne  dike,  a  iboL  jl. 

How,x:wi3dl£DBiiib;Wild.ii  vifioD,  '// 

To  feek,  in  defortt^;  Fieldj  Elyfiait*  ..      .  i   .  •  ^ 
To  live  in  fipaxv  fqificion,  Tanance, 
With  thtsTCS^  fanatidsy.knd. barbarians^..  .     : .'v 

But  here!n^y,Lad3r  will  ohgrfb^.      . 
Tour  Pcaaihi^  ongWu-ft)  rek:aUe£V»         i  .  i  ;:..  .' 
That,  near  the  KJiiglic  of  Gosford  plac\l«  .  _ '     ; 
Whom  yott allow  a iDianicftafte,     ;..    ...I  .'x:/' 
Your  intervals  of  rime  to  fpend 
With  fo  con verfable  a  friendj 
I^would  hot  fignify  a  t^m  — -  •       ' '     .  •  • '  "^^ 

.l^iatpi«r:^iiiR^i7op4y^ieipt;j.  _  'jciy.-: 

'Tis  true,  but  what  advantage  comet 
TomefroW'ittktrfateP^ijIirifib^^^^^  ^^  '"  ''  J 
Though  ll!ibtad'!ee'hittr^wiee  a'^ay;    '    ' 
And  am  his  neighbbu^  crofs  the- w^  f       . '  ~ :0 
if  all  my  rhetoric  muft ifati    »       ■  ^  '         .=     - » 
To  ilrike  him  for  a  pot  of  ale  ?  '-^ 

Thus,'  When  thefcartfed-ahdtliieiwife'^''^  ^  '- 
'  rfCobccal  their:.iafc^t8.fjrQfl[i  opijeyesj.   .    .r      •> 
And  from  4f£crvi«ig-/ricndfe,wjtjt-hpl4      =  .     .    =    [ 
Their  gifts,  atMi&tt,<tortteingoWf ..:  :.  :>  |j  rj  .  <; 
~'   '  ^^  .11  .j"inicir 


rht'it  knowledge  ^(J'ilfeAifeivU  c(>6jeV4       ' '   *  *^ 

is  the  fame  avarice  of  hiilid/'  .'  •?''\ 

Nor  make'^  tS^lt'lu^h^irtetibi^^tie^   "  '       " '    , 

Than  if  they  nevpr'kjiew."'a1ctt;er. "'       j  *  - 

Such  is  the  fate  pfG6sfQm|s'ivn^ht^;     ,. 

Who  keeps'  Kis  wifdom ' oiit  of  'iigUt  •  .\ 

Whofe  uncommunicative'  heart;'  .'    '  ,! 

Will  fcarcc  one  preci6\is.*worJ-in\partj"  ''  1 

•Still  rapt  in  fpeculation^"  deep,  ■   "=      '  '  ' 

His  outward  fenfcs  faft  aflcep ;  ' 

Who,  whileiulk^  a  fong  wfH  hufi^^  '     " 

•Or,  with  his  fingers,  beat  Ac 'drum  i       '. ''   '     ; 
Beyond  the  IkidS  tranfports  fits  ttind^   '  '  '  ; 

And  leaves  a  lifdleftcorpfe  h^hliid.  '    '     ' 

But,  ts  for  the,  s^hp  n^<r  cotlld  danrt^r'iig^ 
To  underftand  Milebranchc  or  Catrtbr^y  i 
Whcnfend  my  mind  (as  I'bdieveJ  lefs 
Tlian  others  do,  on  ci*i:&.ft'd^  iteevtlcfs  j 
*Can  liften  to  a  f ale' hurtitlrum,  '    '   ^ 

:And  with  attention  read  TomTlfiunib ; 
My  fpiiitS  with  my  body  progglng, 
'Both  hand  Jn  hand  together  jojjging;  ; 

-iSunk  over. head. and  ears  in  matter, 
'Nor  can  of  metaphyfics  fmatterj 
Am  more  diverted  with  a  quibble* 
Than  dream  of  Worlds  intelligilJle ; 
And  tiiirlk  all  ndtl6n$  too  abftrafted 
Arc  like  tlieravings  of  dcr^Ckt  head ^ 
What  intcrccurfetff  minds  can  be 
£c;wi)^t  the  Knight  fiibilmewdinc,-  '  ' 

M  4  If 
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If  when  I  talk,  as  talk  I  mu&, 
t  is  but  prating  to  a  buft  ? 

Where  friendfliip  is  by  Fate  defign'd^ 
It  fonns  an  union  in  the  mind  : 
But  here  I  differ  from  the  Knight 
In  ercry  point,  like  bbck  and  white  : 
For  none  can  fa)^  that  ever  yet 
We  both  in  one  opinion  met : 
Not  in  philofophy,  or  ale ; 
In  ftatc-affairs,  or  planting  cale ; 
In  rhetoric,  or  picking  draws ; 
In  roalting  larks,  or  making  laws; 
In  public  fchemes^  or  catching  flies ; 
:In  parliaipents,  or  pudding- pies. 

The  neighbours  wonder  why  the  Kni^ic 
Should  in  a  country  life  delight. 
Who  not  one  plcafure  entertains 
To  chcar  the  folitary  fcenes : 
His  guefls  are  few,  his  vifits  rare; 
Kor  ufes  time,  nor  time  will  fpare ; 
Kor  rides,  nor  walks,  nor  hunts,  nor  fowls^ 
Kor  plays  at  cards,  or  dice,  or  bowls  s 
But,  feated  in  an  eafy  chair, 
Defpifes  exercife  and  air. 
His  rural  walks  he  ne'er  adorns ; 
Here  poor  Pomona  (its  on  thorns  x 
And  there  negle£led  Flora  fettles 
Her  bum  upon  a  bed  of  nettles. 

Thofe  thanklefs  and  officious  caret 
I  us'd  to  cake  ia  ^dciids  a&m. 

From 
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From  which  I  never  could  refrain. 
And  have  been  often  chid  in  vain  : 
From  thcfe  I  am;  recoveir*d  quite, 
At  Icaft  in  what  regards  the  Knight. 
Preferve  his.health,  his  (lore  increafe 7 
May  nothing  intarrupt  his  peace ! 
But  now  let  all  hts  tenants  round 
Firfl  milk  his'cow^,-  and  after,  pound  1 
Let  every  cottager  confpire 
To  cut  his  hedges- down  for  fire : 
The  naughty  boys  about  the  grillage 
His  crabs  and  floes  mky  freely  pillage : 
He  ftill  may  keep  a  pack  of  knaves 
To  fpoil  his  work,  and  work  by  halves  1 
His  meadows  may  be  dilg  by  fwine. 
It  fhall  be  no  conciern  of  mine. 
For  why  fhould  I  continue  ftill 
To  fcrve  a  friend  againft  his  will  ? 

A  PANEGYRICK  ON  THE  DEAN, 
In  the  Person  of  a  Lady  in  the  North  *.  1730. 

Tl  E  SO  LVD  my  gratitude  to  (how, 
•■•^  Thrice  reverend  Dean,  for  all  I  owe. 
Too  long  I  have  my  thanks  delay'd  j 
Your  favours  left  too  long  unpaid; 
But  now,  in  all  our  fex's  name. 
My  anlcfs  Mufe  (hall  fmg  your  fame. 

*  The  lady  of  Sir  Arthur  Achefon.  .  . 

M  3  Indulgent 
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Indulgent  jriM  to  fem^  knkly . 
To  all  their  weaker  (ides  aie  btind  ? 
>fiDe  more  fnch  champions  as  the  Dean 
Would  foon  rcftofc  our  ancient  xetgn. 
How  welly  to  win  the  ladifcs.  hearts^ 
You  celebrate  their  wit  and  parts  I 
How  have  I  felt  my  f pints  rai$'d»  .  : 
By  you  £a  «ft%  fo  highly  pxais'd^'f  •         r  '' 
Transform*d  by  your  ooATiocinj^  tos^vr 
To  witty,  beautifbl,  and  youngs 
I  hope  to  qvttthac  aukwaril  iiame^  .  i' 

Affeacd*ye»*vttli^^toae,  '  //li.ill 

To  modeflya  weak  pxBteqce  ^  i   i  ::[ 

And  foGRgMk^penoa  menoFfeniei  -  '  .      1^ 
To  ihew  mjJhiofi  with  fdomfui  ^ j  . :  i ' 

Let  others  match it^  if  ^My: 4ki«;  ''  - T 

Impatient  to  be  our  of  debtyl  -  l 

O,  may  I  neter  once  f6c^ttt[  ^  ■/  ' 

The  bard,  who  humbly  deigns  to  dnilb 
>te  fgr  tb^  fulyea.qf  hb.Mufc! 
Behind  my  hack/ bctore  my  nofc, 
lip  founds  my  prtdfe  ia  reiie  and  ptA^ 

My  heart  with  emulation  buros. 
To  make  you  fuitabie  rctiirns  :  '  'V  [''■ . 

My  gratitTidc  the  wtorld  IhaTl  kii6<^  ; 
And  fee,  tlie  printer's  IJoy  below ; '  '  1 

Ye  hawkers  ^ali,  your  voices  lift j  ;_ 

««  A  Pancgyrick  on  BeSin  Sv«^ift  r  / 
And  then',  to  tnmd'the  matt^  (HI!,  "' " 

"  By  I*«dy  Aqqc  ^  Markc^l^^'^  •    V 


thus 
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I  thus  bcgla :  My  gfatrfdLMufe  '  ,  .  oT  > 
Salutes  thti  Dean  in  idiflfersht  views  f  .i.^  -v  ^  f  '\ 
Dean,  butler,  ill^et,  jeftcr,  Jt«ior^'  i  ir-  ivT  :a 
♦  Robert liflilparby^  cmuijucofrs- ^  v  ,ri  -^  ;>: 
And,  as  you^in  €Oiiimi(1ion'(i€^<  >■' vi  v-  f;  "  0 
To  rule  the  dwrf  tttkt  w f.JLk;^  ;  ^. >  I/j.^ :.  : v^ 

In  cackoipacky  I. mjBim ':■'"..>.::'  >,v.v  i/).\  ..:Y 
To  fing  your  praife.  Aiidii^^9-t)9ik  »  n  <>T 
Envy  muftown,  yotf^hcteipilimdiyuir  ^.'ifl  :jU 
Precedence,  and  Cuppbit  ypttr-ghi{ide«r>-  rf>-"^V/ 
Nor  of  your  rankr  will  f>^t6  an  ftce^  :  /■  :  rV 
Except  to  give  Dttti  DWiliel' jilttcii  -"  -  V/ 

In  you  fuch  dignity  appeafs  J   -  ■        '  '   '■ 

So  fuitcd  to  yott  fhitc  and  yeltr^  ?  '    .     :H 

With  ladies  what  a  Ari^  de^firaf        '..'•''. 
With  what  devotion  you  nSort'^m}  •    A 

Treat  me  with  fo  nraUi  tii>m{)1i^fiHU36A'       '  ;     '  * 
As  fits  k  princefs  in  roittaiict  *  ^  •:  .  ;        •    .  -    . 
By  your  example  and  affiftanfce^    •  '-     =  !'■* 

T  he /^//flwi  learn  to  know  their  diftattttei  "i 

Sir  Arthur,  fince  you  fct  t>>e  pflfttfcrh>  .'  ^ 

No  longer  calls  mtfnipe  AnSJlattern ;  '. 

Nor  dares  he,  though  he  were  a  duke, 
Offend  me  with  the  kafl  rebuke.  I 

Proceed  we  to  your  J  preaching  ne^it  j 
How  nice  you  fplit  the  hardvH  text  1^ 

•  The  names  of  two  oterfiser^. 
•f  My  lady*s  footman. 

X  The  author  preached  but  once  while  he  was  there.  F. 
'  M  4  How 
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How  your  fuperior  learning  fliines 
Above  our  neighbouring  dull  divines  ! 
At  Beggar's  Opera  not  fo  full  pit 
Is  feen,  as  when  you  mount  our  pulpit. 

Coniider  now  your  eonvcrfation  : 
Regardful  of  your  age  and  flation, 
You  ne*cr  was  known,  by  paflion  flirr'd^^ 
To  give  the  leaft  offenfive  word  : 
But  flilly  whene'er  you  filence  breaky 
Watch  every  fyllable  you  fpeak  : 
Your  flyle  fo  clear,  and  fo  concife. 
We  never  afl^  to  hear  you  twice. 
But  then,  a  parfon  fo  genteel. 
So  nicely  clad  from  head  to  heel ; 
So  fine  a  gown,  a  band  fo  clean^ 
As  well  become  St.  Patrick's  Dean, 
Such  reverential  awe  exprefs. 
That  cow-boys  know  you  by  your  drefs  I 
Then,  if  our  neighbouring  friends  come  hcre^ 
How  proud  are  we  when  you  appear. 
With  fuch  addrefs  and  graceful  port. 
As  clearly  fhews  you  bred  at  court  1 

Now  raife  your  fpirits,  Mr.  Dean> 
I  lead  you  to  a  nobler  fcene. 
When  to  the  vault  you  walk  in  ftate,. 
In  quality  of  buUer* s-maie  j 
You  next  to  *  Dennis  bear  the  fway  ^ 
To  you  we  often  truft  the  key  t 

•  The  butler. 

Nor 
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Kor  can  he  judge  with  lU  lu«  art 

So  well,  what  bottle  holds  a  quart  s  "   ^ 

What  pints  may  befl.for  bot|:l^  p9kp 

Jpuft'to  gtye  e¥ery  man  Im  glaftr  t  '    . 

When  proper  to  produce  ^  befti;  .     ■    r 

And  what  may  ferye.a  coiomo|i.fflpft» 

With  Dennis  you  did  ne'«r  comlMne»,  ■' 

Not  you,  to  ileal  your  maibr'Si  wine  i.      . 

Except  a  bptck  now  and  then^ 

To  welcome  brotbtr  ferving-roen  i  . .      r 

But  that  is  with  a  good  dcfign,    . 

To  drink  Sir  Arthur's  health  and  sunei,   . 

Your  mailer's  honour  to  maintain ;  • 

And  get  the  like  returns  agun* 

Your  *  ujber's  po(k  muft  next  .be.  handled  i' ' 
How  blefs'd  am  I  by  fuch  a -man  1^  I  ■'    - 

Under  whofe  wife  and  careful  guarddiip. 
I  now  deffnfe  fatigue  and  hardihip ; 
Familiar  growiT  to  dirt  and  wet^ 
Though  daggled  round,  I  fcom  to  fretv 
From  you  my  chamber-damfels  learn 
My  broken  hofe  to  patch  and  darn. 

Now  as  zjefiir  I  accoil  you  j 
Which  never  yet  one  friend  has  loil  you« 
You  judge  fo  nicely  to  a  hair, 
How  far  to  go,  and  when  to  fpare  ; 
By  long  experience  grown  fo  wife. 
Of  every  talle  to  know  the  fize; 

•  He  fomctimcs  ufcd  to  walk  witli  the  lady.   F. 

Tl^it'i 


cttjo     ' :  tow  i: jr  T*s    R  o  E^^  M  a 

Hiere's  none  fo^sgnorant  or  weak 

*  To  take  offence  acwhat  you  ^ak.      ■ 

Whene'er  yifM  joke,  'til  aU  a-cafe 

Whether  with  Dermoty  or  His  Orace  f 

With  Teague  O*  Mwi^ieyy  or  an  ead  i 

A  clutchefs'>  or  a  kiechen-^rL 

With  fuch  (texterity  you  fit- 

Their  feveral  taknts  with  your  twt. 

That  Moll  the  chamber-^aid  ean  fmoke^    . 

And  Gahagan^ftakttvcry  joke. 
I  now  become  your  humbU  Alitor  -  ^  - 

To  let  nle|>rififeyoa  «•  myt /«*pr« 

Poor  ly  a  fava^-br^d  and  boni| 

By  you  inftrufked  etery-mbm, 

Ahfeady  have-improT*d  fo  well, 

That  I  have  ahnoft  learnt  to  (pell  s   '■  - 

The  nei^boufs,  who-cotneheretoxline^  :.  •  ^ 

Admire  to  heat  me  fpeak  ixyfine. 

How  envioufly  the  ladies  look. 

When  they  furprize  me  at  my  book  f 

And  fure  aaf  they  're  afive  at  night 

As  foon  as  gone  will  fho^  tlieir  fpight » 

Good  lord!  what  can  my  Lady  mcan> 

Convcrfeag  wiA  that  rufty  Dean  • 
*  The  neighbouring  ladies  were  no  jgfrcat  under- 
llanders  of  raillciy,   F. 

f  The  clown  that  cut    down  the  old    thora   at 
Market-HilL     Sec  above,  p:  59. 

J  lo  bad  weafhor  the  author  ufcd  to  d^rcfl-xpy  Udy 
»  hcrrpading. "  ?•,  ' 
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She  *sgraK^nkiomtl^,  mi  §fiinmrkgh 
With  Socrarei  aid  fipiciixuiSi...r 
How  could  (kc  fit  dMiltwlohg/dty^-   . 
yetnwcrtlkiitoncatOfpky^::..       ii. 

But  I  admire  your  pttkaee  fiidl  i :  •  :  i 
That  when  I'm  duUertlmt  ft. fQ(^;  ;.! 
Nor  can  the  plaineft^iotfd':pranj0MM%i<> 
You  neither  funUB,  narfCfC^  -iiQDimiaQei 
ArefoiAdslgenty  andfomildt         .i:: 
As  if  I  were  a  dariing  child.        >    :  .'        ,.1.' 
So  gentle  is  ymwwholc  proceeding,  -   :         .1 
That  I  could  fpen^  my  life  in  xadiiig^  . 

You  merit  new  empbynienft  daily  1  [ 

Our  thatcher,  ditcher^  gardener^  bafly«.  . . 

And  to  ;a  gcniua  fbtixfitiififfe  •      -  >  ^  . l,;  : -       . :  ,  - 
Ko  work  is  giicvoiis.or«f£cnfiv<| .    v  ,,^ 

Whedm-iyourfruitfitliiHiqriics     /..':.• 
To  make  for  fugfa-boaveBieBi  fiyet  1^     '.;''} 
Or  ponder  long  witb  anxious  thoaghr   .'  . 
To  bansih  racs  diat  haunt  our  vault  ^    .  .  :.  ,j 
Kor  have  you  grumbled^  reverend  Deai^ 
To  keep  our  poiukry  iweet  and  clean ;. 
To  fwcep  the  manfion-houfe  they  dwett  in.;:   . 
And  cuie  the  rank  ttnfavory  finelling. 

Now  enter  as  the  dairy  hand*maid  :    . 
Such  charming^  butter  never  ifiaq  madp^ 
Let  others  with  fan^  faqe 
Talk  of  their  ndlkiot  babes  0/ grace  i 
*  A  way  of  making  butter  for. breakfafti  by  filUnrii 
bottle  with  cream,  and  (hiking  it  tiU  the  butter  comet.  F« 

From 


t7»  gTiriFT'S     POEMS. 

From  tuift  tfaeir  fnuffling  nonfenfe  utter  s 
Thy  milk  fhall  make  us  tuBs  of  butter. 
The  biihop  with  Yii^foot  may  bum  it  ♦, 
,  But  with  his  hand  the  Dean  can  churn  it. 
How  arc  tht  fervants  overjoy'd 
To  fee  thy  Ddttrihip  thus  cmploy'd  I 
In(lead,of  f)Ori»g  on  a  book, 
Providliig  butter  for  the  cook  I 
Three  morning-hours  ydu  tofs  and  ihake 
The  bottle  till  your  fingers  ake  : 
Hard  is  the  4xnl>  nor  fmall  the  art. 
The  buttin:  hoot  the  whey  to  part  s 
Behold  a  fxbthy  fubihmce  rife-; 
Be  cautioufSy  b;  your  bottle  flies. 
The  butter  comes,  our  feats  are  ceas'd ; 
And  out  you  fqueeze  an  ounce  at  leafl. 

Your  Reverence  thus;  with' like  fucce£i 
(Nor  is  your  ikill  or  labour  lefs)j 
When  bent  upon  fome  fmart  lampoon. 
Will  tofs  and  turn  your  brain  nil  noon ; 
Which,  in  its  jumblings  round  tlic  &ull. 
Dilates  and  makes  the  velTel  fiiil : 
Wlule  nothing  comes  but  froth  at  firft. 
You  think  your  giddy  head  will  burft ; 
But,  fqueeting  out  four  lines  in  rhyme. 
Are  largely  paid  for  all  your  time. 

♦  It  is  a  common  faying,  when  the  mHk  bums-to, 
that  the  devil  or  the  bifhop  has  fet  his  foot  in  it,  the 
devil  having  been  called  bifhop  of  hell*    t. 

But 


Tl 
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But  you  have  rais'd  your  generous  mbd 
To  works  of  more  exalted  kiod* 
PfiUadio  wsLi  not  half  io  ikill'd  in 
The  grandeur  or  the  ait  of  butldbg. 
Two  lemples  of  magnific  fize 

ttraCt  the  curious  traveler's  eyest 

hat  might  be  cnvy'd  by  the  Greeks  5 
Kaiv'd  up  by  you  in  iwenty  weeks; 
Here  gentle  goddcfs  Cloacine 
Receive!  alJ  offefings  at  her  fhrlnc^ 
jIn  Separate  cells  the  lie's  and  ihc*s 
Here  pay  their  vows  witli  h^ed  knens 
For  *tis  prophane  when  fexes  mingle. 
And  every  nymph  muft  enter  tlngkp 
And  wljen  flic  feels  an  iwwm'd  m&twnt 
Come  fiird  with  r^^trtntt  aad  devotba. 
The  balhful  maid,  to  bide  our  blu&f 
Shall  creep  no  more  behind  a  bufli; 
Irferc  unobfcrv'd  &c  boldly  goes. 
As  who  fliould  fay,  to  pluck  4  ri^* 

Ye,  who  frequcBt  this  hallow'd  fceic, 
Be  not  uDgratcfuI  to  the  Dean  1 
But  duly,  ere  you  leave  yoyr  fUdo^^ 
OiTcr  10  him  a  pure  libatioi^ 
Or  of  his  own  or  Smedley's  lay, 
Or  billet -duuJt,  or  lock  of  hay  i 
And,  O  !  may  all  who  hitiicr  comci 
Return  with  unpolluted  ilmmlil 
f    Yet,  when  your  bfty  domes  I  praifc, 
I  figh  to  think  ot  Aacicnc  d^iys. 
\  rc4mit 


Why  are  thine*  attars  fixt  l>eneath  ? 

When  Saturft'rul'd  thefkics  ilonc 
(Thzi  golden  age  ixy'gdpl  uriknown), 
"This  earthly  globe,  tO  thee  affignM; 
Received  the  giFty  cifafll  mankind. 
Ten  thoufand  $\tmJmoakhig  roXittd 
^Werc  built  to  thee  v^hh  offerings  ctxmal 
And  here  thy  daily  rotarics  plac'd 
Their  -facrilicc  with  ieal  -and  hafte  : 
The  margin  ttfa  pnrting 'flrcam 
Sent  up  tor  thee  a  gratcM  fteam^ 
(Though  fomtthncs  thou  Wen  pleas'd  to 
tif  Nsuads  fwcpt  thttn  from  the  brink), 
Or  where  appoinring  lovers  rove. 
The  (helter  of^  ilhacly  gt(A'e;  • 
-Or  offer'dln'fomc  Howcry  riafey 
Were,  wafted  by  a  gcnt!e  gife> 
There  many  a  Hower' abftefrfivc  gRw«     • 


With  watery  <A(«ps,  ^hd'^m^^g CfciM^    '  '  -''^ 
Brac'd  likfc  a,^\Wft  )ktt  Oil  fMH^'^'    -  -      ' 
WcdgM  in  a  fpjwiouft  ^IbiawM^httiri  -  ^  - 

And  on  her  pla».4i[tMbli  Aan^  -'  --'  -  <  ^vi'- 
As  if  (he  itflcr  cduid  Kavc  eiiougbv  --  •  ^  : 
Taught  harmltfs.  cbf  n^  to  cram  -  an«l  ftufi  .  '  i  '  ^ 
She  fent  her  pridftin  wobiilpA^i^a^io^(  ...  li  V 
From  haughty. Ga«i.tQ>'ii»ksg[^^igOM^' '3' '  i^aV 
Indead  ofewiiokiame  hread  andxlKeie^  >  >  ^ 
To  drcfs  theicfoop8;aadlne^Kfiees9    •;  ■"■^■ 

And,  foc'Anr  hdobe-bred  Biiciih  cheer,- 
BotargOy  catfup,  zn^.cxfeBtd-^  lii  :  i   •  t  .: •. 

This  bloated  harpy^  I^lting;&oiii  heil^ 
'Gonfin'd  thee^  igaddcf^  tOia  cdll:  '     ' 
"Sprung  ficm  iher.  womii  diac  ii|npiDU»  linc^        '^ 
•Contemners  of  thy  «ie»  divkia.  1  •:     ;    »  •  *■ 

Firil,  lolliog^/fey/liii  wooflemi^^  \  ' 
Taking  her  gfter'^diiHier  papitnii  -"i  •  ■'  •  i ;  >*' 
Pale  </rfli/^  with  a  falkwrfac«V'ui  •.  *.:  j :.  ?;  ,  .v 
Her  belly  bur  ft,. -and.  flow  her  paecvi -•  ».  '  .1 
And  lordly^otff,  .wnapt.upiai&TT^.  ■  j  •  •.. 
And  wheezing  ajibmn^  loth  toiiUr^:  -  - 

Voluptuous  ^/{/?,  bhe  child  xi^"iii»udth^  .         •  = 
Unfefting  thusx)br  heirUiiy  rtealihi 
Kone  feek  tlseenowiia  opcii-aiii;  -  *    '  *-  ^ 

To  thee  no  verdant iakdttueary"^  '  '  ' 

Sut  in  their  c<;l]'s  and  vduks^ttlceiie  -  ^  ^  - 

J*refent  a  {acriF.ce  uutfclcan; ;!  i-  -  -  -j     il 

From  whcncg  :vJ>faTor.y  Tapousfi  xnk$  -  -  ^-  ■'  •     '  • 
'Offeniive  to  thy  iuc«EiU>£e*.'         ;.  'iJ  .  u  -..  ' 
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^     Ah  !  who*  in  our  degenerate  days, 
As  nature  prompts,  his  ofTeriog  pays  } 
Here  nature  n^ver  difference  made 
Between  the  fceptre  and  the  fpade. 

Ye  great-ones,  why  will  ye  difdsun 
To  pay  your  tribute  on  the  plain  ? 
Why  will  you  place  in  lazy  pride 
.Your  altars  near  your  couches  fide  f 
^When  from  the  homeliefl  earthen  vmxc 
Are  fent  up  offerings,  more  ilncere,- 
Than  where  the  haughty  dntchefs  locks 
Her  filver  vafe  in  cedar»4»x  ? 

Yet  fosxie  devotion  ftill  remains 
Among  our  harmlefs  northern  fwains, 
Whof<^  offerings,  plac'd  in  golden  ranks^ 
Adorn  our  cryftal  rivers'  banks  ; 
Nor  feldom  grace  the  flowery  downs. 
With  fpiral  tops  and  copple-crowns; 
Or  gilding  in  a  funny  morn 
The  humble  branches  of  a  thorn. 
So,  poets  iing,  with  golden  bough 
The  Trojan  hero  paid  his  vow. 

Hither,  by  lucklefs  error  led. 
The  crude  coniiftence  oft'  I  tread : 
Here,  when  my  ihoes  are  out  of  cafir,  ' 
Unweeting  gild  the  tarnilh'd  lace ; 
Here,  by  the  facred  bramble  ting'd. 
My  petticoat  is  doubly  fring'd. 

Be  witnefs  for  me,  nymph  divine, 
I  never  robb'  d  thee  with  deiign : 

7  Nor 
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^  Nor  will  the  zealous  Hannah  pout 

To  wafli  thy  injar'd  ofFerii^  ddt. 
But  (lopy  ambitiotis  Mttfe/tnthnc^ 

Nor  dwell  on  fobje€b  too  fuUitae. 
>  In  vain  oii  lofty  heels  I  tread, 

Afpiring  to  «xalt  mjr  head  j 

With  hoop  expanded  Wide  and-Kgiky 
'  In  vain  I  *tempt  too  high  a  flight.  ^ 

Me  Phtshus  irr  a  midnight  drfeanl. 

AccoftingfaicI,  ♦  *«  Go  fliake  vour  cream.'* 
'  Be  humhly^miftdedy  tmowyoiir  poftj 

Sweeten  your  tea^  and  watch  your  toaft. 

Thee  beft  befits  a  lowly  Tftyle  : 

Teach  Dennis  how  to  ftit  the  f  guile  t 

With  t  Peggy  Dixon  thoughtful  fit, 
■'  Contriving  fqjc  the  pot  an^fl  fpit. 

•  Take  down  thy  proudly  Iwelling  fail*. 
And  rub  (!hy  teeth,  iad  pare  thy  nailt: 

-  At  nicely-carving  fhc^  thy  vfrit ; 
But  ne'er  prefume  to  eat  a  bit : 
Turn  every  way  thy  watchful  eye ; 
And  every  gueft  be  fure  to  ply  : 
Let  never  at  your  board  be  known 
An  emptv  plate,  except  your  own. 
Be  thefe  thy  arts  j  nor  higher  aim 
Than  what  befits  a  rural  dame. 

♦  In  the  bottle,  to  mike  butter.   F. 

+  The  quantity  of  ale  or  beer  brewed  at  one  time.  F. 
X  Mrs.  Dixon,  the  houfe-kecper.  F. 

Vol.  II.  N  Bur, 
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But  Cloacina,  goddefs  bright. 
Sleek  — — —  claims  her  as  his  right : 
Aod  Smedley,  flower  of  all  divines, 
-Shall  (ing  the  Dean  in  Smedley's  lines. 

"T  WE  LVE     ARTI  C  h  E  S. 

I.  T    EJSTlit  may.  more  quarrels  breed* 
■^^  1  will  never  licar  you  read. 

II.  By  difputingy  I  will  ncv«c^ 

To.  convince  you* .  once  endeavour. 

HI.  When  a  paradox  you  Akk  to, 
I  will  never xontradi^^  you. 

IV.  When  I  talk,  and  you  are  hcedlds^ 
I  will  fliew  no  anger  needlefs.  -^ 

v.  When  your,  {peeches.  are  abfurd, 
I  will  ne'er  objefl  a  word. 

'VI.  When  yott  furious  argue  wrong, . 
I  will  grieve,  ^and  hold  my  tongue. 

tVII.  Not  a  jeft  or  humourous  (lory 
Will  I  ever  tell  before  ye  •: 
Sfo  be  chidden  for  explaining,    . 
'When  you  quite  miftakc  the  meaning.   , 

VIII.  Never  more  ^UI  fuppofe, 

You  can-tafte  my  veife  or  profe. 

IX.  You  no  more  at  me  fhall  fret. 
While  I  teach,  and  you  forget. 

H.  Yeu 
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X.  You  ihallnever  hear  me  thunder. 
When  you  blunder  cm>  and  blunder. 
.XI.  Shew  your  poverty  of  fpint. 

And  in  dvefs  place  all  your  merit ; 
Give  yourfelf  ten  thoufand  airs; 
That  with  me  Ihall  break  no  fquares. 

'XII.  Never  will  I  give«  advice. 

Till  you  pleafe  to  aik  me  thrice :  , 
Which,  if  you  in  fcom  reje£):, 
'Twill  be  juft  as  I  expe^:. 

Thus  we  both  ihall  have  our  ends. 
And  continue  fpecial  friends. 

THE       R  EVOLUTION 

AT    MARXET-HILL.     1730. 

"T^ROM  difbnt  regions  Fortune  fends 
^    An  odd  triumvirate  of  -friends ;   . 
Wliere  Phoebus  pays  a  fcanty  flipend^. 
Where  never  yet  a  codlin  ripen'd : 
llkher  the  frantic  goddefs  draws 
Hiree  fufferers  in  a  ruin'd  caufe : 
By  faction  baniih'd,  here  unite, 
A  Dean  *,  a  Spaniard  f,  and  a  Knight  X ; 

♦  Dr.  Swift.  '    , 

t  Col.  Harry  Lcflic,  who  fcrvcd  and  lived  long 
in  Spain.     See  p.  1 8f . 
X  Sir  Arthur  Achcfon. 

N  z  Unite, 
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T^  Itafft  and  Spaniard  iai  k  Clip  wbI1» 
Coodemn'd  to  U^  in  fervicp  h^  > 
Oil  ekfaer  fide  his  booocft^  guard: 
Tbe  Dean,  to  gqaid  hk  booovf^s  bocik* 
Mull  builJ  a  caltk  at  Dmmlack. ; 
The  Spaniard,  fore  agaiall  his  will^ 
Mufi:  noftf  a  tort  at  Markct-kilL 
And  thus  the  pur  ot'  htmtble  gemtiy 
At  Mortb  2isiJ(Piik  mr  poned  centry  j 
While,  in  h»  iocdhr  cafUc  6xt» 
The  lUcJbl  uxwaspluBt  icigvft  bovttt : 
And,  wiiat  dbe  WRtshcs  mo^  <ci<sc» 
To  be  ha  fiarcs,  muft  paj  him  rent ; 
Anenid  him  daily-  as  their  chiefs 
Ikcaat  his  wine,  and  cane  lus  beef. 
Oby  Fortune  f  tk»  a  fcaadal  ^  thee 
To  fmile  or.  thofe  wUo  are  Icall  wonhy : 
"Weigh  but  the  msrin  of  the  three. 
His  dives  hure  ten  times  moie  thaa  he. 

Prou'i  BacQcet  of  Xo^a  Scoda  I 
The  I>:aa  and  Spuaaid  muft  lepipach  ye  s 
Of  their  two  farscs  the  woiid  eribogh  rings  : 
Wlwre  an:  tky  ^irrices  and  tuffciings? 
What  if  for  nothing  once  yo«  k^l, 
Againii  the  grain,  a  iiioiiafcli''t  ftfk  ? 
What  if,  among  the  courtly  tribe. 
You  loft  a  place,  and  far'd  a  bribe  ? 
Anil  then  in  furly  mood  came  here 
To  Efccen  hundxcd  pfi^^yh  a  ycar> 

And 
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And  fierce  againft  die  Whigs  harangu'd  ? 
You  never  vcnttor'd  tt>  be  hang*d.  ^ 
How  dare  you  treafc  yaat  betters  tbtmf 
Are  you  to  bc»  cankpar'fltrith  u»? 

Come,  Spaniard,  ht  us  from'  om  hxmt 
Call  forth  our  cottagers  itcfarm^]! 
Our  forces  let  irt  both  unit^. 
Attack  the  foe  at  left  afnd  rij^ht ;  • 
From  Market-hiirs  exalted  head. 
Full  notthWaVJ  kt  your  troops  be  Ifed"; 
Wliile  I  frdm  Drapier's-mount  dcfccmf;' 
And  to  the  fouth  my  fquadrons  bend. 
New-river- walk  with  friendly  fliade 
Shall  keep  my  liDll  in  ambufcade ; 
While  you,  from  where  the  bafon  fbmds. 
Shall  fcalc  the  rampart  with'  your  bands. 
Nor  need  We  doubt  tho>  fort  to  win  | 
I  hold  intelUgende  within. 
True,  Lady  Anne  no  danger  fears,-' 
Brave  as  the  Upton  fan  fhc  wears ; 
Then,  left  upon  our  firtl  attack 
Her  valiant  arm  fhould  forcK  us  back, 
And  we  of  all  our  hopes  deprived  ; 
I  have  a  ilratagem  contrived. 
By  thcfe  enibroiderM  high-hcel'd  (hoes 
She  Ihall  be  caii^ht  as  in  a  noofe  ; 
So  well  contriv'd  her  toes  to  pinch. 
She  '11  not  have  jsower  to  ftir  an  inch  : 
Thefe  gaudy  flioes  muft  Hannah  place 
Direct  before  her  lady's  face ; 

N  3  Thft. 
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t  CM*  our  EBufiu  ponids 


AiitMinrT  1BSB^  to  faonB  diciiHiicB; 

Wlaktomi'aSftidaail 

like] 

Cklikcai 

trnmMiBg  at  ctcrj  wp  Ac  trod* 

Sitf  beiBtcis  dioSy  in  Boau^s  iflcr 

To  catdi  a  monkcj  bj  a  wik^ 

The  numic  amonl  anuile  ; 

Thcf  place  bcfiare  bin  g^orcs  aod  ftots  ^ 

IVfcich  wfatB  dbe  brate  puis  ankwaid  on»       '  * 

AD  bos  ag^irf  is  gone: 

Id  iraia  to  fitik  or  cfindi  be  uics  ; 
Tbe  bnntfineD  iinze  tbe  grinning  pdze. 
Bat  kt  us  on  our  firft  aflanlt 

Seciue  die  bvder  and  dbe  Tank : 

The  raliint  Denius^  yon  miift  fix  on. 

And  1 11  enga^  widi  P^gy  IXzon  f : 

Then,  if  we  once  can  iaic  die  key 

And  chefty  diat  keeps  my  lady's  tea* 

Tbey  muft  fuirender  at  difcrenon ; 

And,  foon  as  we  have  gain'd  pofleifioiiy 

We  11  aft  as  odier  conquerors  do. 

Divide  die  realm  between  ns  two: 

Then  (ktmefee)  we '11  make  the  Knight 

Our  ckrky  for  he  can  read  and  write; 

But  muft  not  diink,  I  tell  liim  diat^ 

Like  Lorimer  %  to  wear  his  hat : 

*  Tlie  budcr.  f  The  houfc-kccpcr. 

t  The  agent. 

Yet, 
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Yet;  when  wc  dine  without  a  friend. 
We  '11  place  him  at  the  lower  end. 
Madam,  whofe  ikill  does  all  in  drefs  lie. 
May  ferve  to  wait  on  Mrs.  Leflie ; 
But,  left  it  might  not  be  fo  proper 
That  her  oWn  maid  fhould  over^top  her,. 
To  nlortify  the  creature  more. 
We  11  take  her  heels  fire  inches  lower. 

For  Hannah,  when  we  have  no  need  of  hcr^ 
*Twill  be  our  intereft  to  get  rid  of  her.: 
And,  when  we  execute  our  plot^- 
'Tis  beft  to  hang  her  on  the  fpot| 
As  all  your  politicians  wife 
Difpatch  the  rogues  by  whom  they  rife* 

T      R      A      U      L     U      &. 
A      D  I  A  L  OG  U  E. 

BETWEEN 

TOM      AND      ROBLN.      1730; 

THE   FIRST   PART. 

Tom.  OAY,  Robin,  what  can  Traulus^'mean 
^'  By  bellowing  thus  againft  the  Dean  ? ' 
Why  does  he  call  him  paltry  fcribbler, 
Papift,  and' Jacobite,  and  Libeler; 
Yet  cannot  prove  afmgle  fa6t  ? 
Rolfitt.  Forgive  him,  Tom :  hit  head  is  cracKt. 
*  Lord  Allen.    D^-S; 

N  4  r.  What 
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T.  What.imiicluQf  cto,  dijc  Dean  have  donc:U|kv 
That  Traulus  calk  £or  vepgpance  on  him  ? 
Why  myft  he  £pu£«er,  fpawl,  and  flaver  it 
In  vidn  againfb  thi;  p^oplefs  favourite  ? 
Revile  that  nauonr^ving  paper. 
Which  gave  the  Dean  th^  name  of  Dfapier  }' : 

R,  Why,  Tom,  I  think  the  cafe  is  plaiik}  - 
Party  and  fplcen  have  turnM  his  hrain. 

7*.  Such  fricpdihip  cever.  man  profed. 
The  Dean  was.  never  fo  careft ; 
For  Traulus  long  his  rancour  nurs'd,  .  » 

Till,  God  kno^js  why,  atiaft  it  burit  - 
That  clumfy  outfide  of,  a  porter* 
How  coujdit  thus  conceal  a  courtier  ? 

R.  I  own,  appearances  are  bad; 
Yet  ftill  iniift  .the  man  is  mad. 

T»  Yet  many  a  wretch  in  Bedlam  knowf 
How  to  diilinguilh  friends  from  foes  ; 
And,  though  perhaps  among  the  rout   . 
He  wildly  flings  his  filth  about. 
He  {lill  has  gratitude  and  fap'ence. 
To  fpare  the  folks  that  give  him  ha'pence ; 
Nor  in  their  eyes  at  random  piiFes, 
But  turns  afide  like  mad  UlylTes : 
While  Traulus  all  his  ordure  fcatters    . 
To  foul  the  man  he  chiefly  flatters. 
Whence  come  thefe  inconfiftent  fits  ? 

R,  Why,  Tom,  the  man  has  loft  his  wits,  / 

T.  Agreed  :  and  yet,  when  Towzer  fhaps 
At  people's  beds  with  frothy  chaps, 

Hangt 
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Hkhgs  down  his  headi  and  drops  his  tail^  . 
To  fay  he  's  mad,  will  not  araili 
The  neighbours  all  cry,  <'  Shoot  ham  dead, 
"Hang,,  drowij,  or  HoockhunOnthe  heikd.". 
So  Traulus  when  he  6rft  hftzimgu'^ 
I  wonder  why  he  was  net  hang'd  s 
For  of  the  two,  without  difpute^  . 
Towzer's  the  lefs  oifeniii7«  brute 

R.  Tom,  you  miftake  the  matter  quite  I  <. 
Your  barking  curt  will  ieldom  bite ;  . 
And  though  you  hear  him  ihlt-tut-^tut-tcir^ 
He  barks  as  fad  as  he  can  utter. 
He  prates  in  fpite  of  all  impediment,  . 
While  none  believes  that  what  he  faid  he  oMaAt;  ■ 
Puts  in  his  finger  and  his  thumb 
To  grope  for  words»  and  out  they  coaus. 
He  calls  you  rogue ;  there  's  notliing  in  it^  , 
He  fawns  upon  you  in  a  minute  x 
''Begs  leave  to  rail,  bu£,  d—n  his  blood  I 
**  He  only  meant  it  for  your  good  t 
**  -His  friendfhip  was  exadly  tim'd> 
**  He  fhot.  before  your  foes  were  prim'd. 
*'  By  this  contrivance,  Mr.  Dean ; 
**  -By  G— !   I  *ll  bring  you  off  as  chan— ♦'' 
Then  let  him  ufe  you  e'er  fo  roughs 
«  'Twas  all  for  love,'*  and  that  *8  enough. 
But,  though  he  fputtcr  through  a  feflion. 
It  never  makes  the  Icaft  impreflion :  . 

*  This  la  the  ufual  excufc  of  Trauluis,   when  he 
tbufts  you  to  others  without  provocation.   F. 

What- 
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Whate*«r  he  fpeaks  for  madnefs  goes. 
With  no  effe£b  on  friends  or  foes. 

^.  The  fcrubbieft  cur  in  all  the  pack 
Canict  the maftiff  on  your  back. 
I  owD}  his  madnefs  is  a  jefty 
If  that  were  all.    But  he  's  pofTefl, 
Incarnate  with  a  thoufand  imps. 
To  work  whofe  ends  his  madnefs  pimps ; : 
Who  o'er  each  firing  and  wire  prefidc. 
Fill  every  pipe,  each  motion  guide  j 
Directing  every  vice  we  find 
In  Scripture^  to  the  devil  aflign'd  ; 
Sent  from  the  dark  infernal  region, 
^  him  they  lodge,  and  make  him  legion4 
Of  brethren  he  's  zfalfe  aecufer  \ 
A  ilanderer,-tr^tor>-  and  feducer ; 
A  fawning,  bafe,  trepaniring  liar*; 
The  marks  peculiar  of  his  (ire. 
Or,  grant  him  but  a  drone  at  bed ; 
A  drone  can  raiie  a  hornet's  nefL 
The  Dean  had  felt  their  (lings  before  $ 
And  muft  their  malice  ne'er  give  o*er  ? 
Still  fwarm  and  buzz  about  bis  nofe  ? 
But  Ireland's  friends  ne'er  wanted  foes. 
A  patriot  is  a  dangerous  pod, 
When- wanted  by-  his  country  mofl  5 
Pcrverfcly  comesin  evil  times, 
Where  virtues  are  imputed  crimes* 
His  guilt  is  clear,  the  proofs  are  pregnant  j 
A  traitor  to  the  vices  regnant.  '" 

What 
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What  fpirii,  iince  the  world  begaif. 
Could  idiuays  bear  xofirive  imtb  man  P 
Which  God  pronounc'd,  he  never  would^. 
And  foon  coBvinc'tt'them  by  a'-flood* 
Yet  (till  the  Dean  on  fireedoin  raves  y 
I£s  fpirit  always  drives  with  flaves* 
Tis  time  at  laft  to  fpare  his  ink. 
And  let  them  roty  or  bang,  or  finR . 


T      R     A     U      E      U      8, 


TH8   srCOND'PART: 

^RAULUS,  €i  anphibicws  hru6, 
'^    Motley  fruit  of  nningnl  iecd  ^  » 

By  the  dam  froiQ'  leidlings  fpning^ 
By  the^^  exhal'd  from  dimg  t  ■ 
Think  on  every  vice  in  both^ 
Look  on  him,  and  fee  their  growths 

View  him  on  the  mother's  iide, 
Fill'd  with  falfebood,  fpleen,  and  pride  | 
Poiitive  and  over-bearing. 
Changing  ftill,  and  (till  adhering  r 
Spiteful,  pee viihy  rude,  untoward^ 
Fierce  in  tongue,  in  heart  a  coward* f 
When  his  friends  he  moft  is  hard  on. 
Cringing  comes  to  beg  their  pardon  | 
Reputation  ever  tearing, 
Ever  dcareft  fricndihip  fwearing ; 

Judgment 
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jVoffBfoot  fPBMKy  sud  praicRi  nmigy 

ProTOcjuon  Drfcrw^fliSy 
Where  he  lofes,  jot  whac  be  httesi 
Talks  whatever  cxxnes  in  bis  head^ 
Wiflics  it  were  all  tm^d. 

Let  me  dow  the  vieet  traw^ 
From  the  fattkr*j  fo>inKlffel  nctf;* 
Who  could  give  the  looby  fuch  airs  ? 
Were  they  mafons^  were  they  btUcbers  T- 
Herald,  lend  the  Mufe  an  anfwer 
From  his  atavms  and  grandfire  : 
lliis  was  deztrons  at  his  trowel,.    ; 
That  was  bred  to  kill- a  cow -well  : 
Hence  the  gf«^  dofflfy  «ielk>  ^ 
In  his  drefs  am^  figiKe  km  jf'»  > ■  >  *  \    ' 
Hence  the  mom  and  f(tirdkl  Mil^^  * 
Like  his  body,  rank  and  fbulf 
Hence  that  wild  fufpicious:  poep. 
Like  a  rogue  that  ftealv  a  tee^  t 
Hence  he  learnt  the  buccher's^ile,. 
How  tor  cut  ydiir  thioat  and  fmile  ^  . 
Like  a  butcher,  doom'd  for  life  . 
In  his  moutb  tawear  his  kntfei^ 
Hence  he  dra.ws  itts  daily  food 
From  his  tenants  vital  blood. 

Lailly,  let  liis  gifts  be  try'<l9 
Borrowed  from  the  mafon's  fide  : 
Some  perhaps  may  think  him  ablo  * 
111  the  fUte  to  buUd  a  Babel; 
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r  Could  we  pkce  him  in  a  ftadoa 

To  deflroy  tht  old  f§ufidaii§ti. 

True  indeed,  I  ihould  be  gladdw^ 

Could  he  learn  la  motiiic  a  UuUir* 

JMay  he  at  his  latter  end 
'Mount  alive,  and  dead  dticend  ( 
In  him  tell  me  wkicH  ftferail^ 

Female  vices  moft,  or  male  \ 

What  produc'd  him,  can  you  tell  ? 
iHuman  race,,  or  imps  of  btU? 

ROBIN      ANP      HARRY* 

Tl  OB  IN  to  beggars,  \nth  a  eurfe, 
JX  Throws  the  laft  ibillbg  in  his  perf^ } 
And,  when  the  coaclunan  comes  ior  pay. 
The  rogue  muft  caU  anodier  day. 

Grav^  Harry,  when  the  poor  are  preifiBg^ 
Gives  them  a  penny,  and  God*s  Ueffing  % 
But,  always  careful  of  the  main, 
.  With  two- pence  left,  walks  homo  m  rawu 

Robin,  from  noon  to  night,  will  prate^ 
; Runs-out  in  tongue,  as^  in  eftatas 
And,  ere  a  twelvemonth  and  a  day^ 
Will  not  have  one  new  thing  to  iisy. 
Much  talking  is.  not  Harry's  vioei 
He  need  n6t  tell  a  (lory  twice  r 
And,  if  he  always  be.  fb  thdfty. 
His  fund  mayJaft  to  five  and  fifty.. 

♦  Sons  of  Dr.  Leflic.    Harry  was  a  colonel  in  the 
>paniih  fcrvice.    Sec  above,  p.  179.  N. 

7  V. 
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it  fo  fell  out,  that  cautious  Harry, 
A%  foldiers  ufe,  for  love  muft  marry. 
And,  with  hi^^daroe, .the  ocean  crofl ; 
,(A11  for  Love, , or  the  World  well  Loft!) 
Repairs  a  cabin  gone  to  ruin, 
Juft  big  enough'  to  Ihelter  two  in ; 
And  in  his  houfe,  if  any  body  come, 
"Will  make  them  welcome  to  his  moJiaimm 
AVhere  Goody  JuHa  milks  the  cows. 
And  boils  poutoes  for  her  fpeufe; 
^r  dams  his  hofe,  or  mends  his  breeches. 
While  Harry  *s  fenciiig  up  his  ditches, 

Robin,  who  ne'er  his  mind  could  fix 
To  live  without  a  coaeh  igid  fix. 
To  patch  his  broken  fortunes,  found 
A  mifti;e(s  worth  five  thoufand  pound; 
Swears  he  could  get  her  in  an  hour, 
.If  Gaffer  Harry  would  endow  her; 
And  fell,  to  pacify  his  wrath, 
.  A  birth-right  for  a  mefs  of -broth. 

Young  Harry,  as  all  Europe  knows. 
Was  long  the  quintelTence  of  beaux } 
But,  when  efpous'd,  he  ran  th^.fate 
That  muft  attend  the  marry.'dflate^ 
.From  gold  brocade  and  fhining^armour. 
Was  metamorf^os'dto  a  farmer  i 
His  grazier^  coat  with  dirt  beimear^d; 
Jtior  twice  a  week  will  ihave  his  beard. 

Old  Robin,. all  his  youth  a.floven. 
At  fifty-two,  when  lie  ^^w  lovii^g. 
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•  Clad  in  a  coat  of  paduafoy, 

A  flaxen  wig,  and  waillcoat  gay. 

Powdered-  from  ihoulder  down  to  flanks 

In  courtly  ftyk  ^ddrelTes  Frank  $ 

Twice  ten  years  older  than  his  wife. 

Is  doom'd  to  be  a.l)eaUifor  iUfe; 
'  Supplying  thofe  defers'  by  drefsy 

Wliich  I  muft  leave  the  world  to  gue£s. 

TO  BETTY  THE  GRIZETTE.    IJ3Q. 

OUEEN  of  wit  mid'beavty,  Betty  I 
Never  may  the  Mufe  forget  ye  : 
How  thy  face  elianns  every  ihepherdy 
Spotted  over  like  a  leopard  I 
And  thy  freckled  neck,  difpIayM* 
•Envy  breeds  in  every  maid, 
Like  a  fly-Slown  cake  of  tallow. 
Or  on  parchment  ink  tnrh'd  yeUows 
Or  a  tawny  fpeckied  pippin, 
Shrivel'd  with,  a  winter's  keeping. 

And,  thy  beauty  thus  difpatth'dy 
Let  me  praife  thy  .wit  unmatched.  , 

Sets  dFphraicSy  cut  and  dry, 
l£vermore  thy  tongue,  fupply. 
And  thy  memory  is  Joaded 
■With  old  fcraps  fiom  pkiys  expkdeii j 
Stock 'd  with  repartees  and  jokes. 
Suited  to  all  chriflian  f(^s  : 
Shreds  of  wit,  and  fenfelefs  rhymes, 
j£lunder*d  out  a  thouCand- times. 

3  ^^1^ 


Nor  wilt  thou  of  giftg  be  iparing. 

Which  can  ne'tr  be  worfe  ibr  wearing. 
'  Picking  wit  among  collegians^ 

In  the  play-houfc' upper  regions  9 

Where,  in  eighteen*>penny  gallery, 

Irifh  nymphs  learn  IriOi  raillery  j 

But  thy  merit  is  thy  failing. 

And  thy  raillery  is  railing. 
Thus  with  talents  well  endued 
'  To  be  fcurrilous and  rude; 
'•  When  you  pertly  raifc  your  fnout, 
:  Fleer,  atid  gibe,  and  laughs  and  floor  j  ' 

*  This  among  Hibernian-  afles 

i  For  iheer  wit  and  humour  pafles. 

•  Thus  indulgent  Chtec,  bit, 

.  Swears  you  hav6.a  woM  x>i  wit. 

DEATH    AND    DAP  H.N' E. 
TO  AN  AGREEABLE  YOUNG  LADY, 

BUT   EXTR^MBLY   LEAN.     .X730. 

DEATH  went  upon  a  fokmn  day 
At  Pluto's  hail  his*  court  td  pay- :  - 
The  phantom,  having  humbly  kift  ' 

His  grifly  monarch's  footy  fift, 
Prefented  him  the  weekly  bills 
vOf  doftors,  fevers,  plagues,  and  jiifis. 
Pluto,  obferving  fince  the  peace 
The  bxirial-articlc  dccreaiit, 

/And 
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Andy  Text  to  fee  affiurs  miicarry, 
Dedar'd  in  council.  Death  muft  marry  $ 
Vov/d  he  no  longer  could  fi;^port 
^Id  batchelort  about  his  court  | 
The  intereft  of  his  realm  had  need 
That  Death  ihould  ge^a  numerous  breed  t 
Young  peathlings,  i^,  by  pnJBdicc  made 
Proficient  in  their  father's  trade, 
"With  colonies  might  ftock  around 
His  large  dominions  under  ground* 

A  confult  of  coquettes  below 
Was  call'dy  to  rig  him  outa  beau : 
•From  her  own  head  Megxra  takes 
A  periwig  of  twifted  (bakes ; 
Which  in  the  niceft  faihion  curPd 
(Like  ioupets  of  this  upper  world). 
With  flour  of  fulphur  powdered  well. 
That  graceful  on  his  ihoulders  fell  I  • 
An  adder  of  the  fable  kind 
In  line  dived  hung  down  behind; 
The  owl,  the  raven,  and  the  bai^ 
ClubbM  for  a  feather  to  his  hat  1 
His  coat,  an  ufurer's  velvet  pall. 
Bequeathed  to  Pluto,  corpfe  and  alL 
But,  loth  his  perfon  to  txpoic 
Bare,  like  a  carcafe  pickt  by  crows, 
A  lawyer  pfer  his  hands  and  face 
Stuck  artfully  a  parchment-cafe. 
No  ncw-fiuxt  rake  ibew'd  fairer  (kin  | 
Nor  Phyllis  after  lying-in. 

Vol.  U.  O  Wiih 
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With  fnuff  was  filled  his  ebon  box 

Of  Ihiir-boncs  rotted  by  the  pox, 

Kinc  fpirits  of  blafpheming  fops 

With  aconite  anoint  his  chops  ; 

And  give  him  words  of  dreadful  founds^  - 

G— <f  d— n  his  blood !  and  b— d  and  w— ds  t 

Thus  furnifhM  out,  he  fent  his  train 
To  take  a  houfccin  Warwick-lane : 
lL\\t faculty t  his  humWc  friends, 
A  coniplimenial  tneifage  fends : 
Their  prefident  in  fcarlet  gown 
Harangued,  and  wclcom'd  hitfi  to  town* 

But  Death  had  bufinefs  to  difpatch ; 
His  mind  was  running  on  hts  match. 
And,  hearing  much  of  Daphne's  farne^ 
His  maiefiy  of  terrors  came,  * 

Fine  as  a  colonel  of  the  guards". 
To  vifit  whci*c  (he  fare  at  cards  : 
She,  as  he  came  into  the  room, 
Thought  him  Adoni*  in  his  bloom. 
And  now  her  heart  with  pleafuie  jumps; 
She  fcarce  rcmemljers  whar  is  trumps; 
For  fuch  a  (hape  of  (kin  and  bone 
Was  never  feon,  except  her  Own : 
Charm 'ci  with  his  eyes,  and  chin,  and  fnout„ 
Her  pockct-glafs  drew  flilv  out ; 
And  grew  cnamour'd  witli  her  phiz, 
As  juft  the  counterpart  of  his. 
She  darted  many  a  private  glance. 
And  freely  made  the  firft  advance  j 

Was 
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"Was  of  her  beauty  grown  ib  -vaiD, 

She  doubted  not  to  win  tUc  fruiam. 

Nothing  (he  thought  could  fooner  gain.himi 

Than  with  her  wit  to  cntenain  him. 

She  afk*d  about  her  fiicnds.l»elo\v ; 

This  meagre  fop,  that  battcrkl  beau  t 

Whether  fome  late  departed  coafts 

Had  got  gallants  among  the  ghoils  ? 

If  Cloe  were  a  (harper  ftill 

As  great  as  ever  at  quadrille  ? 

(The  ladies  there  muft  needs  be  rooks, 

For  cards,  wc  know,  are  Pluto's  books  ly 

If  Florimcl  had  fouod  her  love. 

For  whom  (h<^  hang'd  herfelf  above  i 

How  oft*  a  week  was  kept  a  ball 

By  Proferpinc  at  Pluto*shall? 

She  fancied  thp^e  Elytian  (hades 

The  fwcetcrt  plate  for  mafquerades  t 

How  pleai'anr,  on  the  banks  of  Styx, 

To  troll  it  in  a  coach  and  fix  ! 

What  pride  a  fcmatc  heart  inflames  I 
How  endlefs  aie  ambition's  aimik ! 
Ccal':,  haughty  nymph;  '^he  Fates  decree 
Dcaili  mull  not  be  a  Ipoulc  for  thee  : 
Jm;i,  v.licn  by  chance  ihe  meagre  fnadtf 
Vjtor.  thy  hand  his  tinger  laid, 
Thv  hand  as  dry  and  cold  as  lead, 
>lis  matrimonial  fpirit  fled; 
Hw'  felt  about  liK  heart  a  damp, 
Tha:  quite  o^tinguifhM  Cupid'^  lansp : 

O  a  Away 


Away  the  frighted  fpe6hre  feuds. 
And  leaves  my  lady  in  the  fuds. 

DAPHNE. 

T^ APHNE  knows,  with  c<jual  eafe, 
-*^  How  to  vex  and  how  to  pleaie? 
But  the  folly  of  her  fex 
Makes  her  fole  defight  to  vex. 
l)ever  woman  more  devis'd 
Surer  Ways  to  be  dc^s'd : 
Paradoxes  weakly  wie]<fing. 
Always  cooquer'd,  never  yielding. 
To  difpute,  herxhief  delight^ 
With  not  one  o[Mnion  right : 
Thick  her  arguments  ihe  lays  on. 
And  with  cavils  combats  reafon ; 
Anfwers  in  decifive  way, 
!Kever  hears  what  you  can  fay : 
'Still  her  odd  perveifenefs  Ihows 
Chiefly  whese  ihe  notiung  knows ; 
And,  where  ihe  is  moil  familiar. 
Always  peeviiher  and  (ilHer : 
All  her  fpirits  in  a  flame 
When  ihe  knows  ihe  's  mts^  to  blame. 

Send  me  hence  ten  dioufand  miles. 
From  a  face  that  always  fmiles : 
None  could  ever  wEt  that  pait^^ 
But  a  Fury  in  her  heart. 

Ye 
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Te  who  hate  fuch  inconfiflence^ 

To  be  eafy,  keep  yottr.diiUace.| 

Or  in  folly  ftill  befiiend  her. 

But  have  no  concern  to  mond  her^ 

Lofe  not  time  to  contradi£fc  her. 

Nor  endeavoQV  to  otmiASt  her. 

Neirer  lake  k  in  your  thoo^. 

That  (he  *11  own,  or  cure  a  fault.  ^ 

Into  contradidioo  warm  her. 

Then,  perhaps,  you  may  reform  her  t 

Only  take  this  rule  -along. 

Always  to  advife  her  wron|^; 

And  reprove  her  when  ihe  's  right  j 

She  may  then  ^w  wife  for  fpight. 

No  -—  that  icheme  wUI  ne'er  {ucceedj, 
She  has  better  learnt  her  creed : 
She  's  too  cunning,  and  too  ikilful. 
When  to  yield^  and  when  be  wilfuL 
Nature  holds  her  forth  two  mirrors. 
One  for  truth,  and  one  for  errors  : 
That  looks  hideous,  fierce,  and  frightful^ 
This  is  flattering  and  delightful : 
That  ihe  throws  away  as  foul ; 
.Sits  by  this,  to  drefs  her  fouL 

Thus  you  have  the  cale  in  view^ 
Daphne,  'twixt  the  Dean  and  you. 
Heaven  forbid  he  ihoald  defpife  thee ! 
But  will  never  more  advife  thee. 


THE 
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THE  PHEASANT  AND  THE  LARK* 
A  FABLE.    BY  DR,  DELANY.     i73«< 

^*  -T  Q^U  intquae 
•*  Tarn  patiens  urbi«,  t?ift  frrrcps^  ut  tcncat  fc  ^* 

T  N  ancient  times,  as  bards  Indite, 
-*■  (if  cjcfks  have  conn'd  tlife  records  right)  « 

A  Peacock  reign'd,  whof^'glorioiis  f>yajr 
His  fubjefts  with  delight  obey  :  '     ' 

His  tail  was  Scauteotis  tq  l)chold,  *    '  . . 

Replete  with  goodly  eycS  and  gold  " .  *  ^ 

( Fair  emblem  of  that  Monarch's  guifb,    • '    - 
Whofc  train  at  once  is  rtch  arid  wife).'      -"  -  -    • 
And  princely  rul'd  he  many  regions, 
And  ftatefnivn  wife,  and  valiant  legions^ 

A  Pheafant  Lord *,  above  the  reft,  •'    '• 

With  every  grace  and  talent  bleft,  -••  • 

Was  f4nt  to  fway,  with  all  his  ikill,  ■  -  ;■• 

The  fceptre  of  a  neighbouring  hill  f*        .     '  * 
No  fcience  was  to  him  unknown, 
For  all  the  arts  were  all  his  own  ; 
In  all  the  living  learned  read,  *    ^ 

Though  more  delighted  with  the  dtad  i 
For  birds,  If  ancient  talcs  fay  true. 
Had  then  their  Popes  and  Homers  too. 


*  Lord  Carteret,  lord  lieutenant  of  Ircfenct 
f  IreianU, 
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Could  read  and  write  in  profe  and  verfe. 

And  fpeak  like  **♦,  and  build  like  Pearcc  *. 

He  knew  their  voices^  and  their  wings, 

VVho  fraootheft  foarsy  who  fweeteil  fings^ 

Who  toils  with  ill-fledg'4  pens  to  climbs 

And  who  attain'd  the  true  fublime  : 

Their  merits  lie  could  well  defcry. 

He  had  fo  cxqulfije  an  eye  ; 

And  when  that  faiFd,  to  fhew  them  clear. 

He  had  as  exquifite  an  ear. 

It  chaoc'd,  as  on  a  day  he  flray'd. 

Beneath  an  Academic  ihade, 

He  lik'd,  amidfl  a  thoufand  throats* 

The  wildncf*  of  a  Woodlark's  f  notes. 

And  fearch'dy  and  fpy'd,  and  feiz'd  his  game, 

And  took  him  home,  and  made  him  tame ; 

Found  him  on  trial  true  and  able, 

So  cheer'd  and  fed  him  at  his  table* 

Heie  fome  flircwd  cri^ick  finds  I  'm  caughr. 
And  cries  out,  **  Better  fed  than  taught"  — 
Then  jcfts  on  game  and  tame,  and  reads 
And  jefts,  and  fo  my  tale  proceeds. 

Long  had  he  ftudy'd  in  the  Wood, 
Converfing  with  the  wife  and  good ; 
His  foul  with  harmony  infpir'd. 
With  love  of  truth  and  virtue  fir'd  j 
His  Brethren's  good  and  Maker's  pralfe 
Were  all  the  ftudy  of  his  lays  j 

**  A  famous  modem  architect 
t  Dr.  Dclany. 

O  4  Were 


His  greateft  blefHng  was  to  blefs.  -^ 

This  fix'd  him  in  his  Pationfs  bitaft^ 
But  fir'd  with  envy  all  the  reft : 
I  mean  that  noify  crafing  crew,. 
Who  round  the  Court  inceffant  flew. 
And  prey'd  like  rooks,  by  pairs  and  doze 
To  fill  the  maws  of  fons  and  coufin»  t 
^  Unmov'd  their  heart,  and  chill'd  their  b 
^  To  every  thought  of  common  good,. 
**  Confining  every  hope  and  care*' 
To  their  own  low  contra^d  fphere. 
Thefe  ran  hina  down  with  ceaielefs  cry^ 
But  found  it  hard  to  tell  you  why. 
Till  his  own  worth  and  wit  fuppl/d 
Sufficient  matter  to  deride : 
"  'Tis  Envy's  lafcft,  (ureftrule^ 
**  To  hide  her  rage  in  ridicule : 
*'  The  vulgjQ:  eye  ihe  bcft  beguiles,. 
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Rtyw  had  his  fenfe  and  kaming  gnev'd  them. 
Bat  that  his  charity  teliev'd  them ! 

*•  At  highcft  Wordl  dull  Matice  reaches^ 
^  As  flufs-  poLlvkt  the.  faireft  poadks  : 
^  Envy  defames,  as  har^es  vile- 
«<  Devotir  ilie  food  they  firft  difite.** 

Now  ait  the  fnik  of  all  Ins  fivc«r— - 
«  He  was  net  Mthcrto  a  ftver^  — * 
What  then  could  make  thtir  rage  run  madf 
*•  Why  wKa«  Yttt^'d,  nofr  what  he  had. 

«  What  tyiant  o'er  inreated  ro]^, 
**  Or  rackty.  or  rods,  to  puniih  hopes  ^ 
«  Th*  inh€«Mu*o  of  Hope  wd  Fame 
**  Is  ftldon  SntMy  Wifdom's  aimt 
**  Or,  if  it  wfeiCy  »  not  ie  (biilU 
**  But  tbere  is  xoom  enough  for  aU.'' 

If  he  but' chalice  to  breathe  rfbng 
(He  feldom  fang-t  and  never  long);. 
The  noify,  rude,  malignant  croud> 
Where  it  was  high,  pronounc'd  it  loud : 
Plain  Truth  was  Piide ;  and  what  was  iilfier^ 
Eafy  and  Friendly  was  Familiar. 

Or,  if  he  tun'd  his  lofty  lays,. 
With  fxdemn  air' to  Virtue's  praii^^ 
Alike  abufive  and  enoneous. 
They  caU'd  it  hoarfe  and  unharmonlous : 
Yet  fo  it  was  to  fouls  like  theirs, 
Tunelefs  as  Abel  to  the  Bean  T 

A  Rook  *  with  harih  malignant  caw 
Began,  was  follow^  by  a:Dawt 

•  Dr.  T— — r.  +  Right  Hon.  Rich.  Tighe. 


Has  learnt  his  Fables  to  refiae : 
He  jumbles  mcB  aod  birds  together^ 
As  if  they  all  were  of  a  fieather  i 
You  fee  him  iirft  the  peacock  brings 
Agamft  all  rules,  to  be  a  king  i-'- 
That  in  hi&  tail  be  wore  his  eytSy 
By  which  he  grew  both  rich  and  wife. 
Nowy  pray,  obftnne  the  Dodor^  chaise, 
A  peacock  ciiole  for  flight  and  voice : 
Did  ever  mortal  &t  a  peacock 
Attempt  a  flight  above  a  haycock  f 
And  for  lus  flnging,  Do6l:or,  you- know; 
Himfelf  ooroplain'd  of  it  to  Juno^ 
He  fqualls  in  fuck  a  hellifh  noife. 
It  frightens  all  the  village  boys.. 
This  peacock  kept  a  (landing  force^* 
In  regiments  of  foot  and  horfe ; 
Had  ftatcfn^en  tgo  of  every  kind. 


ANSWER  TO  FBEASANT  AND  LARK.  ^ 

Andf  when  among  companions  piir^, 
•Could  quote  you  Ctcero  and  Liv^r. 
Sirds,  as  he^fays*  and  I  allovr, 
Were  fchokrs  then»  as  we  are  now-i 
^Could  read  all  volumes  up  to  folios. 
And  feed  oh  fiticaflees  and  oMos. 
This  Pheafant,  hj  the  Peacock's  wUl, 
'Was  Viceroy  of  a  ndghbdonag  hiU'j 
And,  as  he  wandet'd  in  his  Bark, 
He  chanced  to  fpy  Ji;  Clergy  Lsik  f 
Was  taken  with  his  pcifon  outward. 
So  prettily ^he  pick'd  axow-t--<l : 
Then  in  a  net  the  Pkealant  caught  hiuv. 
And  in  his  palace  fed  and  uughc  him* 
The  moral.of  the  Tale  is  pkiUat^ 
Himfelf  the  lark,  my  Lord  the  pheafafltrt 
A  lark  he  is,  and  f uch  a  lark 
As  never  came  from  Noah's  aik : 
And  though  he  had  noDther  notion. 
But  building,  planning,  and  devotion:; 
Though  'tis  a  maxim  you  maft  know, 
'Who  does  no  ill,  can  have  no  foe; 
Yet  how  (hall  Ixcxprefs  in  words 
The  fbrange  ftupidity  of  birds  ? 
This  Lark  was  hated  in  the  wood, 
Becaufe  he  did  his  brethren  good. 
At  laft  the  Nightingale  comes  in. 
To  hold  the  Do6^or  by  the  chin  : 
-We  all  can  find  out  what  he  meanSf 
The  worft  of  difalfefted  Deans  t 

Whofe 


^Itft  'SWIFT-S    TOEMS. 

Take  my  adfke }  fi»fliike  you  fafc, 

I  know  a  ibdneir  way  by  half. 

The  point  19  plun :  mnoiMe  the-  cauCe  1 
^Defend  your  libeities  «iid  laws« 

3e  fometifnes  <tt>  your  oountry  true, 
VHave  once  the  public  good  in  view  t 

Bravely  de(f»fe  Champagne  at  Comtf 

And  ehufe  to  dine  at  hosie  with  Port : 
:X«t  Prelatesi  by  their  good  behavioar, 
^Conyince  ua  they  believe  a  Saviour } 
'l^^or  fell  what  they  (o  dearly  bought. 

This  country,  now  their  owa,  for  nofughu 
'  '  Ne'er  did  a  true  fatiric  Mofe 
*  Virtue  or  Innocence  abufe ; 
:  And  'tis  againft  poetic  rules 

To  rail  at  men  by  aature  fools :  1 

'  But   ♦♦•♦♦*»♦# 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  MARRIAGE*. 

jpTATIS  SUJE  fifty-two, 
•*^*-'  A  rich  Divine  *  began  to  woo 
A  handfome,  young,  imperious  girl» 
Nearly  related  to  an  r£arl. 
Her  parents  and  her  friends  confent^ 
The  couple  to  tlie  temple  went : 
They  firft  invite  the  Cyprian  queen ; 
'Twas  anfwer'd,  "  She  would  not  be  feen  :" 

^  The  date  and  hero  of  tliis  poem  arc  unknown.  N. 

The 
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The  Graces  next,  and  all  the  Mufet, 
,  Were  bid  in  form,  but  fest  dcufet. 
Juno  attended  at  the  fidrch» 
With  farthing-candle  for  a  torch  { 
While  miftreft  Irii  held  her  arain» 
The  faded  bow  diftilling  raiii. 
Then  Hclit  came,  and  took  her  place^ 
But  iheW*d  no  more  than  half  her  fact. 

Whflte'cr  ihofe  dire  forebodings  acantt 
In  mirth  the  wedding-day  was  fpent ; 
The  wedJing-da}%  you  take  me  right, 
I  promifc  notliing  for  the  night. 
The  Bridegrooniy  droft-to  nuke  a  figure, 
AiTumcs  an  ani^ial  vigour ; 
A  floariflit  night -cap  oa,  to  grace 
His  ruddy,  wriinkled,  fmiling  fa«e)- 
Like  the  faint  red  upon  a  pippin. 
Half  withe  I 'd  by  a  winter's  keeping. 

And  thus  (ct  out  this  happy  pair, 
Tlic  Swain  \%  licii,  the  ICymph  is  fair; 
But,  what  i  (gladly  would  forget, 
Tlis  Swain  i^  old,  tlie  Nymph  coquette. 
Both  from  th.:  goal  togadier  llart ; 
Scarce  nin  a  iUp  before  they  pan  (,, 
No  common  ligament  that  binds 
The  various  textures  of  their  minds ; 
Their  thouglits  and  a£Uons,  hopes  and  fears, 
Lefs  correfponding  than  their  years. 
Her  fpoufe  deiires  his  coffee  foon* 
Siie  rifes  to  her  tea  at  noon. 
.-  Vol.  IL  P  Wliik 


While  he  goetf  oOT  so  f  ItttpM  Ymsk^ 
She  at  the  gltfs  ceftkilts  h«r  k)okt  r 
While  Betty 's  buzziqg  in  ker  tar, 
Lordy  wjiat  a  dnl£»  diWa  j^OM  wear ! 
So  odd  a  choice  how  could  ihe  tfakc  I 
Wiih'd  him  a  colbnel  fof  her  fake. 
Then,  on  her  fingetfs  6iids»  (he  couati^ 
ExwEif  to  what  hb  agei  ani^at«. 
The  Dcan^  ihe  hc4rd  hm  luide  fay; 
Is  fixty,  if  he  be  a  day; 
His  ruddy  jcfaeeks  are  no  difjguife  | 
You  fee  the  crowa-fcet  ssiuid  his  eyei. 

At  one  ftetimbka  to  the  ihopt^ 
To  cheapen  tea,  and  talk  with  fopti 
Or  calls  a  council  of  her  mads, 
And  tradefmen,  to  compare  brocades* 
Her  weighty  fflonkiDg*bufiAefs  o'er^ 
Sits  down  to  dinner  juft  at  four; 
Minds  nothing  that  is  dene  or  faid. 
Her  evening-work  fo  fills  her  head. 
The  Dean,  who  us'd  to  dine  at  one^ 
Is  maukiih,  and  his  ftomach  gone; 
In  thread-bare  gown,  would  fcarce  a  Icmfe  hoM^ 
Looks  like  the, chaplain  of  his  houfli«ld  i 
Beholds  her,  from  the  chaplain's  place^ 
In  French  brocades,*  and  Flanders  heo  t 
He  wonders  what  emptoyt  her  braia. 
But  never  alks,  or  ato  in  ttth; 
His  mind  is  full,  of  Other  caret. 
And,  in  the  fneaking  parAin^  $k%t 
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CMipvttSy  that  lulf  ft  fm§k  «Uie$ 

Will  har4^  0RdJut  wife  ia  Aon. 
Ctnft  thou  maifjmt,  dnll  Divinct 

^wiUgmi'horkyve,  to  mike  her  fine  ^ 

idath  (he  no 'Other  wantt  Mkk  ? 

Yoo  raifc  MioB  at  weH  at  pride ; 

Bntictng^  coxcombs  to  adore^ 

And  teach  her  to  del^  thee  mora. 
If  in  her  eoaeh  iie  "H  condefcend 

To  place  htm  at  the  hinder  end. 

Her  hoop  ishoift  above  his  nofe, 
iHis  odious  gown  wouH  foil  her  cloaths. 
And  drops  bim  at  the  dinrch,  to  praj, 
While  fte  drives  on  to  fee  the  play. 
He,  like  an  orderly  IKrine, 
Comes  home  a  qnarter  alter  nine. 
And  meets  her  hading  to  the  ball : 
Her  chairmen  pufli  him  from  the  wall. 
He  enters  in,  and  walks  up  (hirst ' 
And  calls  the  family  to  pra)'ersi 
Then  goes  alone  to  take  his  reft 
In  bed,  when  he  can  fpare  her  befl. 
At  five  the  footmen  make  a  din» 
Her  Ladyfliip  is  juft  come  in ; 
The  mafquerade  b^an  at  two. 
She  ftole  away  with  much  ado  | 
And  (hall  be  chid  this  afternoon. 
For  leaving  company  fo  foon  : 
She  '11  (ay,  and  flie  may  truly  faj  % 
IU)e  can't  abide  to  ftay  out  late. 

P  %  Bat 
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But  now,  though  fcarce  t  tv^elvemonth  qiaiTyM^ 
Poor  Lady  Jane  has  thrice  miicarry'd  i 
The  caufe,  alas,  is  quickly  gueft; 
The  town  has  whifper'd  round  the  jofL 
Think  on  feme  remedy  in  time, 
You  find  his  Reverence  pa(l  his  prime^ 
Already  dwindled  to  a  lath  { 
No  other  way  but  try  the  Bath. 

For  Venus 9  rifing  from  the  ocean,. 
Infus*d  a  flrong  prolific  potion^ 
That  mixM  witli  Acheloiis' fpringy 
The  bontid  flood,  as  pQCts  fmgi^ 
Who,  with  an  Englifli  beauty  imittent 
Ran  under-ground  from  Greece  to  Britain  | 
The  genial  virtue  with  him  brought, 
And  gave  the  Nymph  a  plenteous  draught  j 
Then  ded,  and  left  his  horn  behind, 
For  hufbands  pafl  their  youth  to  find  : 
The  Nymph,  who  ftill  with  paffion  burn'd. 
Was  to  a  boiling  fountain  turn'd. 
Where  childleifs  wives  croud  every  morn, 
To  drink  in  Acheloiis'  horn. 
And  liere  the  father  often  gains 
That  title  by  anbther^s  pains* 

Hither,  though  much  againd  thjC  grain^ 
The  Dean  has  carry'd  Lady  Jane. 
He,  for  a  while,  would  not  confent. 
But  vowM  his  money  all  was  fpent  : 
His  money  fpent !  a  clowniih  rcafon  * 
And  mud  my  Lady  flip  her.fcafon  ? 

The 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  MARRIAGE. 
The  Do£^or,  with  a  double  fee. 
Was  brib*d  to  make  the  Dcm  agree. 

Here  all  diverfions  of  the  place 
Are  proper  in  my  Lady's  cafe  ; 
*\Vith  which  ihc  patiently  compliesr 
Merely  becaufe  her  friends  advife '; 
His  money  and  her  time  employs 
In  mufick,  raffling-rooms,  and  toys ; 
Or  in  the  Crofs-bath  fijseks  an  heir. 
Since  others  oft'  have  found  one  there  : 
Where  if  the  Dean  by  chance  appears. 
It  ihames  his  cafTock  and  his  years. 
Kc  keeps  his  dilhnce  in  the  gallery. 
Till  banifli'd  by  fome  coxcomb's  raillery  j 
For  'twould  his  chara£ler  expofe 
To  bathe  among  the  belles  and  beaux. 

So  have  I  fccn»  within  a  pen^ 
Young  ducklings  fofUrM  by  a  hen ; 
But,  when  let  out,  tlicy  run  and  muddle. 
As  infkin€t  leads  them,  in  a  puddle  : 
Tlic  fobcr  hen,  not  born  to  fwim. 
With  mournful  note  clucks  round  the  brim. 

The  Dc:an,  with  all  his  bell  endeavour. 
Gets  not  an  heir,  but  gets  a  fcvcu 
A  viftim  to  the  laft  cflays 
Of  vigour  in  declining  days, 
ITc  dies,  and  leaves  his  mourning  mate 
{What  could  he  kfs  ?)  his  whole  cftatc. 

The  widow  goes  through  all  her  forms  j 
Kcw  lovers  r.ow  vyill  come  in  fwarms. 
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Her  fiiToiin  to  (one  Inroken  enfiga  I 
Him  let  her  marrj,  te  hk  face^ 
And  oiJy  coat  of  tmilhM  taat  $■ 
To  turn  her  naked  out  of  dbors> 
And  fpend  her  jointure  on  hk  whbrcsf 
Bat,  for  a  parting  prefent»  leave  fcer 
A  rooted  pox  to  iaft  fox  eY€c4 

AN  EXCEthtlffi  NEW  BMUlIAD^ 

«lt   TH« 

TRUE     k«GLIsk     DbAN^ 
t6  be  banged  ecu  A.%K'PE.     1730. 

f. 

^^UR  hicthrcn  of  En^andy  #ho  Ib^e  th  %  deny 
^^  And  in  all  they  do  for  tR  fo  kindly  do  inean, 
(A  hlefiingiipon>them!)  %ia%e'fent1is'dilis'yif^ 

For  the  good  cif  «iir  diurchy  a  true  £agiift  Deafen 
A  holier  pried  ne'«r  Was  %rapt  up  !n  etttpe. 
The  woift  you  cpi  fay,  lie  comttiined-a  ^rape. 

^  n. 

In  his  journey  to  Dublio>'he  lighted  at  Chcftnv 
And  there  he  grew  fond  of  another -oian's  wifcs 

Burft  into  her  chamber,  and  Would  have  carefs'd  her^ 
But  fbe  valued  her  honour  much  more  than  her  life. 

She  bullied  and  fbaggled,  and  made  her  efcape 

To  a  room  full  of  guefb,  for  fear  of  a  rape. 

♦  Sawbridgc,  Dean  of  Femes.  F. 

III.  The 
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III. 
The  dean  beffuifttfldy  «o  sccovar  faU  game ; 

And  iww  Mjcuckih^  again  lie  pfcparct  e 
9ttt  die  .oenfmy  flood  in  defence  q{  dtc  dame, 

They^udgd'dy  and«uft  bim,  iwd  kickM  him  down 


His  Deanihip  was  now -in  a  damnable  fcnipey 
And  this  was  no  time  for  co^unitting  a  rape. 

IV. 
To  DubUn  ht  comoCy  «>  the  bagnio  be  goet. 

And  oidecMie  kndlord  to  bring  him  a  whorei 
No'(cpq|4e  oame  on  him  his  gown  to  expofe, 

'Twas  what  idlhb  life  he  had  pra£tis'd  before*  ' 
He  had  made  himfelf  druidc  with  the  juice  of  the  gmpt^ 
And  got  a  good  ch^,  hot  pommitted  no  rape. 

V. 
The  Dean,  tnd'his'landloid  a  joHy  comrade, 

RefolvM-ibr  a  foctnigfac  to  fwim  b  detight ; 
For  why«  they  had  both  been  brought  up  to  the  trade 

Of  drinking  all  day,  and  of  whoring  all  night. 
His  landlord  was  ready  hit  Deanihip  to  ape 
la  erery  debanch  but  committing  a  rape. 

VI. 
Thu-Proieftant-«akit^  diis  Engliih  divine. 

In  church  aad  in  ftate  was  of  principles  foundi 
Was  truer  than 'Steele  to  the  Hanover  Hne, 

And  grievM  that  a  Tory  Ihoold  live  above  gnnuuL 
Shall  a  fnbje£k-ib  loyd  be  hang'd  \^  the  nape, 
lor  BO  other xflflK  lot  owimiitiBg  a.nqie  i 

P  4  VIL  By 
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vn. 

Bv  oM  Popilh  canons,  as  wife  men  have  peim'd  'ciAg 

I^ach  prioft  had  a  concubine,  jure  icclefidt ; 
Who  '(!  be  Dean  of  Ferr.es  without  a  commtmdmdf 

And  precedents  we  can  produce,  if  it  pleafe  ye  x 
Then  why  fliould  the  Dean,  when  whores  lure  io  cheap, 
Be  pu:  to  tht;  pciil  and  toil  of  a  rape  ? 

VIII. 
If  fonune  (hould  pleafe  but  to  take  fuch  a  crotchet 

(To  thee  I  apply,  great  Smcdley's  fuccelTor) 
*}  o  gito  tlMc  U'wn  f.eeviSi  a  mtre^  and  rocbet^ 

Whom  wouMll  thou  refcmble  ?  I  leave  thee  a  gueiTer, 
T)ur  I  only  bchuld  thee  in  Athcrcon's  *  ihape« 
VQxfidomj  h^ng'd ;  4s  thou  for  4  rap^ 

IX. 

Ah  !  doft  ihou  not  envy  the  brave  colonel  Chartres, 
Conclcmn'd  for  thy  crime  at  thrcefcore-and-ten  ^ 

To  hang  him,  all  EngUnd  would  lend  him  tbpir  garters, 
Yvt  he  lives,  and  is  ready  to  ravifli  again. 

Then  throptle  thyfelf  with  an  ell  of  flrong  tape. 

For  thoq  had  not  a  groat  to  atone  fo(  a  rap^. 

X. 
The  Dean  he  was  vcx*d  that  his  whores  were  fo  willing: 

He  longed  for  a  girl  that  would  druggie  and  fqualli 
He  ravifh'd  h;:r  fairly,  and  fav*d  a  good  ibiUing  { 

But  here  wjis  to  pay  tlie  devil  and  all. 
Hi»  U'ouble  and  forrows  now  come  in  a  heap, 
And  hang'd  he  x^yxd  b^  for  comiBitting  t  rape, 

*  A  bi(hop  of  W«terford,  of  infamous  cliara6^er.   K^ 

^I.  If 
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If  miidcns  are  raviih'dt  ic  is  dieir  own  choice  a 
Why  are  tbcy  ib  wilfid  to  ftniggle  with  mca } 

If  they  would  but  lie  quiet,  and  ilifle  their  voice» 
No  Devil  nor  Dean  could  raviih  them  then. 

Nor  would  there  be  need  of  a  ifanong  hempMi  cape 

Ty'd  round  die  Dean's  neck  for  committing  a  rape« 

XII. 
Our  Church  and  our  Sute  dear  England  maintains. 

For  which  all  true  Proteffamt  hearts  fliould  lie  glad  t 
She  fends  us  our  Biihops  and  Judges  and  Deans  ]^ 

And  better  would  give  us,  if  better  (he  had. 
But,  lord  !  how  the  rabble  will  flare  and  will  gape, 
When  tlie  good  Engliih  Dean  is  hang'd  up  for  a  rape  ) 


ON     STEPHEN    DUCK, 

THE  THRESHER  AND  FAVOURITE  POET* 

A  QUIBBLING  EPIGRAM.  1730. 

^T^HE  threiher  Duck  could  o*er  the  Q^een  prevail^ 
"^    The  proverb  fayis;  uofencg  ^gaimfi  afmL 
From  threjbing  com  he  turns  to  tbrejb  his  brains } 
For  which  her  Majcfty  allows  him  gratMj, 
Though  'us  confeft,  that  thofe,  wlio  ever  faw 
His  poems,  think  them  aU  noc  worth  zjrawf 

Thrice  happy  Duck,  cmploy'd  In  thxcHbiRgflMU  f 
Thy  toil  is  Ict&n'di  and  thy  profits  double. 

THE 
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TteKSfpSJAftrimiicrclMMberagiKs,  . 
Array*d  in  lace>  brocadosi^ond  tiffues. 
Strqphog,  who  found  the  room  was  Aroid^ 
And  Betty  otherwife  en\pJoy'd^ 
Su^  in,  and  took  a  ftriift  furvey 
Of  all  the  litter  as  it  Uy : 
Whereof,  to  make  the  matticr  clear, 
An  MVSMt^  follows  heie. 

And,^  firft,  a  dirty  fmock  appcar*d. 
Beneath  the  arm-pits  well  befmear'd ; 
Str^hon,  theirogue,  'difplayM -k  wide^ 
And  turn'd  it  round  on  every  fide  : 
In  Tuch  ^a  eife,  ^w  -words  -aie  heft. 
And  Strephpn  bids  us  guefs  the  reft. ; 
But  fwearSy  liow  damnibly  the  men  lie 
In  calling  Caelia  fweet  and  cleanly. 

Now  liAen,  while  he  nexMxiduces 
The  various  comtt  for  various  uTes ; 
Fill'd-up  with  dirt  fo  clofely  fixt. 
No  brufli  could  force  a  way'bet^^ix  i  ' 
A  paile  of  compo'fition  rare. 
Sweat,  dandrifip,  powder,  lead,  an^luur* 
A'for^ead-cloth  with  oil  upon't. 
To  fmoolh  the  wrinkles  *on  her  front : 

Here 


THE  LADY^  DR£SSmG4tOOM.     ^t^ 

Here  alum-flDtvtt,  to  italp  tlie  Atutti     ^ 

ExhtPd  from  kfor  ^urfm»y  ibftmn  $ 

There  night  ^jicwtt  «»di  ^^TAjfiij^  fhlAe^ 

Bequeathed  by  Tnpfef  Mmi  -Ift  W^ 

With  popt^JWMr,  ^mKf%  hAp, 

DimU'd  from  TH|^ei^  ^teUSK  whlO^ 

Here  galky-poft  «Hd  "Hch  yhetl. 

Some  fill'd  wMi  mAt^  'fbMe  wMi  tttfte> 

Some  with  poroatiMn,  -pltats,  waA*ftop%, 

And  ointmttitt'gobd'ferfctl^  fittofi. 

Hard-by  a  filthy  hAn  ftaofls, 

Foul'd  with  the  feemring  tff^r  tenSs  t 

Yhe  bhfen  trieck  whatever  tcmitty 

The  fcn^pinljii  ftora  her  ttseth  'ttid^g^iMift> 

For  here  (be  l{f^9  Mid  hot  fltt  fpaei. 

Buty  oh  f  it  ^ttini'8  poor  otrcphvnl  t)Owt^f 
When  he  beheld  «nd;feii^tketot^t, 
Begumm'dy  b)eA)ltttrr<d, -and  %ebtm*d. 
With  dirt,  and  ^A^ireat,  nA  cn-vnOi'gtkti^  s 
No  obje£^  Strephon's  eye-«^cyp^ ; 
Here  petticoats  in  frowzy 'hevpB; 
Nor  be  the  hhndlNBlthiefs^nEgot, 
All  vamifii^lb^i«itti Tmsdff imcl  fiiDt^ 
The  ftockis^fhAff  Vtoold  1  «tpofe» 
Stain*d  with  the  mDiftftreoEhertotfS;- 
Or  greafy  coiii^'er  phmtntveking. 
Which  Csliacfl^pt^at  le«fta  week  inr 
A  pair  of  tweezers  next  lie  found. 
To  pluck  her  biow«in  stihes  TounU ; 

^  Or 
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Oi  haiVs  thit  fink  the  ibrebead  low. 
Or  on  hvf  chin  like  biiiUcs  grow. 

The  ▼irtiict  we  muft  t^  let  pafs 
Of  Cclia's  magnifying-gli^s ; 
When  frighted  Strephon  ctfl  hit  eye  on 't. 
It  (hew*d  the  viftge  of  a  giant  t 
A  glafs  that  can  to  fight  difclofe 
The  fmalleft  worm  in  Cxlia*s  nofet 
And  faithfully  dire&  her  nail 
To  fqueeze  it  out  from  head  to  tail  % 
For,  catch  it  nicely  by  the  head,   , 
It  muft  come  out,  alive  or  dead. 

Why,  Strephoa,  will  you  tell  the  reft  } 
And  mufl.yott  needs  defcribe  tl)e  chcft? 
That  carelefs  wench  1  no  creature  warn  her 
To  move  it  out  from  yonder  corner! 
But  leavf^t  (landing  full  in  fight. 
For  you  to  exercife  your  fpite  H 
In  vain  the  workman  ihew'd  hh  wit. 
With  rings  and  hinges  counterfeit, 
To  make  it  fecm  in  this  difguife 
A  cabinet  to  vulgar  eyes, 
Which  Strephon  ventur'd  to  look  in, 
Eefohr*d  to  go. through  thick  and  tk'nu 
He  lifts  the  lid :  there  needs  no  mofCi 
He  fmelt  it  all  tlie  time  before*  ^<^ 

As,  from  within  Pandora's  boz» 
When  Epimechcus  op'd  the  locks, 
A  fudden  univerfal  crew 
Of  human  evils  upward  flew,   .. 


Me 
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He  dill  was  comforted  to  find 
That  bop4  at  laA  remain'd  behind  r 
So  Strcphon,  lifting  up  the  lid, 
To  view  what  in  the  cheft  was  hidy 
The  vapours  flew  from  out  the  vent  f 
But  Strephon,  ciuaous,  never  lueaoc 
The  bottom  of  the  pm  to  grope. 
And  foul  his  hands  in  (earch  of  bopi. 

O !  ne'er  may  fuch  a  vile  machine  ^ 

JBe  once  in  Cclia's  chamber  feen  I 
O  !  may  ihe  bettor  learn  to  keep 
Tfcofe  fecrets  of  tb0  boary  Jitf  •  / 

As  mutton-cutlets,  f  frmi  rfmimtt 
Which,  tliough  with  art  you  fall  and  bc«^ 
As  laws  of  coc^ery  require, 
And  roaft  them  at  t\\t  cleared  ^xt  % 
If  from  adown  the  hop^ul  chop*         ^ 
The  fat  upon  a  c^lkler  drops,    • 
To  itinking  ftncike  %  turns  the  fiame^. 
Poifoning  tlic  flefli  from  whence  it  came, 
And  up  exhales  a  greafy  flench, 
For  whicli  you  curfc  the  carelefii  wench  i 
So  thingi  which  mud  not  be  expreft, 
"When  pluti^  into  the  reeking  cheil,  • 
Send  up  an  eacreAentar  faell 
To  taintHk  parts  from -whence  they  fell ; 
Thq  petticoats  and  gown  perfume, '  * 
^nifwaft  a  (liAk  round  every  room. 

*  ICluMk        ^  #FriBu  vironimr 

Th« 
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Tims  IbaAbig  in  gnod  fiin«]r» 
Tliefwaiodi%QlMt»iik«iMy;  » 

Repeating  in  his  vmkiui  fks» 
«Obl  Cxlia;  CaiEa,  Odi«ik^r' 
But  Vengegncfy  goddbfr  aeve r  toyUg^ 
Soon  puniftVi  Scroplw  ftm  hk  peeping: 
Hi^  foul  imagiiutkw  Itr^ 
Each  dame  kt  lees  wid&  all  her  (liDkii 
An^y  if  unftvory  •dours  fly. 
Conceives  a  lady  iUndmg  1^. 
All  women  his  dtfcriptioa  fitv 
And  both  ideas  }uoip  like  via  s  .* 

By  vioioii9  ftacy  •oMpkci  faft. 
And  Ml  appfartug  in  cmtrefi. 

I  pity  wretched  IStrephon,  lAin4 
To  all  the  chiuniis  of  womanokia^ 
Should^he  Qigfen  of  Love  rsfui«t 
Becauie  flie  rofe  from  (Unkin0)EK>»9  ? 
To  him  tluc  looks  behind  <|k  fceiM^ 
Statira  's  but  fame  pocky  quean. 

Whei^  Cxlia  all  her  glory  ihi>W9» 
If  StrephoA  w«^d  bat  ilop  his  }lQfi^ 
W^io  now  ib  imptouiny  blaffihemefi 
Her  ointments,  daul>s,  and  pa40tiw  «lid-Cf9Qmiw 
ficr  wafhesy  (lops,  and  ^ery.ekHitt  ' 

With  which  hs  mak«8  i«  foul  a  rcHit  it 
He  foon  w6uld  karn  to  tki&k  like  w^       ^ 
And  blefs  his  miOi'd  «ycs  ro  foU^ 
Such  order  from  confufion  fprung,  * 

Such  gaudy  tt^t  raja'd  from^ung. 
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TF  neither  bnrfs  nor  niirble  can  with(hmd 

^  The  mortal  forty  of  Time^  deftn^ve  hand ; 

If  mountsuiis  fink  to  vales, « If  cities  m. 

And  leffening  rivenr  mourn  their  fountains  dry? 

When  my  old  caflbcR:  (faid  a  WeWh  divxnc) 

Is  out  at  elbows ;  why  fhoutd  I  repine  ? 

ON    MR.    PULTENEY'S 

BEING  PUT  OUT  OF  THE  COUNCIL.  1731. 

C IR  Robert,  wcary'd  by  WiH  Puhency's  teatings, 

^  Who  intcfrupttti  him  in  all  hS  leafings, 

Refold  that  Will  and  he  fliould  meet^  more : 

Full  in  his  face  Bob  fhms  the  council-door ; 

Nor  lets  him  fit  as  juftice  on  the  bench,  ^ 

To  puniih  thieyes,  dr  lafli  a  fuburb-wench. 

Tet  (Hll  St.  Stephen's  chapel  open  lies 

For  Wm  to  enter.— What  (hall  I  advife  ? 

Ey'n  quit  the  House,  for  thou  too  long  haft  fat  in  'c» 

Produce  at  laft  thy  dormant  ducal  {patent ; 

There,  near  thy  mafter*8  throne  in  (helteDplac'd, 

Let  Will  unheard  by  thee  his  thunder  wyfte. 

Yet  (Hll  I  fear  your  work  is  done  but  half : 

'Tor,  while  1ft  keeps  his  pen,  you  are  not  fafe. 

Hear  an  oM  fable,  and  a  dull  on^oo  i 
It  bent  a  moral,  when  apply'd  to  j&n, 

A  hire  had  k)ng  efcap'd  ptrrfuing  liounds 
By  often  (hifting  into  diOant  grounds ) 

Tiy, 
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Till,  findiiig  all  his  anificet  vainy 

T4B  fafc  his  lift  ht'leap'd  into  the  main.     ' 

But  there,  alas  !  he  could  no  fafety  find, 

A  pack  oidog'fi/b  had  him  in  the  wind. 

He  fcours  away  lAind,  to  avpid  the  Toe, 

]>efcends  for  ihelter.to  the  ihades  below  : 

There  Cerberus  lay  watching  in  his  den 

(He  had  not  fecn  a  hare  the  lord  knows  when). 

Out  bouncM  the  maOiff  of  the  triple  liead  i 

Away  the  hare  with  double  fwifcnefs  fled; 

Hunted  from  earth,  and  fea,  and  hell,  he  flies 

{Fear  lent  him  wing;s)  iot  fafety  to  the  ikies.         * 

How  was  the  fearful  animal  diftiefl ! 

Behold  a  foe  more  fierce  than  all  the  rell : 

Sirius,  ,the  fwifteil  of  the  heavtnly  pack, 

Fail'd  but  an  inSh  to  feize  him  by  the  back« 

He  fled  to  earth,  but  (irft  it  coll  him  dear  : 

He  left  his  fcut  behind,  and  half  an  ear. 

Thus  was  the  hare  purfued,  though  free  from  gu^It ; 
Thus,  Bob,  fhak  thou  be  maul'd,  fly  where  thou  wilt. 
Tlien,  honeft  Robin,  of  thy  corpfc  beware  ; 
Thou  art  not  half  fo  nimble  as  a  hare : 
Too  ponderous  is  thy  bulk  to  mount  the  Iky ;       '^ 
Kor  can  you  go  to  iellf  before  you  die.  * 
So  keen  thy  buhierSf  and  thy Jcent  fo  ftrong. 
Thy  turns  and  doublings  cannot  fave  tliee  long  ^. 

*  This  hunting  ended  in  the  promotion  both  of  Will 
and  Bob.  Bob  was  no  longer  flril  minifter,  but  cimtI  of 
Orford;  and  Will  was, no  longer  hi^  opponent^  but 
<arlofBath.    H.. 
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FREDERICK  T>UXE  OF  SOHOKfBERG* 

(  Htc  infra  (itutn  eft  corpus  ' 

FREDERICI   DUCIS   DE  SCHOMBERG, 

ad  BUDINDAM  occifi,  A.  D.  1690. 

*'DECANUS  et  CAPITULUM  maximopcrc  etkm 

-atquc  etiam  pciien:  nt, 

Ut  H^RSDES  DiXciS  monumentum 

■In  memoriam  farenTjs  crigendum  curarent: 

Scd  poftquam  per  epiftoUs-,  per  amicos, 

diu  ac  faepe  orando  nibprofccere ; 

Hunc  demum  lapidem'ipfi  ftatuerunt, 

t  Saltern  ut  fcias,  hofpes, 

Ubinam  terr»rum  SCONBERoiNSES  cinews* 

delitefcunfc. 

"  Plusipotuit  fama  virtutis  apud  alienos, 

**  Quam  fanguinis  proximitas  apud  fuos." 

A.  D.  1731. 

♦The*duke  was  unhappily  killed,  in  eroding  the 
river  Boyne,  July  1,  i6<yO;  and  was  buried  In  St. 
Patrick's  cathedral  j  where  t/;c-  dean  and  cliapter 
creeled  a  fmail  monument  to  his  honour,  ac  their  own 
cxpence. 

t  rbe  words  that  Dr.  Swift  fir; 0  concluded  the  epi- 
taph with,  were  **  Saltern  uifuiL  viator  indignabunHus^ 
*>  quaii  in  ccllula  taati  duV->()iij»  cincrcs  delitercunt."" 

Vol.  II.  Q^  CASSINUS 
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CASSlNtJS     AND     PETER. 
.     A   TRAqiCAI^    EiI^E(?15.  i7i,. 

rp  W  O  college  fopjis.  of  Cambridge  growtbt 
"*■    Both  fpecial  M^tSy  and.  lovers  bdtb; 
ConCerring  as  they,  us'd  to  mtct 
.   On  love,  and  books,  in  rapture  fwe^  ;^ 

{Mufe,  find  me  narne^  t6fi(  my  metre, 
Cai!uiu3  this,  and  t*  other.  I(e^}s 
Friend  Peter  to  Gl#pus  go06j 
To  cl)at  a  whilei  and  warm  his.nofe : 
But  fuch  a  fight  was  never  ieen. 
The  lad  lay  fwallow*d  up  in  fpleem 
He  feem'd  as  juft^cxept  out  of  bed^ 
Ooe  greafy  (lodging  round  his  ^ead^ 
The  other  he  iat  down  to  dam 
With  threads  of .differcnt-colour'd  yarx^  j 
His  breeches  torn  ezpoiing  wide 
A  ragged  ihirt  and. tawny  hide. 
Scorch'd  were  his  ihins,  his  legs  were  bare^j 
But  well  cmbrown'd  with  dirt  and  hsur* 
A  rug  was  o'er  his  ihoulders  thrown 
(A  rug ;  for  night-gown  he  had  none). 
His  Jordan  flood  in  manner  £ctihg 
Between  h;s  legs  to  ^yr  or  fpit  in; 
His  ancient  pipe,  in  fable  dy'd. 
And  half  ttxd&nok'di  Jay  by  his  fide. 
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Him  thus  accoutred  Peter  fbuncl, 
With  eyes  in  fmokc  tnd  weeping  diown*d  | 
The  leaving^  of  fait  laft  night's  pot 
On  embers  plac'd,  to  dfiilc  it  hob 

Why,  CaiTyi  diou  wik  doze  thy  pite » 
What  makes  thee  lie  a-bed  to  Iste } 
The  fincKy  the  linnet;  and  the  thxufiit 
Their  matdns  chant  in  every  buih  < 
And  I  have  heard  theb  oft'  falute 
Aurora  with  Aj  early  flute. 
Heaven  fend  thou  haft  not  got  the  hy^  t 
How  I  not  a  word  come  from  thy  lipt  ? 

Then  gave  him  fome  familiar  thumps  $ 
A  college^dke,  -to  coit  the  dumps. 

The  fwain  at  laft;  with  grief  oppreft, 
Cry'dy  Caelia  f  thrice,  and  "fighM  the  red. 

Dear  Cafly»  thou^  to  aflt  I  dread. 
Yet  aik  I  muft.    Is  Cselia  dead  ? 

How  happy  I,  were  that  the  worftf 
But  I  was  fated  to  be  curft. 

Come,  ten  us,  has  (he  pla/d  the  viAiOrt} 

Oh,  Peter,  would  it  were  no  more  I 

Why,  plague  confound  her  fandy  locks  1 
Say,  has  the  fihall  «r  greater  po^ 
Sunk  down  her  nofe,  or  feam'd  her  hot } 
Be  eafy,  'tis  a  common  cafe. 

Oh,  Peter !  beauty 's  but  a  vamifh. 
Which  time  and  accidents  will  tamifh  t 
But  Cxlia  ha^  contriv'd  to  blaft 
Thofe  beauties  that  might  ever  lafl. 
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Nor  can  imagination  gucfs,. 
Nor  eloquence  divine  exprcfs, 
How  that  ungrateful  charming  maid 
Mv  pureft  paflion  has  .l)Ctray*d. 
ConceiTe  the  moft  in  venom 'd  dart 
To  pierce  an  injur'd  loverfs  heart. 

Whv,  hang  her;  though  (he  fcem  fo  co}?^ 
I  know  (he  loves  the  barlicr^s  boy. 

Friend  Peter,  this  I  could  excufe;  "  ^ 

For  cverv  nvmph  has  leave  to  chufe'; 
Nor  havt  I  reaf«»n  to  complain, 
She  loves  a  more  deferviag  fwain. 
But,  o^  !  how  ill  haft  thou  divin'd 
A  crime,  that  (hocks  all  human-kind  j 
A  deed  unknown  to  .female  race. 
At  which  the-(un  (hould  hide  his  face,; 
Advice  in  vain  you  would  apply-— 
Then  leave  me  to  defpair  and  die. 
Yc  k  ind  x\rcadians,  on  my  urn 
Thcfe  elegies  and  fonjiets  burn  i 
And  on.the  nurble  grave  thefc  rhymes^ 
A  monument  to  after-times  : 
<<  Here  CalTy  lies,  by  Caelia  (lain, 
"  And  dying  never  told  his  pain." 

Vain  empty  world,  farewell.     But  hark. 
The  loud  Cerberian  triple  bark. 
And  therc-7-behoUl  Alc£lo  itand,    ' 
A  whip  of  fcorpions  in  licr  han<L 
Lo,  Ciiaron  from  his  kaky  whorry 
Beckoning  to  waft  me  o'er  the  ferry.    . 

I  conie^ 
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r  come,  I  come,  Mcdufa  I  fkc, 
Her  fcrpents  hifs  direct  at  me. 
Begone  j  unhand  me,  helliih  fry  : 
"  **  Avaunt — ye  cannot  fay  'tiy  I." 

Dear  CaiTy,  thou  mud  purge  and  bleed  5 
I  fear  thou  wilt  be  mad  indeed. 
But  now,   by  friendfliip's  facrcd  laws, 
I  here  conjure  thee,  tell  the  caufe ; 
An^f^slia's  horrid  faft  relate  : 
^Jmy  friend  would  gladly  fharc  thv  fate. 

To  force  it  out,  my  heart  muft  rend  : 
Yet  when  conjured  by  fuch  a  friend- 
Think,  Peter,  how  my  foul  is  rackt ! 
Thefc  oy€8,  thefe  eyes,  beheld  the  faft. 
Now  bend  thine  ear,  fmce  out  it  muft  5 
But,  when  tliou  feed  me  laid  in  duft. 
The  fccrct  thou  fti alt  ne'er  impart. 
Not  to  the  nymph  that  keeps  ihy  heart  j 
(How  would  her  virgin  foul  bemoan 
A  crime  to  afU  her  fcx  unknown  !) 
Nor  whifper  to  the  tattling  reeds 
The  blacked  of  all  female  deeds  ; 
Nor  blab  it  on  the  lontly  rocks, 
Where  Echo  (its,  and  lifienmg  mock?? ; 
Nor  let  ii;e  Zephvrs   treacherous  gale 
Through  Cam!in<igc  waft  the  diicful  tale  j 
Noi  tO'the  chatreiin^  fe  irhcr'd  race 
DifcovcrCxlia'i  foul  i.ifKracc, 

•  See  Macbeth. 

Q.S  But 
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Butf  if  you  fail,  my  ijp^Qat  dread. 
Attending  nightly  rousd  your  bed  : 
And  yet  I  dare  confide  ki  you  : 
So  take  my  fecret,  and  adieu. 
Nor  .wonder  how  I  loft  my  wits  : 
Oh  !  Cxlia,  Cxlia^  Cslia  ih—  I 

A  BEAUTIFUL  YOUNG  NYMPHK 
GOING     TO     BED. 

WRITTEN  FOR  THE  HONOUR  OF  THE  FAt.ft  SEX., 

/^ORINNA^  pride  of  Drury-laoe, 
^^  For  whom  no  ihepherd  fighs  in  vuAi 
Kever  did  Covent-garden  boaft 
So  bright  ^  batter'd  flrolling  toaft ! 
No  drunken  rake  to  pkk  her  up ; 
No  cellar,  where  on  tick  to  fup-; 
Returning  at  the  midnight  hour. 
Four  (lories  climbing  to  her  bower  i 
Then,  fcated  on  a  three-legg'd  chair^ 
Takes  off  her  artificial  l^dr. 
Now  picking  out  a  cryflal  eye. 
She  wipes  it  clean,  and  lays  it  by. 
Her  eye-brows  from  a  moufe's  hide 
Stuck  on  with  art  on  either  fide. 
Pulls  off  with  care,  and  firft  difpUys  'em» 
Then  in  a  play-book  fmoochly  lays  'cm* 
Now  dextrouily  her  plumpers  draws. 
That  ierve  to  fill  her  hollow  jaws. 

Untwiib 
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Untwifts  a  wire,  and  fjtom  her  gums 
A  fet  of  teeth  completely  conie$. 
Pulls  out  the  ra^  contriT'd  to  ^p 
Her  flabby  dil|g8.  HBd  doWh  tli^  4rclpk 
Prodcldifig  OD,  tht  Ibrely  Goddeft 
Unlaces  next  her  iUel-ribb'd  bodke^ 
Which,  by  the  open^or's  (kill, 
Prefs  down  die  lumps,  the  hollow^  fdU 
Up  goes  Heir  hand,  and  ofF  (he  flips 
The  bolften  that  fupply  her  hips. 
With  gentleft  touch  fhe  next  explores 
Her  ihankreS)  iftues,  running  fores  $ 
EStGti  of  mtoy  a  fad  difailter, 
And  then  to  each  a(>plies  a  plaiikt  t 
But  muft,  befbi%  0^  goes  to  bed^ 
Rub  off  the  daubs  ot  white  and  red. 
And  (kloo^  the  fiMtows  in  her  front 
With  greafy  paper  Ihj^ck  ui|)0nt. 
She  takes  a  bolus  ierb  tit  ilbeps } 
And  then  between  two  blUnkets  cxteps. 
With  pains  of  love  torinetoted  lies ; 
Or,  if  ihe  chance  to  clofe  her  eyes. 
Of  Bridewell  and  the  Compter  dreams^ 
And  feels  the  laih,  and  funtly  fcreains} 
Or,  by  a  faithldfs  bully  drawn. 
At  fome  hedge-tavern  lies  in  pawn  | 
Or  to  Jamsuca  feems  tranfported 
Alone,  and  by  no  planter  courted ; 
Or,  near  Fleet-dirch's  oozy  brinks, 
Siartouiidtd  with  a  hundred  ftink», 

0^4  Belated, 
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Belated,  feems  on  watch  to  lie. 
And  fnap  fome  cully  paiBng  by ; 
Or,  (Iruck  with  fear,  her  fancy  runs 
On  watchmen,  conftables,  and  duns, 
From  whom  ihe  meets  with  frequent  rubg  $ 
But  never  from  religious  clubs, 
Whofe  favour  flie  is  fure  to  find, 
Becaufe  ihe  pays  them  all  in  kind. 

Corinna  wakes.     A  dreadful  fight! 
Behold  the  ruins  of  tlie  night ! 
A  wicked  rat  Jier  plaifter  ftole. 
Half  ear,  and  dragged  it  to  his  hole. 
The  cryftal  eye,  alas  I  was  mifs*d ; 
And  pufs  had  on  her  plumpers  p— fs*d* 
A  pigeon  pick'd  her  iflue-peas  : 
And  Shock  her  treffcs  fiU'd  with  fleas. 

The  nymph,  though  in  this  mangled  plight^^ 
Muft  every  morn  her  limbs  unite. 
But  how  fliall  1  defcribe  her  arts 
To  recolleft  the  fcatter'd  parts  ? 
Or  fhew  the  anguilh,  toil,  and  pain. 
Of  gathering  up  herfclf  again  H 
The  ba&ful  Mufc  will  never  beat 
In  fuch  a  fccne  to  interfere. 
Corinna,  in  the  morning  dizcn*d^ 
Who  fees,  will  fpue;  who  fmells,  be  peifoA'dw. 
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STREPHON   AND   CHLOE.  1731*. 

/^F  Chloe  all  the  town  has  rung,, 

^^  By  every  (ize  of  poets  fung  : . 

So  beautifulr-a  nymph  appears 

But  once  in  twenty  thoufand  years ; 

By  Nature  form'd  with  niceft  care, 

And  fauhlefs  to  a  Tingle  luir. 

Her  graceful  mien,  her  (hape,  and  face,. 

Confefs*d  her  of  no  mortal  race: 

And  then  fo  nice,  and  fo  genteel ; 

Such  cfeanlinefs  from  head  to  heel : 

No  humours  grofs,  or  frowzy  fteams, 

No  noifome  whifFs,  or  fweaty  ftreams. 

Before,  behind,  above,  below, 

Could  ffom  her  taintlcft  boily  flow : 

Would  fo  difcrectly  things  difpofe. 

None  ever  faw  her  pluck'  a  rofe. 

Her  deareft  comrades  never  caught  her 

Squat  on  her  hams,  to  make  maid's  watert 

You  'd  fwcar  that  fo  divine  a  creature 

Felt  no  neceffities  of  nature. 

In  fummer  had  (he  walk'd  the  town. 

Her  arm-pits  would  not  ftain  her  gown : 

At  country-dances  not  a  nofe 

Could  in  the  dog-days  fmcll  her  toes. 

Her  milk-white  hands,  both  palms  and  backs. 

Like  ivory  dry,  and  foft  as  wax* 

Uir 
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Her  hindff,  the  foftcft  ever  felt, 
ThcRigh  cold  would  bum,  though  dry  woukknele* 
•  Dtaur  Venn's,  hide  ^hi$  ^ndroUs  hiaHl, 
Nor  let  her  loofe  to  fpoil  your  trade. 
Wlule  (he  i'ngroflfes  every  fWain, 
You  but  o*er  hdf  the  world  can  reigm 
Think  what  a  cafe  all  irien  Kre  now  in. 
What  ogling,  iighing,  toafting,  vowing  f 
What  powder'd  wigs !  what  flames  and  darts  I 
What  hampess  full  ot  bleeding  hearts ! 
What  fword-knots  1  what  poetic  fbains  ! 
What  billet-doux,  and  clouded  canes  ! 

But  Strephon  figh'd  fo  loud  and  Arong^ 
He  blew  a  fettlement  along; 
And  bravely  drove  his  rivals  down 
With  coach  and  fix,  and  houiie  in  town* 
The  bafhful  nymph  no  more  withflandt, 
Becaufe  her  dear  papa  commands. 
The  charming  couple  now  unites : 
Proceed  we  tO'the  marriage-rites. 
Jmpiimh,  at  the  temple-porch 
Stood  Hymen  with  a  Naming  torch : 
The  froiling  Cyprian  Goddefe  brings^ 
Her  infant-loves  with  purple  wings  i 
And  pigeons  billing,  fparrows  treading^ 
Fair  emblems  of  a  fruitful  wedding. 
The  Mufes  next  in  order  follow. 
Conduced  by  their  (quire,  Apollo  r 
Tlien  Mercury  with  filver  tongue  j 
And  Hebe,  goddefs  ever  yov  ng. 

S  Behold, 
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Behold,  the  bridegroom  and  his  bride 

Walk  hand  in  hand,  and  fide  by  fide ; 

She  by  the  tender  Graces  dre{V>- 

But  he  by  Mars,  in  fcarlfct  veft 

The  nymph  was  covar'd  with  hcrJUanmeumi^ 

And  Phoebus  fung  th'  ifitbalamumi 

And  lafty  to  make  the  matter  fure, 

Bame  Juno  brought  a  pried  demure. 

Luna  was  abfent,  on  pretence 

JAtv  time  was  not  till  nine  months  hence. 

The  rites  performed,  the  parfon  paid-- 
in (late  retum'd  the  graad  parade ; 
With  loud  huzza's  from  s^  the  boys, 
That  now  the  pair  mud  crouuM  thiirjoyu 

But  (Hll  the  hardefl  pan  remains : 
Strephon  had  loog  perplcx'd  his  brains^. 
How  with  fo  high  a  nymph  he  might 
Demean  himfelf  the  wedding-night  i 
For,  as  he  view'd  his  perfon  round. 
Mere  mortal  fleih  was  all  he  found  : 
His  hand,  his  neck,  his  roouch,  and  feet^ 
Were  duly  wa(h*d,  to  keep  them  fweet 
(With  other  parts  that  (hall  be  namclefs. 
The  ladies  elfe  might  think  roe  fhamelefs). 
The  weather  and  his  love  were  hot  j 
And,  (hould  he  druggie,  I  know  what«-* 
Why,  let  it  go,  if  I  mud  tell  it- 
He  '11  fweat,  and  then  the  nymph  may  Oaaelliti^ 
While  ihc,  a  goddcfs  dy'd  in  grain^ 
Was  unfufccptible  of  dain. 

And,* 
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And,  Vcnus-likc,  her  fragrant  fkin 
ExhaPd  ambrofia  from  within. 
Gan  fuch  a  deity  endure 
A  mortal  human  touch  impure  ? 
How  did  the  humbled  Twain  deteft 
His  prickly  beard,  and  hairy  bread  ! , 
His  night-cap,  border'd  round  with  lace,. 
Could  give  no  foftnefs  to  his  face. 

Yet,  if  the  Goddefs  could  be  kind, 
What  endlfefs  raptures  mud  he  find  I 
And  GoddefTes  have  now  and  then 
Come  down  to  vifit  mortal  men ; 
To  vifit  and  to  court  them  too  : 
A  certain- Goddefs,  God  knows  who, 
(As  in  a  book  he. heard  it  read) 
Took  Colonel.  Pcleus  to  her  bed. 
But  what  if  he  fhould  lofe  his  life 
By  venturing  on  his  heavenly  wife  ? 
(For  Strephon  could  remember  well. 
That  once  he  heard  a  fchool-boy  tell^ 
How  Semele  of  mortal  race 
By  thunder  died  in  Jove*s  embrace.) 
And  what  if  daring  Strephon  dies 
By  lightning  fhot  from  Chloe's  eyes  ?  . 

While  thefe  reflexions  filTd  his  head,\ 
The  bride  was  put  in  form  to  bed  : 
He  follow'd,  flript,  and  in  he  crept, 
Bttt  awfully  his  diilance  kept. 

Now  ponder  tcelly  ye  parents  dear ; . 
Forbid  your  daughters*  guzzHng  beer  ;• 
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And  make  them  every  afternoon 
'Forbear  their  tea,  or  drink  it  foon ; 
That,  ere  to  bcjd  they  venture  up. 
They  may  difcharge  it  every  fup:; 
If  not,  they  muft  in  evil  plight 
Be  often  forc'd  to  rife  at  night. 
Keep  them  to  wholefome  food  confinM, 
Nor  let  thdm  tafte  what  caufcs  wind-: 
('Tis  this  the  fage  of  Samos  means, 
•Forbidding  his- difciples  beans.) 
O  !  think  wliat  cviis  muft  enfue; 
Mi  fs.Moll  the  jade  will  bum  it  blue*: 
And,  when  fhe  onx:e  has  got  the  art. 
She  cannot  help  it  for  her  heart  j 
But  out  it  flies,  ev^n  when  (hfc  meets 
Her  bridegroom  in  the  wedding>iheels. 
Carmwati've  and  diuretic 
Will  damp  all  pa  (lion  Sympathetic  : 
And  Love  fuch  nicety  requires, 
One  biiji  will  put  out  all  his  fires. 
Since  hufbands  get  behind  the  fcenc. 
The  wife  (howld  Ihidy  to  be  clean ; 
Nor  give  the  fmall«ft  room  to  guefs 
The  time  when  wants  of  nature  prefs-j 
But  aficr  marsiagc  praftife  more 
Decorum  than  fhe  did  before  j 
To  keep  her  fpoufe  deluded  ftill. 
And  make  him  fancy  what  (he  will. 

In  bed  we  left  the  married  pair  : 
''Tis  time  to  fliew  how^  things  went  there. 

Strej>hon^ 
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StrephoQ,  who  hdd  been  often  told) 
That  fortune  (till  affifts  the  boldi 
Rcfolv'd  to  mabcthe  firft^uttack  ; 
But  Chloe  drovjBi  faun  fiercely  baclc 
iHow  could  a  nymfih  ib  thafte  as  Ghloc^ 
With  conftitution.eold  aiHl*fiH>wy> 
Termit  a  ))rut$ih)in«9  to^t^yioh  her? 
«£v'n  lambs  hy.-.inilMC^rfty  thebtttch«r« 
^etifbuice  on.the^we^ding^^ 
1%  what  our  maidfns^daiiii  by  right  t 
And  Chloe,  'tas.  by  jdl  agreed, 
*Was  maid  iD>  thought;^  fluid:  word;  andldced. 
"Yet  fome  a(%n:.  a  .diflFerent  reaibn ; 
That  Strephon  chole  nof  pto|«r  feaf<ift«, 

Say,  FaiF-Otte»}4nuft  Imake  a.pfttdi^ 
Or  freely  (eU  thiefecttt  caiift^? 

Twelve  cups  of  tea  (with  grief  I  fpeak} 
flad  now  con(lral{i'd  the  n3Fn)ph  to  leak. 
This  point  muft  needs  be^fettled  firft : 
The  bride  muil«idier  void  crvburft; 
Then  fee  the  dke.  effe^  of  -peafe  $ 
Think  what  can  give  the  colic  eafe* 
The  nymph,  oppr^s'd  before^  behind^ 
As  fhips  axe  tofi'd  by  waves  and  wrndp 
Steals  out  her  haodt  by  nature  led» 
And  brings  a  vefTel  into  bed  i 
Fair  utenfil,  as  fmeoth  and  white 
As  Chloe*s  ikm,  aknoft  as  bright. 

Strephon,  who  lieard  tlie  fumio^  rill 
As  from  a  swiTy  «iaff  difiii^ 
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•Cry'd  out,  Ye  Gods !  what  found  ts  tbis^? 

Can  Chloe,  heavenly  Chlqc, •? 

But  when  l^imelt  a  QQifg^.i^amy 
Which  oft'  attends  that  lu^er^pm^^.^ream  t 
i(Salerno  both  together  jp^ 
As  fovereign  rnddicbe^  £ojr,  rfvc/lojifi^  f ) 
And  though  contriv'di  )ye  may  fuj?po£4 
To  flip  his  q|iE^  yet  flfn^k,  itfs  nofp : 
He  found  her,  while  the.  ibq^tincm^'iU 
As  moruU  as  Ivontfelf  a^  dealt 
Butfoon,  wit(i  like  oc^K>i^.p<re& 
He  boldly  fent  his.  hand  m  qucft 
(Infpir'd  with  courage  frosA.  his.biidfi}. 
To  reach  tfi^  pot  on  t*  other  fide.: 
And,  as  he  fiU'd.the  xecdUng  vaicw 
Let  fly  a  roufer  in  her  face. 

The  little  Cqpids  hovering  fouiidy 
•(  As  pidures  prove,  jwith  garlands  cxDwnjl|i' 
Abafli'd  at  what  they  km  and  heard, 
Fkw  off,  nor  ever  more  s^ppear'd* 

Adieu  to  ravifliing  delights* 
High  raptures,  and  romandc  flights  1 
To  goddefles  fo.heavenly  fweet* 
JExjnring  fliepherds  at  their  feet ; 
To  filver  nvuds  and  ikady  bowen> 
DrefsM  up  wkh  amarantl^  flowers. 

How  great  a  change  I  how  quickly  madel 
They  leasn  to  call  a  fpade  a  fpade. 
They  foon  from  all  conftraint  are  fceed ; 
Caniee  each  Qfbu  4b  itiir  jtad^ 
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On  box  of  cedar  fits  the  wife, 

And  makes  it  warm  for  dear  eft  life% 

And,  by^the  bcaftly  way  of  thinking. 

Find  great  fociety  in  {linking. 

Now  Strephon  daily  trntertains 

His  Chloc  in  the  homeiieft  drains ; 

And  Chl«c,  -more  experience  grown. 

With  intered  ^ys  him  back  his  own. 

Ho  maid  «t  court' is  lefs  afham^, 

Howc*cr  for  felling  bargains  fam'd. 

Than  ihe  lo  name  her  parts  l>ehind,    ' 
.'Or  when  a- bed  to  let  out  wind. 
Fair  Decency,  celeftial  maid  f 
"Defcend  from  Heaven' to  Beauty's  aid  f 

Though  Beautymay  ijcget  defire, 

*Tis  thou  muft  fan  th&  Lover's  fire  j 

For  Beauty,  likefupreme  dominion. 

Is  heft  ifupported  by  Opinion : 

If  Decency  bring  no  fuppUes, 

Opinion  falls,  and  Beauty  dies. 
To  fee  fome  radiant  nymph  appear 

In  all  her  glittering  binh- day-gear. 

You  think  fome  Goddefs  from  the  iky 

Dcfcendcd,  ready,  cut  and -dry : 

But,  ere  you  fell  yourfclf  to  laughter, 

Confider  well  what  may  come  after ; 

For  fine  ideas  vanifti  faft. 

While  all  the  grols  and  filthy  lad. 

O  Strephon,  ere  that  fatal  day 
-When  Chloe  ftolc.your  heart  away, 
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Had  you  buc  chrough  a  cnnny  fpy'd 
On  houfe  of  cafe  your  future  brid^ 
In  all  the  p<^rt8  of  iiftr  f^e, 
Which  nature  gives  in  fucH  a  coCe  i 
Diflortiont,  gnNiMng9>  ftranimgs,  hemngi, 
Tweit  better  yeu  had  Ikk'd  her  leiyxngSy 
Than  from  experience  imd'too  late 
Your  goddefs  grown  a  fihhy  mate* 
Your  faacy  then  had  always  dwelt 
On  what  you  faw,  and  what  you  fmelti 
Would  dill  the  fame  ideas  give  ye. 
As  when  you  fpyViheron  the  privyv 
Andy  fpite  of  Chloef*? •charms  divine^ 
Your  heart  had  been  as  whole  as  mine* 

Authorities,  both  old  and  recent^ 
Dirtft  that  women  mu(!  be  decent  j  > 

And  from  the  fpoufe  eadi  blemiih  liide. 
More  than  from  all  the  world  beiide. 

Uojuflly  all  our  nymphs  complain 
Their  empire  holds  fo  fhort  a  reign ; 
Is  after  marriage  loft  fo  fbon. 
It  hardly  holds  the  honey-moon  : 
For,  if  they  keep  not  what  they  caugh^ 
It  is  entirely  their  own  fault. 
They  take  pofTcdion  of  the  crown» 
A&d  then  throw  all  their  weapons  down  i 
Though,  by  the  poUodan's  (cheme. 
Whoe'er  arrives  at  power  fupreme, 
Thofe  arts,  by  which  at  firil  they  gain  i^ 
They  dill  muft  prafhfe  to  mavicain  k» 
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What  yarious  ways  our  females  take 
To  pafs  for  wits  before  a  rake ! 
And  in  the  fruitlefsfearch  purfue 
All  other  methods  but  the  true ! 

.  Some  try  to  learn  polite  beha?iour  • 
By  reading  books  againft  their  Saviour ; 
Some  call  it  witty  to  reflet 
On  every  natural  dtfcGt  5 
Some  (hew  they  never  want  ezplainingy 
To  comprehend  a  double-meaning. 
But  fure  a  tell-tale  out  of  fchool 
Is  of  all  wits  the  greateft  fool ; 
Whofe  rank  imagination  fills 
Her  heart,  and  from  her  lips  diflils  ; 
You  *d  think  (he  utter'd  from  behind^ 
Or  at  her  mouth  was  breaking  wind. 

Why  is  a  handfome  wife  ador'd 
By  every  coxcomb  but  her  lord  ? 
From  yonder  puppet-man  inquire, 
Who  wifely  hides  his  wood  and  wire  1 
Shews  Sheba's  queen  completely  drefl« 
And  Solomon  in  royal  veft  : 
But  view  them  litter'd  on  the  floor, 
Or  ftrung  on  pegs  behind  the  door ; 
Punch  is  exactly  of  a  piece 
With  Lorrain's  duke,  and  prince  of  Greece* 

A  prudent  builder  fhould  forecaft 
How  long  the  fluff  is  like  to  lafVj 
And  carefully  obferve  the  ground, 
To  build  oi  fome  foundation  found. 

Wh 
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What  houfe,  when  ks  materials  crumble^ 

Muft  not  inerkably  tumble  ? 

What  edtiice  can  long  endurt 

Rais'd  on  a  bafis  unfecure  ^ 

Raih  mortals*  ere  ym  take  a  wife^ 

Contrive  your  pile  to  laft  for  life : 

Since  beauty  fcarce  endures  a  day* 

And  youth  fo  fwiftly  glides  away ; 

Why  will  you  make  yourfclf  a  bubble,       ..   ' 

To  build  on  fand  with  liay  and  ftubble  ?  ^ 

On  fenfe  and  wi^  your  paflion  found. 
By  decency  cemented  round  5 
Let  prudence  with  gOQd-nature  Arive, 
To  keep  efleem  and  love  alive. 
Then,  come  old  age  whene'er  it  will. 
Your  friendfliip  ihall  continue  (till : 
And  thus  a  mutual  gentle  fiie 
Shall  never  but  with  life  expire. 

APOLLO; 

OR, 

A    PROBLEM    SOLVED.  i73t. 

A  POLLO,  god  of  light  and  wit, 
^^  Could  vetfc  infpire,  but  fcldom  writ; , 
Refin*d  all  metals  with  his  looks. 
As  well  as  chemiils  by  their  books ; 
As  handfome  as  my  Lady's  page  j 
Sweet  five-and- twenty  was  his  age. 
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His  itig  QMKdMdtr <if  liRtnf  Miyty. 

He  crowned  his  ydtfChfdl  htiNi  whk  bi^  |. 

Not  all  the  court  <]f  faeafvir  coviM  flibtr 

So  nice  and  fo  complete  a  beau. 

No  heir  upoR  ins  fifil  apficannice^ 

With  twenty  thoufabd  pamifls  a-jcsr  icmt^ 

E'er  drove,  before  he  fold  bk  land^ 

So  fine  a  coach  along  the  Sctini  t. 

The  (pokeig,  W£  are  by  Ovid  toldi^ 

Wcve  filvelTy  and  the  as^le  gold  r 

(I  own^  'twas  but  a  coach  slnd  fettr^ 

For  Jupitei  allows  no  tnore!) 

Yet,  #ith  his  beatiit^,  ure«i1th,  and  {Milts^ 
Enough  to  win  ten  i^)ou4fid  htarrsi 
No  vulgar  deity  above 
Was  fo  unfortunate  in  lovfe. 

Three  weighty  caufcs  ytctt  iffigrlM, 
That  mov*d  the  nyinphs  to-be  unkind. 
Nine  Mufes  always  waiting  round  him^ 
He  left  them  virgins  as  he  found  them* 
His  iinging  was  another  fault ; 
For  he  could  reach  to  B  in  ait : 
And,  by  the  fentiments  of  Pliny, 
Such  fingers  are  like  Nicolini. 
At  lail,  the  point  was  fully  ciea^t 
In  ihorty  Apollo  had  no  beard. 
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THE  PL  ACE  OF  THl  D  AMNE1>. 

ALL  folks,  who  pretend  to  reRgion  and  gra^i^ 
Allow  diere  's  a  Hell,  but  difpute  of  the  pkce  V 
But,  if  Hell  may  by  logical  rules  be  defin**d 
The  place  of  the  damn'd—l  *\\  tell  you  my  mind. 
Where-ever  the  damnM  do  chiefly  abound, 
Moft  certainly  there  is  Hell  to  be  found  : 
Damn'd  poets,  damn's  critics,  damn'd  blockheads,  damn'4- 

knaves, 
Dzmn*d  fenators  brib'd,  damnM  proftitutey/^ryr/ 5 
Damn'd  laivjers  and  judges,  damn'd  lords  and  damn'd 

/quires ; 
Damn'd  Jpies  and  informers,  dzmn'd  friends,  and  damn'd 

liars ; 
Damn'd  vittaivs^  corrupted  in  every Jfation ; 
Damn'd  time-fenving  priefs  all  over  the  nation; 
And  into  the  bargain  f  'U  readily  give  you 
Damn'd  ignorant  prelates  and  counfeRors  privy. 
Then  let  us  no  longer  by  parfbns  be  fiamm'd. 
For  m^  k-Dow  by  theft:  mar^s  tlte  place  of  the  damn'd  1 
And  Hbll  to  be  f»re  is  at  Pat48  or  Rome. 
How  happy  for  us  that  ic  fs  not  at  home  I 
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T^Y  the  juft  vengeance  6f  incenfed  ikies, 
'^  Poor  Biihop  Judas  ktc  repenting  dies* 
The  Jews  cngag'd  him  with  a  paltry  bribe,. 
Amounting  hardly  to  a  crown  a  tribe  ; 
Which  though  his  confciencc  forcM  him  to  refton 
(And,  paifons  tell  us,  no  man  tan  do  more)  ; 
Yet,  through  defpair,  of  God  and  man  accurft,. 
He  lod  his  bifhoprick,  and  hang'd  or  burfl. 
Thofe  former  ages  differed  much  from  this  ; 
Judas  betray'd  his  mafter  with  a  kifs ; 
But  forae  have  kifs*d  the  gofpel  fifty  times, 
Whofe  perjury  's  the  leaft  of  all  their  crimes  1 
Some  who  can  perjure  through  a  two-inch  boarc(» 
Yet  keep  their  bifhopricks,  and  *fcape  the  cord: 
Like  hemp,  which,  by  a  fkilful  fpinfter  drawn 
To  (lender  threads,  may  fomctimes  pafs  for  lawn^^ 

As  ancient  Judas  by  tranJgr^Offt  feU, 
And  burjf  ajundtr  ere  he  went  to  hell ; 
So  could  we  fee  a  fet  of  new  Ifcariots 
Come  headlong  tumbling  from  their  mitred  chariotit 
Bach  modern  Judas  perilh  like  the  6rft ; 
Drop  from  the  tree,  with  all  bis  bowels  bDrfti.    ' 
Who  could  forbear,  that  vicw'd  each  guilty  face. 
To  cry,  "  Lo!  Judas  gone  to  his  own  place, 
'*  His  ha\Aiat\otv\tx.  «M  men  forfake, 
^  And  U^ Vas  Xa^o^xv:)*-  wtfS^t  \aiiv^V» 
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AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR.  GAY»   1731. 

TTQW  could  you.  Gay,  difgracc  the  Mufes*  train, 
■*■  •*•  To  fervc  a  taftelefs  Court  twelve  years  in  vain  ! 
Fain  would  I  think  o\xx  female  friend  f  fincere. 
Till  Bob,  the  poet's  foe,  poiTcfs'd  her  ear. 
Did  female  virtue  e*er  fo  high  afcend, 
To  lofe  an  inch  of  favour  for  a  friend  ? 

Say,  had  the  Court  no  better  place  to  chufe 
For  thee,  than  make  a  dry-nurfe  of  thy  Mufe  \ 
How  cheaply  had  thy  liberty  been  fold. 
To  fquire  a  royal  girl  of  two  years  old ; 
In  leading-firings  her  infant-deps  to  guide^ 
Or  with  her  go-cart  arable  fide  by  fide  ! 

But  princely  Douglas  and  his  glorious  dame 
Advanced  thy  fortune,  and  preferv'd  thy  fame. 
Kor  will  your  nobler  gifts  be  mifapply'd, 
"When  o'er  your  patron's  treafure  you  prefide  : 
The  world  fhall  own,  his  choice  was  wife  and  juft. 
For  fons  of  Phcebus  never  break  their  truft. 

Not  love  of  beauty  lefs  the  heart  inflames 
Of  guardian  eunuchs  to  the  Sultan's  dames  •. 

♦  The  Dean,  having  been  told  by  an  intimate  friend, 
that  the  Duke  of  Qiieenfberry  had  employed  Mr.  Gay 
to  infpe6^  the  accounts  and  maSagement  of  hi$  Grace's 
recti  vers  and  fte  wards  (which  however  proved  to  be 
a  miftake),  wrote  this  Epiftle  to  his  i-riend. 

t  The  countefs  of  Suffolk.    N. 
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Their  paflions  not  more  impotent  and  cold, 
Than  thofe  of  poets  to  the  luji  of  gold. 
With  Psan's  pureft  fire  his  ftvourkes  gloir^ 
The  dregs  will  ferve  to  ripen  ore  below  5 
His  meanefl  work  :  for,  had  he  thought  it  fit. 
That  wealth  (hould  be  the  appennage  of  wit. 
The  god  of  light  could  ne'er  have  been  fo  bUnd 
To  deal  it  to  the  worft  of  human -kind. 

But  let  me  now,  for  I  can  do  it  well. 
Your  condufk  in  this  new  employ  fbretel. 

And  firft  :  to  make  my  obfervation  right, 
T  place  Tijiatefmau  full  before  my  figlit, 
A  bloated  minifler  in  all  his  geer. 
With  lliamelcfs  vifagc  and  perfkiloas  leer;     * 
Two  rows  of  teeth  arm  each  devouring  jaw, 
And  odrich-llke  his  all-digefling  maw. 
My  fancy  drags  this  mmfier  to  my  view. 
To  (hew  the  world  his  chief  reverfc  in  you. 
Of  loud  unmeaning  founds  a  rapid  flood 
Rolls  from  bis  mouth  in  plenteous  dreams  of  mud  ; 
With  thcfe  the  court  and  fenate-houfc  he  plies, 
Made  up  of  noife,  and  impudence,  and  lies. 

Now  let  me  Ibew  how  Bob  and  you  agree  : 
You  ferve  a  potent  prince^  as  well  as  he. 
The  ducal  coffers,  ti-ufted  to  your  charge. 
Your  honeft  care  may  fill,  perhaps  enlarge : 
His  valTals  eafy,  and  the  owner  blefl ; 
They  pay  a  trifle,  and  enjoy  the  refl. 
Not  fo  a  nation's  revenues  are  paid  : 
Tlic  fervant*%  IwXx.^  ^tt  Qti  x.lvc  mailer  laid. 

the 
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The  people  with  a  (igh  their  taxes  brkig  j 
And,  curfing  Bob,  forget  to  blefs  tlve  Kiog. 

Next  hearken,  Gay,  to  what  thf  charge  requkviy 
'Wvi\\fervants,  tenmnts,  and  the  Bcighbouriiig/^iairilr 
Let  all  domeftics  feel  your  gentle  fway  3 
Nor  bribe,  infult,  nor  flatter;  nor  betnty. 
Let  due  reward  to  merit  be  tUow'd  \ 
Nor  with  your  kindred  bafftbe  piUmee  cfon»di 
Nor  think  yourfelf  fecurc  in  doing  wroag^ 
By  tell'iHg  nofes  nuitb  a  parly  firing. 

Be  rich ;  but  of  your  wealth  maiLe  no  paraflb^ 
At  lead,  before  your  mafUr's  debts  mreptddt 
Nor  in  a  palace^  built  <witb  cbargt  immenfoy 
Prefumejo  treat  bim  at  bis  ifum  expenct. 
Each  farmer  in  the  neighbourhood  can  couall 
To  what  your  lawful  ^^erquiiites  aniOttBt. 
The  tenants  poor,  the  hardaefs  of  the  timee^ 
Are  ill  excufes  for  a  fenrant's  crimes. 
With  intercfl,  and  z  premium  paid  befide, 
The  mafter's  preuing  wants  muft  be  fupplyMf 
With  liafly  zeal  behold  the  fleiward  come 
By  his  own  credit  to  advance  the  fumj 
Who,  while  tb*  unrigbteous  mammon  is  his  friendy 
May  well  conclude  lu<  power  will  never  ead. 
A  faithful  trcafurer  !  what  could  be  do  more  ? 
He  lends  my  Lord  ivbat  nuas  my  hordes  brfere. 

The  law  io  flri^Uy  guards  the  Monarch's  hetlti^. 
That  no  phydciaa  dares  prefcribe  by  iUalth : 
The  council  (it ;  approve  the  do^lor's  ikill  % 
And  give  advicci  before  he  gira  (he  ^IL 


^^ 
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But  xhtjiate  empiric  afts  a  fafcr  part  ; 
And,  while  he  poifons,  *wins  the  royal  heart. 

But  how  can  I  defcribe  the  ravenous  breed  ? 
Then  let  me  now  by  negatives  proceed. 

Suppofe  your  Lord  a  trufty  fervant  fend 
On  weighty  bufinefs  to  fome  neighbouring  friend  : 
Prcfume  not,  Gay,  unlefs  you  fcrve  a  drone. 
To  countermand  his  orders  by  your  own . 

Should  fome  imperious  neighbour  fink  the  boatt. 
And  drain  \}CiQ.jiJh'pondsy  while  your  mafter  dotes  % 
Shall  he  upon  the  ducal  rights  intrench, 
Becaufe  he  brib*d  you  with  a  brace  of  tench  ? 

Nor  from  your  Lord  his  bad  condition  liide. 
To  feed  his  luxury,  or  footh  Jiis  pride. 
Nor  at  an  undcr-rate  his  timber  fell. 
And  with  an  oath  affure  him,  edl  is  'WiU% 
Otfwear  it  rotten  j  and  ivitb  bumble  airs 
Requeft  it  of  him  to  complete  your  Ji airs ; 
Nor,  when  a  mortgage  lies  on  half  his  lands. 
Come  with  a  purfe  of  guineas  in  your  hands. 

Have  Peter  Waters  always  in  your  mind  } 
That  rogue,  oi  genuine  mini/ferial  kind. 
Can  half  the  peerage  by  his  arts  bewitch. 
Starve  twenty  lords  to  make  one  fcoundrel  rich  i 
And,  when  he  gravely  has  undone  a  fcore. 
Is  humbly  pray'd  to  ruin  twenty  more. 

A  dextrous  fteward,  when  his  tricks  are  found, 
hujb'money  fends  to  all  the  neighbours  round  j 
His  mafter,  unfufpicious  of  his  pranks. 
Pays  all  tlie  coft,  and  gives  the  villain  thankt* 

Att< 
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And,  fliould  a  friend  attempt  to  fct  him  right. 
His  Lordfhip  would  impute  it  all  to  fpite  j 
Would  love  his  favourite  better  than  before. 
And  truft  his  honefty  juft  fo  much  more. 
Thus  families,  like  realms,  with  equal  face> 
Are  funk  by  premier  minifters  •ffiati. 

Some,  when  an  heir  fucceeds,  go  boldly  on. 
And,  as  they  robb'd  ^tfathtr^  rob  the^. 
A  knave,  who  deep  imbroils  his  lord's  afiairs. 
Will  foon  grow  mcejfary  to  his  heirs* 
His  policy  confifts  in /etiing  traps t 
In  finding  wa^  and  means y  zndJioppiHggapst 
He  knows  athoufand  tricks  whene'er  he  pleaf<L 
Though  not  to  cure,  yet  palliate  each  difeafe. 
In  either  cafe,  an  equal  chance  is  run ; 
For,  keep  or  turn  him  out,  my  Lord 's  undone* 
You  want  a  hand  to  clear  a  fUthy  fink  ; 
No  cleanly  workman  can  endure  the  ftink. 
A  ilrong  dilemma  in  a  defperate  cafe  I 
To  a6l  with  infamy,  or  quit  the  place. 

A  bungler  thus,  who  fcarce  the  nail  can  hit, 
With  driving  wrong  will  naake  the  pannel  fplit? 
Kor  dares  an  abler  workman  undertake 
To  drive  a  fecond,  left  the  whole  (hould  break* 

In  every  court  the  parallel  will  hold  i 
And  kings,  like  private  folks,  are  bought  and  fold* 
The  ruling  rogue,  who  dreads  to  be  caihier'd. 
Contrives,  as  he  is  bated,  to  be  feared  t 
Confounds  accounts,  perplexes  alt  affairs ; 
For  vengeoMce  more  isnbroiis,  than  fiill  repair/. 
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So  robbert  (tnd  thdr  ends  are  jud  the  fame). 
To  'fcape  inquiries,  kave  tbe  boufe  mfiami. 

I  knew  a  brazen  minifler  of  ilate, 
Who  bore  for  twice  ten  years  the  puWic  hate. 
In  every  mouth  the  queilion  mofl  in  vogue 
VTaSy  When  <will  tbty  turn  out  ibis  odtQus  rogue  f 
A  ]un£hire  happened  in  his  highefl  pride  : 
While  be  went  robbing  on,  old  mafitr  dy*d. 
We  thouglit  diere  now  remain'd  no  xxwm  to  doubt  i 
£ff  J  nnork  is  Jone,  tbe  mimfter  muft  out; 
The  court  invited  more  than  one  or  two ; 
Will  you.  Sir  Spesxoer  ?  or,  Will^o*,  orjom  ^ 
But  not  a  Ibnl  his  office  durft  accept ; 
The  fubtle  knave  bad  all  the  plunder  fwept  t 
And,  fuch  was  tl^n  the  temper  of  the  tknes. 
He  ow'd  Itts  prefkrvation  to  his  crimes. 
The  candidates  obferv'dhis  dirty  paws; 
Nor  found  it  difficult  to  guefs  the  caoic  : 
But,  when  they  fmelt  fuch  foul  corrupdoos  round  hinv 
Away  tlicy  fled,  and  kft  Inm  as  they  found  ban. 

Thus,  wke«  a  greedy  {loven  once  has  thnotm 
His/xro/  ioto  tbe  mefs^  'tis  ail  his  4nm*  ^ 


ON 
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ON   THE   IRISH   BISHOPS*. 
1731. 

/ALD  Latimer  preaching  did  fairly  dcfcribe 
^^  A  biihop,  who  ruPd  all  the  red  of  his  tribe  j 
And  who  is  this  biihop  ?  and  where  docs  ke  dwell  i 
Why  truly  'tis  Satan,  arch-biihop  of  hell. 
And  H£  was  a  primate,  and  He  wore  a  mitre 
Surrounded  with  jewels  of  fulphur  and  nitre. 
How  nearly  this  bkhop  our  bifliops  refembles  i 
But  he  has  the  odds^  who  believes  and  who  tremhies^ 
Could  you  fee  his  grim  grace,  for  a  pound  to  a  penay^ 
You  *d  fwear  it  muft  be  the  bahon  of  Kilkenny : 
Poor  Satan  will  think  the  comparifon  odious ; 
I  wiih  I  could  find  him  ouf  one  more  commodious* 
But  this  I  am  fure,  the  mofl  reverend  old  dragon 
Has  got  OB  the  bench  many  bifhops  ^ffiragaa  % 
And  all  men  believe  he  refides  there  incog* 
To  give  them  by  turns  an  inviiible  jog. 

Our  biihopsy  puft  up  with  wealth  and  with  piicb^ 
To  hell  on  the  backs  of  the  clergy  would  ride. 
They  mounted  and  laboured  with  whip  and  with  ipu% 
In  vain — for  the  devil  a  parfon  would  fUr. 
60  the  Commons  unhors'd  them.;  and  this  was  their 

doom, 
On  their  croficrs  to  ride^  like  a  witch  on  a  broom. 

*  Occafioncd  by  their  endeavouriog  to  get »»  a£^  to 
divide  the  church-livings ;  which  IvU  was  RJo£bd  by 
Che  Iriih  hou(c  of  comiiKHi»«  •• 

Thou^bk 
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Though  they  gallop'd  fo  f^,  on  the  road  you  may  fii 

'em, 
And  have  left  us  but  three  out  of  twenty  behind^'em. 
Lord  Bolton  *s  good  grace,  lord  Car,  and  lord  Howard 
In  fpight  of  the  devil,  would  ftill  be  untoward  : 
They  came  of  good  kindred,  and  could  not  endure 
Their  former  companions  fhould  beg  at  their  door* 

When  Chrifl  \yas  betrayed  to  Pilate  the  pra^tor^ 
Of  a  dozen  apollles  but  one  prov*d  a  traitor : 
One  traitor  alone,  and  faithful  eleven ; 
But  we  can  afford  you  (ix  traitors  in  fcyen. 

What  a  clutter  with  clippings,  dividings,  and  cleaviogs 
And  the  clergy  forfooth  muft  take  up  with  their  leavings 
If  making  divifions  was  all  their  intent. 
They  Ve  done  it,  we  thank  them,  but  not  as  they  meant j 
And  fo  may  fuch  bilhops  for  ever  divide. 
That  no  honeft  heathen  would  be  on  their  fide. 
How  fliould  we  rejoice,  if,  like  Judas  the  firft, 
Thofe  fplitters  of  parfons  in  funder  fliould  burft  I 
Now  hear  an  allufion  :  —  A  mitre,  you  know> 
Is  divided  above,  but  united  below. 
If  this  you  confidcr,  our  emblem  is  right  j 
The  bilhops  divide,  but  the  clergy  unite. 
Should  the  bottom  be  fplit,  our  bifliops  would  dread 
That  the  mitre  would  never  flick  fall  on  their  head: 
And  yet  they  have  learnt  the  chief  art  of  a  fovereigOy 
As  Machiavel  taught  them ;  divide,  andjegwem* 
But  courage,  my  lords ;  though  it  cannot  be  faid 
That  one  clwen  tongue  ever  fat  on  your  head ; 
J  11  hold  you  a  groat  (and  I  wifli  I  could  lee 't). 
If  your  (locking^  vjw^  ^S^  ^^>a^  ««uI4  flww  ckn^fteL 

Biic 
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But  hold,  cry  the  bilhops  ;  and  give  us  fair  play } 
Before  you  condemn  us»  hear  what  we  can  fay.    " 
What  truer  afFefiions  could  ever  be  (hewn, 
Than  faving  your  fouls  by  damning  our  own  ? 
And  have  we  not  pra^iis'd  all  methods  to  gain  you ; 
With  the  tithe  of  the  tithe  of  the  tithe  to  mamtain  you ; 
Provided  a  fund  for  building  you  fpittals  ? 
You  are  only  to  live  four  years  without  vi6tuals* 

Content,  my  good  lords ;  but  let  us  change  hands  $ 
Firfl  take  you  our  tithes,  and  giye  us  your  lands- 
So  God  blefs  the  Church,  and  three  of  our  mitres; 
And  God  blefs  the  Commons^  for  Intifig  tbe  biters. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DR.  SWIFT*, 

Occafioned  by  reading  the  following  Maxim  in 
RocHEFoucAULT,  **  Dans  Tadverfite  de  nos 
•'  meillcurs  amis,  nous  trouvons  toujours  quelque 
'^  chofe,  qui  ne  nous  deplaiil  pas. 

^  In  the  advcriity  of  our  bcft  friends,  wc  always  find 
^<  fomething  that  doth  not  difpleafe  us." 

A  S  Rochefoucault  his  maxims  drew 
^^  From  nature,  I  believe  them  true  : 
They  argue  no  corrupted  mind 
In  liim  ;  the  fault  is  in  mankind. 

•  Written  in  NoTcmbcr  1731.  —  There  are  two  dif- 
tin6l  poems  on  this  fubje^t,  one  of  them  oootuobg 
many  fpurious  lines.  In  vriax  »  hen 
genuine  pans  of  both  are  pscferrcd,  H 
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ThwmaiRffiniOK  dis&fllltheitft  ^ 

Is  thoQ^  too  bafc  for  huoiaft  brmrfts 
**  In  all  (Hftredes  of  ottr  ftiendv 
*«  Wc  firll  eonfuk  oar  private  endi  i 
^  While  nstvre,  kindly  bene  to  cafe  nt, 
/<*  Foims  out  fome  eircfimftance  to  pleaOb  vs." .    to 

If  this  perhaps  your  padence  moEve^ 
Let  reaibn  and  experience  prove* 

We  all  behold  mth  enVio\M  eyeir. 
'Our  eqMls  rtite*<l  above  ourfize. 
'Who  would  not  at  a  croiy^ed  (bow  15 

^tand  htgb.  himfelf,  keef  ocher»  low  } 
1  love  my  h-iend  as  well  as  you  : 
But  why  ihould  he  obflru6t  my  vie>y  ? 
Then  let  me  have  the  higher  poft  5 
rSnppofe  it  but  tn  inch  at  mod.  to 

^f  in  a  battle  you  fhould  £nd 
^Oae,  whom  you  love  of  all  mankind, 
vHad  fome  heroic  a£lion  done, 
JV.  champion  kill'd,  or  trophy  won  | 
itarher  than  thus  be  crVor-^opCy  15 

Would  you  not  wift  his  laurels  a»pt  ^ 
J)ear  honeft  Ned  is  in  the  gout, 
X'ies  racked  with  pain,  and  you  M^athoot  t 
How  patiently  you  hear  him  groan  t 
How  glad,  the  cafe  is  not  your  own  I  30 

What  poet  would  not  grieve  to  fee 
Hit  brother  write  as-  well  as  he  f 
But,  rather  than  they  ihould  excel. 
Would  wtih  his  lirak  all  in.bttll? 
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Her  end  when  emuladon  mifTeSy  ss 

She  turns  to  envy,  ftings,  and  hiffes  i 
The  ftrongeft  friendfliip  yields  to  pridiet 
Unlefs  the  odds  be  on  our  fide. 
Vain  human-kind  1  ftntaftic  race  I 
Thy  various  follies  who  can  trace  ?  49. 

Self-love,  ambition,  envy,  pride. 
Their  enpire  in  our  hearts  divide. 
Give  others  riches,  power,  andftatioa 
'Tis  all  to  me  an  ufurpatioa. 
I  have  no  title  to  afpire  1  5 

Yet,  when  you  fmk,  I  feem  the  hi^hei 
In  Pope  I  cannot  read  a  line. 
But  widi  a  figh  I  wifh  it  mine  : 
When  he  can  in  one  .couplet  fix 
More  fenfe  than  I  can  do  in  fix  1  %• 

It  gives  me.  fuch  a  jealous  fie, 
I  cry,  "  Pox  take  him  and  his  wit  1* 
I  grieve  to  be  outdone  by  Gay 
In  my  own  humourous  biting  way. 
JVrbuthnot  is  no  more  my  friend,  5  ^ 

Who  dafes  to  irony  pretend, 
Which  I  ^as  bom  to  introduce, 
Refin'd  ct  iirft,  and  Ihew'd  its  ufe. 
St.  John,  as  well  as  Pulteney,  knows 
That  I  had  fome  repute  for  profe  {  (0 

And,  till  they  drove  me  out  of  date. 
Could  maul  a  minifler  of  ftate. 
If  they  have  monified  my  pnde, 
And  made  me  throw  my  pen  afidcf 

Vol.  II.  S  If 
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Jf  ^th  foch  .talents  Heavca  ^ath  ble(s'd  'cm^      65 
Have  I  not  rea£6n  to  4eteft  'cm  ? 

To  all  n^y  ^<^s,  dear  FortunCy  ftnd 
Thy  gifts  J  but  never  to  my  ^end  : 
I  tamely  can  endure  the  firft : 
But  this  with  envy  makes  me  burft.  *  ym~ 

Thus  much  may  ferve  by  way  of  proem ; 
Proceed  we  therefore  to  our  poem. 
The  time  is  not  remote,  when  I 
Muft  by  the  courfe.of  nature  die; 
When,  1  forefce,  my  fpecial  friends  75 

Will  try  to'iind  their  private  ends  1 
And,  though  'tis  hardly  underftood 
Which  way  my  death  can  dp  them  good. 
Yet  thus,  methinks,  1  hear  them  fpeak  : 
<<  See,  how  the  Dean  begins  to  break  I  S« 

**  Poor  gentleman,  he  droops  apace t 
*<  You  plainly  find  it  in  his  face. 
«*  That  old  vertigo  in  his  head 
«*  Will  never  leave  him,  till  he  's  dead.. 
'  «  Bcfides,  his  memory  decays  :  85 

<*  He  recollefts  not  what  he  fays  ; 
<<  He  cannot  call  his  friends  to  mind  ; 
<*  Forgets  the  place  where  laft  he  din'd ; 
•*  Plies  you  with  (lories  o'er  and  o*er; 
•*  He  told  them  fitty  times  before.  90 

"  How  does  he  fancy,  we  can  fit 
«*  To  hear  his  out-of-faihion  wit  ? 
"  But  he  takes  up  with  younger  folks, 
**  Who  for  hiS  wine  will  bear  his  jokes. 

"Faith! 
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*^  Faith  !  he  mud  make  his  flories  (horter,  95 

*'  Or  change  his  comrades  once  a  quarter : 
**  In  half  the  time  he  talks  them  rounds 
<<  There  mufl  anotlier  fet  be  found. 

**  For  poetry,  he  's  p^il  his  prime : 
"  He  takes  an  hour  to  find  a  rhyme ;  100 

<*  Hi«  (ire  is  out,  his  wk  decay'd, 
**  His  fancy  funk,  his  Mufe  a  jade. 
**  I  *d  have  him  thiow  away  his  pen  ;-— 
**  But  there  's  no  talking  to  fome  men  !" 

And  then  their  temlerocfs  appears  105 

By  adding  largely  to  my  years  : 
**  He  's  older  than  he  would  be  reckoa'd, 
"  And  well  remembers  Charles  the  Second. 
**  He  hardly  drinks  a  pint  of  wine ; 
^*  And  that,  1  doul>t,  is  no  good  (ign.  if 

*^  His  Aomach  too  begins  to  fail  r 
*^  Lad  year  we  thought  him  (brong-and  hale; 
**  But  now  he  's  quite  another  thing : 
*<  I  wi(h  he  Buiy  liold  out  till  fpring !" 
They  hug  themfelves,  and  reafon  thvs ;.  tv$ 

*«  It  is  not  yet  fo  bad  with  us  !** 

In  fuch  a  cafe,  they  ulk  in  tropes, 
And  by  their  fears ^xprefs  their  hopes. 
Some  great  misfortune  to  portend,. 
No  enemy  can  match  a  friend.  1 1# 

With  all  the  kindnefs  they  profefs,. 
The  merit  of  a  lucky  guefs 
(  When  daily  how-d'ye's  come  of  couric. 
And  fervanu  anfwcr,  **  Worfe  and  worfe !") 

S  a  Would 
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Would  pleafe  tfatm  better,  than  to  tell,  tj^ 

That,  "  God  be  prais'd,  the  Dean  is  wclL** 

Then  he,  who  prophefy'd  the  beft. 

Approves  his  forefight  to  the  reft : 

•*  You  know  I  always  fcar'd  the  wod^ 

«*  And  often  told  you  fo  at  furft."  tjo 

He  'd  ratlier  chufe  that  I  ihoisld  dic^    ■ 

Than  his  predi&ions  prove  a  lyob 

Not  one-  foretells  I  flnll  recover ; 

But  all  a^ee  to  give  me  •ver. 

Yet,  (hotfld  fome  neighbour  feel  a  paia         135 
juft  in  tlie  parts  where  I  complain ; 
How  many  a  me^Tage  would  be  fend  I 
What  hearty  prayers  that  I  ihould  mend  ! 
Inquire  what  regimen  I  kept } 
What  gave  me  eafe,  and  how  I  flept  f  •i4t 

And  more  1  anient  when  I  was  dead. 
Than  all  the  fnivelers  round  my  bed^ 

My  good  companions,  never  fcaF  j  ' 

For  though  you  nnay  mi  flake  a  year, 
.Though  your  prognoClics  run  too  £ail^  ^5 

They  muft  be  verify 'd  at  J  aft. 

Behold  the  fatal  day  arrive  ! 
««  How  is  the  Dean  ?"--^*  He 's  juft  alivt." 
Now  the  departing,  prayer  is  read  ; 
He  hardly  breathes  — •  The  Dean  is  dead.  15O 

Before  the  ^a(Ting-bell  begun. 
The  news  through  half  the  town  is  run*- 
*V  Oh !  may  we  all  for  death  prepare  ! 
"  What  has  heiefc  ?  and  who  '9  his  hdr? 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DR.  SWIFT.       2U 

-**  I  know  DO  fnoxe  than  what  the  news  n  i        r^ 

**  'Tis  all  bequeath'^  to  pubHc  ufes. 

**  To  public  .1^6 -I  theK '«  a  whim  1 

^<  \V3ut  had  the  pubiick  <bne  iox  him  f 

^  Mere  envy^  -avariae,  and  pride  •: 

**  He  gavett  all  —  bvt-erft  he  d/d.  ^69 

-"  And  had  the  Dean^  til  all  the  nation^ 

'**  No  worthy  friend,  ««  poor  relation  ? 

''^  So  readyto  doibrangers  good, 

^<  Forgetting  his  own  fle<h  and  blood  1" 

Now  Grubiheet  wits  are  all  cmploy'd^  16^ 

With  elegies  the  town  is  cley'd  -i 
Seme  paragraph  in  every  paper, 
To  curfif  the  Dean,  or  Uefs  the  Drapier. 

The  dofbrt,  tender  of  tkeir  fiune, 
Vi^ifely  on  me  lay  $A\  the  blame.  1 70 

^*  We  muft  confefs,  his  cafe  was  nke-s 
^*  But  he  would  never  take  advice. 
^*  Had  kt  been  ml'd,  ior  aught  appcar% 
^  He  might  liave  liv'd  thefe  twenty  years ; 
^*  For,  when  we  opened  him,  we  fouodt  t;$ 

*"  That  all  hU  vital  pirt-s  were  ibund.*' 

From  Dublin  fooa  ■»  London  fpread, 
" Tis  told  at  court,  "  The  Dean  is  dead." 
And  Lady  JSufiblk  *,  4n  the  ipleen. 
Runs  lavghing  up  to  tell  the  Queen.  sSo 

The  Qjieeo,  fo  gracious*  BMld,  and  goo4« 
^cies^  ^  Is  4ie  goneJ   Uis  time  he  ibould. 

^  Mrs.  HowAi^  Jt  one  time  a  favourite  widi  the 
DttA.  N. 

Si  -«  Hs  ♦« 
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^  He  '9  dead,  you  fay ;  then  \et  him  rot ; 
*«  I  *m  glad  the  medals  ♦  were  forgot. 
"  I  promised  him,  1  own;  but  when?  1S5 

**  I  only  was  the  Princefs  then : 
"  But  now,  as  conforc  of  the  King, 
#•  You  know,  'tis  quite  another  thing,*   ■ 

Now  Chartfcs,  at  Sir  Robert's  levee » 
Tells  with  a  fneer  the  tidings  heavy  :  199 

<•  Why,  if  he  dy*d  without  his  fhoes/' 
Cries  Bob,  "  I  'm  forry  for  the  news  : 
'<  Oh,  were  the  wretch  but  living  dill, 
**  And  in  hi»  place  my  good  friend  Will  1 
«<  Or  had  a  mitre  on  ins  head,  19  j 

*•  Provided  Bolingbroke  were  dead  1" 

Now  Curll  his  ihop  from  rubbiih  drtins  : 
Three  genuine  tomes  of  Swift's  remains ! 
And  then,  to  make  them  pafs  the  glibber, 
Revis'd  by  Tibbalds,  Moore,  and  Cibber.        to* 
He  'il  treat  me  as  he  xioes  my  betters, 
Publifii  my  will,  my  life,  my  letters  s 
Revive  the  libels  bom  to  die  ; 
Which  Pope  muft  bear,  as  well  as  I. 

Here  Ihift  the  fcene,  to  reprefent  205 

How  thofe  I  love  my  death  lament. 
Poor  Pope  will  gneve  a  month,  and  Gay 
A  week,  and  Arbuthnot  a  day. 

St.  John  hirafclf  will  fcarce  forbear 
To  bite  his  pen,  and  drop  a  tear.  ii# 

♦  Which  the  Dean  in  vain  expc6^ed,  in  return  for  t 
fmall  pictcia  \\e  Wd  (-ctvi  to  the  Princefs.   N .. 

The 
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The  reft  Will  give  a  ihrug,  and  cry, 
"  I  'm  forry  —  but  wc  all  muft  die  I" 

Indifference,  clad  in  Wifdom's  guife, 
AW  fortitude  of  mind  fupplies  : 
For  how  can  ftony  bowels  meic  » 1 5 

In  thofe  who  never  pity  felt ! 
When  we  are  la(h'd,  they  kifs  the  rod, 
Redgning  to  the  will  of  God. 

The  fools,  my  juniors  by  a  year, 
Are  tortur'd  withfufpenfe  and  fear ;  21% 

Who  wifely  thought  my  age  a  fcreen. 
When  death  approach'd,  to  (land  between : 
The  fcreen  remov'd,  their  hearts  are  tremblingj 
They  mourn  for  me  without  diflcmbling. 

My  female  friends,  whofe  tender  heans         215 
Have  l)etter  learn'd  to  suBt  their  part^, 
Receive  the  news  in  doleful  dumps  : 
"  The  Dean  is  dead:  (Pray  what  is  trumps?) 
**  Then,  Lord  have  mercy  on  his  foul ! 
**  (Ladies,  I  Ml  venture  for  tiu:  vole.)  ajo 

**  Six  Dcanti,  tliey  fay,  muft  bear  the  pall : 
"  (I  wifli  I  knew  what  king  to  call.) 
<*  Madam,  your  hufband  will  attend 
*'  The  funeral  of  fo  goo<l  a  friciwj. 
*'  No,  madam,  'tis  a  (hocking  fight:]  2  j  5 

**  And  he  's  cngag'd  co-morrow  night : 
"  My  Udy  Club  wiU  take  it  ill, 
**  If  he  ihould  fail  her  at  quadrille. 
*•  He  lov'd  the  Dean  —  (I  lead  a  heart.) 
^  But  dcarell  friends^  they  fay,  muft  part.         340 
84  ^^  v>:\.^ 
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«*  His  time  was  come  ;  he  ran  his  race  ^ 
'*  We  hope  he  's  in  a  better  place." 

Why  do  we  grieve  that  friends  ihould  die  ? 
No  lofs  more  cafy  to  fupply. 
One  year  is  pad ;  a  different  fcene  f  145 

*  No  farther  mention  of  the  Dean^ 
Who  now,  alas  !  no  more  is  mifs'd» 
Than  if  he  never  did  exift. 
Where  *s  now  the  favourite  of  Apollo  ? 
Departed  :  —  nfui  bis  ivoris  mufifollo'W;  ^5• 

Muft  undergo  the  common  fate  ; 
His  kind  of  wit  is  out  of  date. 

Some  country  fquirc  to  Lintot  goes. 
Inquires  for  Swift  in  verfe  and  profe. 
Savs  Lintot,  '*  I  have  heard  the  name  j  155 

•«  He  dy'd  a  year  ago."  —  **  The  famcJ' 
He  fcarches  all  the  fliop  in  vain. 
•*  Sir,  you  may  find  them  in  Duck>lane  : 
*'  I  fent  them,  with  a  load  of  books, 
*<  Laft  Monday,  to  the  paftry-cook's.  .  x6« 

**  To  fancy  they  could  liv-e  a  year ! 
**  I  find  you  're  but  a  flranger  here* 
***  The  Dean  was  famous  in  his  time, 
**  And  had  a  kind  of  knack  at  rhyme* 
'^  His  way  of  writing  now  is  pad  i  iS^ 

^  The  town  has  got  a  better  taftc. 
**  I  keep  no  antiquated  IbifF; 
''*  But  fpick  and  fpan  I  have  enougli. 
**  Pray,  4o  but  give  vnc  leave  to  flicw  'em  ? 
•*  fibre 's  Collcy  Cibbcx'5  birth-day  poetn.        X7# 

**Thk 
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**  This  ode  you  never  yet  have  feen, 

^  By  Stephen  Duck,  upon  the  Qjieen. 

**  Then  here  *s  a  letter  finely  penn'd 

**  Againft  the  Crafdman  and  his  fdend  $ 

<*  It  clearly  Ihews  that  all  refle6Uott  17$ 

**  On  miniflers  is  difaffe£lion. 

**  Next,  here  *s  Sir  Robertas  vindicidonf 

*«  And  Mr.  Henley's  laft  oration, 

'*  The  hawkers  have  not  got  them  yets 

**  Your  Honour  pleafe  to  buy  a  fet  f  180 

«  Heiti  's  Wolfton's  tra6b,  the  fwelftii  edition  1 
**  *Tis  read  by  «very  politician  : 
**  The  oountry-membersy  when  in  towOf 
**  To  all  their  boroughs  fend  tfafcm  down; 
**  You  never  met  a  thing  fo  imaiti  st^ 

*'  The  courtiers  have  them  all  by  heart: 
^  Tiiofe  maids  of  honour,  who  can  read, 
**  Are  taught  to  ufc  them  fot  their  creed. 
*'  The  reverend  authors  good  intention 
^  Hath  been  rewarded  with  a  penSoa*  2  I9O 

**  He  doth  an  honour  to  his  gown, 
<*  By  bravely  running  frujl-cfi^  down  s 
^  He  fiiews,  *ate  fure  as  God  '«  in  Oloucefier^ 
**  That  MoTes  was  a  grand  impoftori 
*'  That  all  his  miracles  were  cheats,  %^^ 

^  Pcrforra'd  as  jugg^rs  do  their  fieats  t 
**  The  churcli  had  never  fuch  a  writers 
«  A  ihame  he  hath  not  got  a  KMtrc  V 

Suppofe  me  dead ;  and  tken  fuppolft 
A  club  aflembled  jx  die  Rak^  ^09 

^  WoUbn  is  here  ^anfoqndc d  with  Woolaftoa.  N« 

Wiure, 
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Where,  front  difcouxfc  of  this  ainS  thit, 

I  grow  the  l*ubjc6l  of  thcit  chat. 

And  while  they  tofs  my  name  about. 

With  favour  fome,  and  fome  without  i 

<$iie,  quite  indifferent  in  the  caufe,  305 

My  chara£^er  impartial  draws : 

**  The  bean,  if  we  believe  reportf 
"  Was  never  ill-receiv*d  at  court. 
**  Although,  ironically  grave, 
**  He  ihara'd  the  fool,  and  lalh'd  the  knave :      319 
**  To  ileal  a  hint  was  never  known, 
**  But  what  he  writ  was  all  his  own." 

**  Sir,  I  have  heard  another  flory  { 
<*  He  was  a  mod  cotrfoundid  Tory, 
^  And  grew,  or  he  is  much  bcly'd,  315 

^«  Extremely  dull,  before  he  dy'd." 

*•  Can  we  the  Drapier  then  forget  ? 
*^  Is  not  our  nation  in  his  debt? 
.*«  »Twas  he  that  writ  the  Drapier's  Letters  !*'  — 

<*  He  niould  have  left  them  for  his  betUrs\    %%% 
**  We  had  aiiundred^/rriKr^ff, 
«<  Nor  need  deptrnd  upon  his  fett,  — 
**  Say  what  you  will  about  his  readiMg, 
*«  You  never  can  defend  his  breediagi 
'*  Who,  in  Yds/atires  running  riot,  315 

**  Could  never  leave  the  world  in  guiet ; 
"  Attacking,  when  he  took  the  «whim, 
**  Court,  city,  camp  —  all  one  to  him.  — 
"  But  why  would  he,  except  hcjlobber'd, 
-^^  Offend  o>ii  fatrkt  great  Sir  Robert,  330 

*-  Wluifc 
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**  Whofc  eotrnfib  tid  the  fovcrcign  power 

"  To  favc  the  nation  every  ho\xr  f 

♦*  V/\izx.  fanes  ef  evil  he  unnrvch 

«  In  fatiref^BMsp  fyhig  trmvek^ 

«*  Not  fparing  hi?  own  ckrgy  ckth^  335 

*<  But  eats  into  it,  like  a  vwth  I* 

**  Perhaps  I  may  allow  the  Dean 
<'  Had  too  much  fatire  in  his  rein, 
<<  And  feem'd  determin'd  not  to  flanre  it, 
**  Becaufe  no  age  could  more  deferre  it.  34* 

**  Yet  malioe  never  was  his  sum ; 
<<  He  lalhM  the  vice,  hut  fpar'd  the  name. 
"  No  individual  could  refenty 
**  Where  thoufands  equally  were  meant: 
^  His  fatire  points  at  no  defe^  34^ 

<<  But  what  all  monals  may  correal  j 
"  For  he  abhorr'd  the  fenfclcfs  tribe 
«  Who  call  it  humour  when  they  gibe : 
'*  He  fpar'd  a  hump,  or  crooked  nofe, 
•*  Whofe  owners  fet  not  up  for  beaux*        ^      350 
"  True  getiuine  dulncfs  mov*d  his  pity, 
"  Unlcfs  it  ofFer'd  to  be  witty. 
*^  Thofe  \^o  dieir  ignorance  confeft, 
"  He  ne*er  offended  with  a  jell ; 
**  But  laugh'd  to  hear  an  ideot  quote  15^ 

**  A  verfe  from  Horace  leam'd  by  rote. 
^«  Vice,  if  it  e'er  can  be  ahaih'd, 
**  Mud  be  or  riSeutd^  or  la/td. 
•*  If  you  refent  it,  who  's  to  blame } 
"  He  neither  knows  jr^w,  nor  your  mtme.'    '     i6* 
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^  Should  wee  expe6i  to  'fc^  reboke^ 
^  Becaufe  its  owmr  is  a  duke  f 
**  His  friendihips,  (Hll  lo  few  confin'dt 
«  Were  always  of  the  middling  kind  ^ 
.  ''^o  fools  of  rank  or  mongrel  breeds  |tf$ 

<'  Who  fain  would  pafs  for  kwds  indeed  •« 
•<«  Where  titles  jgive  no  right  or  powert 
•**  And  peerage  is  a  withcr'd  flowex^ 
**  He  would  ha^  deem'd  it  a  <Ufgrace^ 
•**  }.i  fucli  a  wretch  Ixad  known  his  face  37« 

<*  On  rural  fquires,  that  kingdom's  ban^ 
**  He  vei^ted  pft*  hi^  wratli  in  vain  : 
^*  ******* fquircs  to  market  brought; 
^  Who  fell  their  fouls  and  ♦  *  »  *  for  nougbt  j 
4iThe****  ****go  joyful  back,  m 

-wTo  rob  the  church,  their  tenants  cack^ 
^  Go  fnacks  with  *  •  *  *  ♦  juftices, 
^*  And  keep  the  peace,  to  pick  up  fees  z 
""  In  every  jobb  to  have  a  Ihare 
■««  A  g^ol  or  turnpike  to  repair^  %%m 

-**  And  tarn  *  ******  xo  public  i»ad$ 
^  Commodious  to  their  own  abodes* 

•"  He  never  thought  an  honour  done  iiira, 
•**  Becaufe  a  peer  was  proud  to  own  hijn^ 
«  Wouy  rather  flip  afide^  and  chufb  j  85 

•"  To  talk  with  wits  in  diity  ihoes{ 
^*  And  fcorn  the  tools  with  (lars  and  jgasters, 
•**  So  often  fcen  careifing  Charares. 
**  He  never  courted  men  in  ilation, 

4.  Of 
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•*  Of  no  nraii*s  greatnefs  was  afraid^ 
•*  Becaufe  bff  fought  for  no  man's  atd- 
**  Though  rr afeil  long  in  great  affair*, 
**  He  gave  himfelf  no  haughty  aira  : 
^     **  Wltlioui  regarding  private  ends,  j^j 

H   *^  Spent  all  hts  credit  iot  Ins  Friends  t 

■  *•  And  only  chofe  the  wife  and  goodj. 
**  No  ftattcrers  j  no  allies  in  blood  : 

K    **  But  fuccour'd  virtue  in  rfffti^fs, 
^fc  *■  And  feldom  fail'd  of  good  fuccefsj 
^r  **  A$  numbers  in  their  heani;  nwiH  own^ 

■  **  VVhOf  but  for  him,  had  be^n  unknown* 
H        **  He  kept  widi  princes  due  decorum  | 
™    •*  Yei  never  ftcxjd  irn  awe  before  *cBft- 

**  He  foibw'd  David's*  ktlpn  juft  j  40^ 

•*  In  princes  nevei  put  Ids  tnifl  1 

**  And,  would  yQu  m^ke  him  truly  four^ 

**  Provoke  him  with  a  ilave  in  power, 

^   **  The  Iriih  fenatc  if  you  nam'd, 

^L  '*^  With  what  impatience  he  (leelaifn'df  ^t« 

**  Fair  LtMERrr  was  all  his  ery  9 
**  For  her  he  flooil  prepared  tu^di«j 

■    "  For  her  he  boldly  ftaod  alone  1 
•'  For  her  he  oft*  expo&*d  his  own* 
^*  Two  kingdonkSr  jufl  at  faS^ion  kd«  41^ 

4'  Had  let  a  price  upon  hii  h«ad  t 
**  But  not  a  traitor  could  b£  found, 
*•  To  {ell  him  for  fix  ln;ti5drcd  poviKd, 

**  Had.  lie  but  ipar'd  his  tongue  and  pen^ 
-•■  Kc  miglit  liaTe  rd"c  tike  oUier  men  ;  419 
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*'  But  powex*  ^rtt  nerer  in  his  thou^ity  * 

'<  And  wcAliih  he  vakwd  not  a  groat : 

*'  Ingratitude  he  often  found, 

^  And  pity'd  tljMaie  who  meant  the  wound  t 

**  But  kept  the  tenor  of  hk  niittd«.  4^5 

^<  To  merit  weU  of  human-kind  » 

**  Nor  made  a  (atrifiee  of  thofe 

^  Who  dill  were  tniey  to  pleafe  his  foes. 

^  He  laboured. raan^  a  fruitlefs  hour, 

^  To  reconcile  his  friends  in  power  |  430 

^  Saw  mifehief  hy  a  fa£fcion  hrewing, 

^  While  they  purfiied  each  othet^  mim 

^  But,  finding  tain  was  all  his  care, 

^  He  left  the  court  in  mere  defpahr. 

^  And,  oh  I  how  ihort  are  human  fchemes !  435 
**  Here  ended  sdl  our  golden  dreams* -^ 
•*  What  St,  John's  ikill  in  ftate  afifairt» 
**  What  Orroond's  valour^  Oi^id's  catv8» 

'  ♦«  To  fave  their  (inking  country  lent, 
» .  ^  Was  ail  deftroy'd  by  one  event.  440 

^  Too  fooo  that  precious  life  was  ended^ 
**  On  which  alone  our  weal  depended. 
^  When  up  a  dangerous  faction  fiarts,. 

-   ''.With  wrath  and  vengeance  in  ^ir  hearts  1 
f*  By  /oUmM  Ungut  mid  ctvenaat  h$mtit.  445. 

^  To  ruin,  daughter,  and  confound ; 
^*  To  turn  religioa  to  a  fable, 
**  An^  make  the  government  a  Babel  1   • 
**  Pervert  tba  laws,  di^ace  the  gown,  . 
-  *  %**  Corrupt  the  fenate,  rob  the  crown ;  45* 

I  « Te 
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<<  To  facrifice  Old  England't  gloiy, 
'<  And  make  her  infamous  to  dory : 
<<  When  fuch  a  tempeft  ibook  the  hmd, 
"  How  could  uttguardcd  A^rtuiB  ftand  ! 

**  With  honor*  grief,  defpair,  the  Dean      455. 
'«  Beheld  the  dire  deihruaive  fceae  r 
**  His  frieqdt  in  exile,  or  the  Tower». 
**  Himfelf  within  tlie  frown  of  poweri 
**  Purfued  hy  btfe^in^cnomM  pen9» 
*'  Far  to  the  land  of  f—  and  fens ;  ^$9» 

*<  A  fervile  race  in  folly  nurs'dy      • 
**  Who  truckle  moft,  when  treated  worfti 

**  By  innocence  and  refoludoBt.  - 
**  He  bore  continual  pcrfecutios^: 
'^  While  numbers  to  prefument-rofe,.  *    465^ 

**  Whofe  merit  wa»  to  be  his  foe»$ 
^  When  m^n.ku  wvtmfmmUmtfrwiisr 
**  Intent  upon  their  private  endtf 
''  Like  rencgadoes  now  he  feclsi 
**  AgainJ  bm  Rftmg  up  tJmr  bi$b>  47a. 

<<  The  OmU  did,  by  his  pen,.  dcfe« 
**  An  infareoiia  deftru6bve  cheat  1 
^  Taught  Mb  their  intereil  how  Cd  know, 
^  And  gave  them  arms  to  ward  the  blow* 
**  Envy  hath  ow»'d»  it  was  his  doing.  475 . 

<<  To  fave  tliac  haplefs  land  fA»  ruin ; 
**  While  they  who  at  the  deeragt-ftood^ 
**  And  reap'd  the  profit;  fought  his  blood* 

**  To  iave  them  from  their  ^1  fat^ 
<<  In  hin  was  held  a  crime  «f-ftats«  4So  * 

"A  wicked. 
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**  A  wicked-  monfter  on  the  bcndiy 

**  Whofe  fury  blood  could  never  quench  i 

*<  As  vile  and  profligate  a  villainy 

*'  As  modem  Scroggs,  or  old  Trellilian  % 

**  Who  long  aU  juftice  had  difcarded,  485 

'«  Nor  fear* d  bi  God^  nor  man  regardid% 

*'  Vow'd  on  the  Dean  his  rage  to  vent, 

**  And  m^e  him  of  his  seal  repent : 

**  But  Heaven  his  innocence  defends, 

''<  The  grateful  people  ftand  hit  firieads;  4ft 

**  Not  ftrains  of  law,  nor  judges  ftown, 

<*  Nor  topics  broi:^ht  to  pleafe  the  crown, 

<«  Nor  witnefs  hir^d,  nor  jury  pick'd, 

^  Prevail  to  bring  him  in  convi6L 

"  In  exiie»  ^"ith  a  Heady  heut,  495 

^  He  fpent  his  life's  declining  part; 
*^  Where  folly,  pride,  and  faction  (way, 
"  Remote  from  iSt.  John,  Pope,  and  Gay.^ 

«*  Alas,  poor  Dean^  his  only  fcope 
><  Was  to  be  held  a  mfantbropi.  5M 

<<  This  into  general. o^/kot  drew  himy 
<<  Which  if  he  lik'd,  much  good  mig  *t  do  tim, 
**  His  zeal  was  not  to  laih  our  crmes^ 
«  But  dtfcontent  againft  the  drees  t 
-**  For,  had  we  made  him  timely  offers  5*5 

«<  To  raife  his  pojf^  otfiU  his  cojfers^ 
*<  Perhaps  he  might  have  truckled  down^ 
<'  Like  other  bretbreu  of  his  go^nm ; 
*'  For  party  he  would  fcarce  have  bled:  «-• 
"  ^  I  lay  uo  iiVQic  —  becaufe  he  's  diod.  •*»         $10 

a  What 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DR.  SWIFT.      17^ 

^  "**  What  Hvritings  has  he  left  behind  ?" 

**  I  hear  they  *re  of  a  different  "kind  : 
•"  A  few'in  verft  j  but  moft  in  profc  — ** 

**  Some  bigb'Jhwn  pampbkUf  I  fuppoTe :  — 
**  All  fcribbled  in  the  nxm/l  oi  times  ^  515 

'^  To  paUiaU  his  friend  Oxford's  criixves^^ 
<*  To  praife  queen  Anne,  nay  more,  defend  her, 
*'  As  never  favouring  the  Pretender : 
•**  Or  Ubeb  yet  conccard  from  fight, 
««  Againfl;  the  court  to  Ihew  \ii%  fpite :  51© 

**  Perhaps  hW travels,  part  the  ibiri\ 
*'  Alje  at  tytxjfecond  'word  — 
'««  Offeniive  to  a  loyal  ear :  — 
«<  But  —  not  OMifermon,  you  mzyfwear?* 

**  He  knew  an  hundred  pleafing  flories,         525 
«  With  all  the  turns  of  Whigs  and  Tories : 
••*'Wa$  chearful  to  his  dying-day  5 
***  And  friends  would' let  him  have  his  way. 

*'  As  for  his  works  in  verfe  or^profe, 
**  I  own  myfelf  no  judge  of  thofe.  530 

**  Nor  can  I  tell  what  criticks  thought  them  s 
**  But  this  I  know,  all  people  bought  them, 
**  As  with  a  moral  view  defignM, 
**  To  pleafe  and  to  reform  mankind  : 
*'  And,  if  h& often  mifs*d  his  aim,  535  - 

**  The  njuorU  muft  own  it  to  xknr/bamef 
<«  The  praife  is  i^m,  and  theirs  the  Home. 
*•  He  gave  the  little  wealth  be  had 
-*'  To  build  a  houfe  for  fools  and  mad  1 

Vol.  U.  T  '^^ 
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^'  To  fheWy  by  <me  fatiric  touch,  ^^9 

*'  No  nation  Wanted  it  fo  much. 

**  That  kkigdoiD  he  hatii  left  his  debtor, 

**  I  wifii  it  foon  may  have  a  better. 

**  And,  fincc  you  dread  no  Farther  iafies^ 

**  Mcthinks  you  mtyfirgtve  Vts  njhs.^  545 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  TWO  FRIEND5*. 

TO    DR.    HELSHAM. 
Sir,  Nov.  43,  atni^t,  1731. 

TT7H  E  N  I  left  you,  I  found  myfelf  of  the  grape's 
^  ^  juice  fick  J 

I  'tn  fo  full  of  pity,  I  ntever  abufe  fick  ; 
And  the  patienteft  patient  that  ever  you  knew  fick ; 
Both  when  I  am  purge-fick,  and  when  I  am  fpew-(ick. 
I  pitied  my  cat,  whom  I  knew  by  her  mew  (ick  5 
She  mended  at  firft,  but  now  fhe  's  a-new  fick. 
Captain  Butler  made  fome  in  the  church  black  and  bloc 

fick  ; 
Dean  Crofs,  had  he  preachM,  would  have  made  us  all 

pew-fick. 
Are  not  you,  in  a  crowd  when  you  fvveatand  ftew,  fick? 
Laidy  Santry  got  out  of  the  church  when  ihe  grew  fick, 

-*  This  medley  ffor  it  cannot  "be  called  a  poem)  is 
given  as  a  fpecimen  of  thofe  b agate ths  for  which*  the 
Dean  hath  perVi^^^  VjttTi  too  fcvercly  cenfured.  Some 
^hich  were  (V\\\  moit  txQ.tv^\^tii^^^  ^^Kj^'^^efifed.  N. 
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I 

AntU  as  faft  as  ihe  could,  to  the  tleanry  flew  Tick. 
Mifs  Moricc  was  (1  can  you  allure  'tis  true)  iick  ; 
^^or,  who  WQuM  not  be  in  tlut  numerous  ci^ew  Tick  ? 
uch  niiitkk  woulti  make  a  fanatkk  or  Jew  fick, 
ttx,  Ia<iics  arc  fcldom  at  mfifre  or  ^/f  fick  ; 
or  is  old  Nannj''  Shales,  whene'er  flic  doci  Wcw,  fmk* 
y  footman  came  home  frqtn  tlic  church  of  a  hnjife  dck, 
d  !ook*d  like  a  r^ike,  who  whs  made  in  tlic  (lew??  fjckj 
iut  y^u  kamed  do^^or^c^n  make  wliom  yoa  chufciick  : 

d  poor  1  myft-^lf  was,  when  I  withdrew,  fick  j 
'or  the  Ancll  of  rlictn  mnde  mc  like  garllck  and  rue  fSck, 
'Aod  I  got  ilirough  the  crowd,  tJiou^h  not  kt  by  a  cluci 

Cck* 
Tou  hopM  to  find  many  (for  that  was  ymir  cue)  fici-  - 
But  there  wai  not  a  do^tco  {toghc  them  their  due)  fick, 
And  thofe,  to  be  fure,  Jtuck  together  like  glew^  f  ck, 
•  Udm  in  crowfl^j  when  tlicy  fqueetc  and  they 
fcrewi  fick, 
may  find  rhcy  arc  All,  by  rhcir  yellow  pale  hue,  fick  j 
I,  whcu  tobacco^  Hkc  Robin,  I  chew,  lick. 


TOD  R.    S  H  E  R  I  D  A  R 

IF  I  write  any  more*  it  will  mikc  my  po<^r  Mufc  {^ck* 
liis  night  1  came  home  with  a  Tcry  cold  dew  fick, 
nd  I  wifh  I  may  foon  be  not  of  m  ague  tick  { 
iut  r  hnpc  I  &aU  ftc'cr  bc^  like  you,  of  si  ftirew  Ctckp 
Who  often  iisa  mide  mt,  by  looking  iikewr,  Hek. 


m 
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DR.   HELSHAM'S   ANSWER. 

THE  Do6kor*s  firft  rhyme  would  make  any  Jew  ficks 
I  know  it  has  made  a  fine  lady  in  blue  iick. 
For  which  ihe  is  gone  in  a  coach  to  Killbrcw  (ick. 
Like  a  hen  I  once  had,  from  a  fox  when  ihe  flew  fick : 
Laft  Monday  a  lady  at  St.  Patrick's  ^id  fpew  fick. 
And  made  all  the  reft  of  tlie  folks  in  the  pew  (ick  ; 
The  furgeon  who  bled  her  his  lancet  out  drew  iick. 
And  ftopt  the  diftempcr,  as  being  but  new  fick. 
The  yacht,  the  laft  ftorm,  had  all  her  whole  crew  fick; 
Had  we  two  been  thare^  it  would  have  made  me  and 

you  fick : 
A  lady  that  long-d,  is  by  eating  of  glew  fick  ; 
Did  you  ever  know  one  in  a  very  good  QJick  ? 
1  *m  told  that  my  wife  is  by  winding  a  clue  fick  ; 
The  doftors  have  made  her  by  rhyme  and  by  rue  fick. 
There  's  a  gamefter  in  town,  for  a  throw  that  he 
threw  fick, 
And  yet  the  old  trade  of  his  dice  he  '11  purfue  (ick  j 
I  Ve  known  an  old  mifer  for  paying  his  due  fick  5 
At  prefent  I  'm  grown  by  a  pinch  of  my  Ihoe  fick, 
And  what  would  you  have  me  with  verfes  to  do  fick  ? 
Send  rhymes,  and  I  '11  fend  you  fome  others  in  lieu  fick. 
Of  rhymes  I  'vc  a  plenty. 
And  therefore  fend  twenty. 
Anfwered  the  fame  day  when  fcnt,  Nov.  23. 
I  defire  you  vAW  C2ccx^  both  thefe  to  the  Do6lor,  toge- 
ther with  his  own-,  aLXidVi\VvYKvVxvQwv»^^^Tv'K«.^tfons 
to  be  infuUed. 


^''^». 


PR.   HELSHAMS   ANSWER,      i^ 

**  Can  you  mzKh  with  me, 
"Who  fenti  thiny-thrtc  ? 
••  You  m^fl  get  fourtccji  more, 
"  To  make  up  rhiriy-four  t 
«  Bwt,  if  me  vou  c*i?i  eonqticr, 
"  1 11  own  you  a  llmtig  €\ir  *♦" 
Thi^  morning  1  *m  gnowin^  by  rmcUiu^^  oi  yew  iki 
ly  brother  's  coine  over  with  gold  from  t'cra  fick; 
Lafl  night  I  came  home  in  a  florm  that  then  blew  Ikk  i 
riiis  moment  my  dog  at  a  Citt  I  hiilltx)  ftck ; 
E  hear, from  good  han^Sithat  my  poor cou fin  Hugh  'i  tick; 
'By  quaffing  a  bo£d<^,  and  pulling  a  fcrcw  fick  i 
-And  now  there  '%  no  more  J  can  write  (you  Ul  excufc) 

fjckj 
You  fee  that  I  fcorn  to  mtmon  \van\  muficfe. 

II  m  do  my  \}tn. 
To  fend  the  reft  j 
Without  a  ]c% 
I  *U  Jlflod  the  tcfl. 
Thcfc  lines  ihat  I  fend  you,  Thopc  you  11  perufe  lick ; 
I  'U  make  you  with  writiii^  a  little  more  news  ftck ; 

■L aft  night  [  ctme  home  witli  drinking  of  booac  Tick ; 
||Wy  carpenter  fwear?  tlvat  he  Ui  hack  and  he  'II  he\V  lick  ( 
An  officer's  lady^  I  *m  told,  i«  tartoo-fick  j 
I  'm  afraid  that  tlie  line  thiity-fuur  you  will  vkw  ftck. 

■  Lord  !  I  could  write  a  dozen  more  j 

Yoii  fee,  I  Vc  mounted  tliirty-four* 

*  *  The  lines  *•  thus  marked'*  were  written  hy  Dr* 
^mfrvifr,  at  the  bottom  of  Dr.  Helfliiim*s  iwci>Ey  lines; 
^^pnd  the  foUowifig  founceu  were  afefck^»fci5>^.at^^i^«a%j 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON  THE  BUSTS*  HI  RICHMOND  HERMITACB.    I73£«. 

"  Sic  fibi  laetantur  Doai.*' 
TXT  I T  H  honour  thus  by  Carolina  placMy 

How  aie  thefc  venerable  buftocs  grac'd  ! ' 

0  Qnecn,  with  more  than  regal  title  crown'dy .    , 
For  love  of  ans  and  piety  renowned  I 

How  do  the  friends  of  virtue  joy  to  fee 
Her  darling  fons  exalted  thus  by  thee  ! 
Nought  to  their  fame  can  now  be  added  more, . 
^ver'd  by  her  whom,  all  mankind  adore. 

A  ,N    0    T    H    E    R.. 
LEWIS  the  living  learned  fed, 
And  rais'd  the  fcientific  head  : 
Our  frugal  Queen,  to  fave  her  meat. 
Exalts  the  heads  that  cannot  eat. 

A  Conclusion  drawa  fronl  the  above  Epigram-s^. 

and  fent  to  the  D RAPIER. 
SINCE  Anna,  whofe  bounty  tliy  nverits  had  fed,. 
Ere  her  own  was  laid  low,  had  exalted  thy  head  i 
And  fmce  our  good  Qjieen  to  the  wife  is  fo  juft. 
To  raifc  heads  for  fuch  as  are  humbled  in  duft, 

1  wonder,  good  man,  that  you  arc  not  envaulted  5 . 
Pr'ythee,  go  and  be  dead,  and  be  doubly  exalted, . 

Dr.  Swift's  Answer. 
HER  majefty  ivt^tt  ftiall  "be  my  exalter ; 
And  yet  (he  wouU  tiVLt  m^  \YxkS3w,\ji^  -^VjAkerf 
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TO  THE   REVEREND  DR.   SWIFT. 

WITH  APRfiSENT  OF  A  PAP«ft*BOOK  FINELY  BOUNB 
ON  HIS  BIHTif-pAX,   NOVEMBER  30,    1732. 

BY    JOHN    EARL    OK    ORRERY. 

^T^  thee,  dfcar  Swift,  thefe  fpotlefs  leaves  J  fcncl  j 
"■•     Small  is  the  prcfcnt,  but  fincere  the  friend. 
Think  not  fo  poor  a  book  below  thy  care  ; 
Who  knovys  the  prke  thut  thou  caiift  make  it  bear  ? 
Though  tawdry  now,  and,  like  Tyrilla's  face. 
The  fpecious  front  (hines  out  with  borrow'd  grace; 
Though  pafte-boards,  glitterbg  like  a  tinfcl'd  coat, 
A  rafa  tabula  within  denote : 
Yet,  if  a  venal  and  corrupted  age. 
And  modern  vices,*  (hould  provoke  thy  rage  ; 
IF,  warn'd  once  more  by  their  impending  fate,    . 
A  (inking  country  and  an  injured  (late 
Thy  great  aflillance  fhould  again  demand. 
And  call  forth  reafon  to  defiind  the  land; 
Then  fhall  we  view  thefc  fliccts  with  glad  Curprizc 
Infpir'd  with  thought,  and  f^)caking  to  our  c;  c.  : 
Each  vacant  fpacc  Ihall  then,  cnrich'd,  difpeiiu 
True  force  of  eloquence,  atiil  nervous  fenl'c; 
Inform  the  judgement,  animate  the  hcarr. 
And  facrcd  rules  of  policy  impart. 
The  fpangled  covering,  bright  with  fplcndid  orc» 
Shall  cheat  the  fjght  with  empty  fliow  no  ri\Qi<i\ 

T  4  ^^- 
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But  l^d  us  inward  to  thofe  golden  mines. 
Where  all  thy  foul  in  native  luftre  Ihines. 
So  when  the  eye  furveys  fome  lovely  fair^ 
With  bloom  of  beauty  grac'd,  with  fhape  and  air  i 
'How  is  the  rapture  heightened,  when  we  find 
Her  form  exoelPd  by  her  celefiial  mind !  - 


VERSES  LEFT  WITH  A  SILVER  STANDISH 

ON  THE  DEAN  OF  ST.  PATRICK'S  DESK,. 

ON   HIS   BIRTH-DAY. 

BY.  DR.   DELANY.. 

TTITHER  from  Mexico  I  came,. 
*•  ■*•  To  ferve  a  proud  lernian  dame : 
Was  long  fuhmitted  to  her  will ; 
At  length  (he  lod  me  at  quadrilte. 
Through  various  ihapes  I  often  pafs*d,. 
Still  hoping  to  have  reft  at  lafl; 
And  fUir  ambitious  to  obtain 
Admittance  to  the  patriot  dean ; 
And  fometimcs  got  witliin  his  door, . 
But  foon  turn*d  out  to  ferve  tlie  poor*  ; 
Not  flix)ling  Idlenefs  to  aid. 
But  honeft  Indudry  decay'd. 

**  Alluding  to  500/.  a  year  lent  by  ^<i  "Dtza,  withottt 
inccrefii  to  pooi  undftfaien*    F; 


VERSES  ON  A  SILVER  STAl^DISH.    .a«tfr 

At  length  an  artift  purchased  me, 
And  wrought  me  to  the  fhape  you  fee. 

This  done,  to  Hermes,  I  apply'd^ 
«*0  Hermes  I  gratify  my  pride; 
*«  Be  it  my  fate  to  ferve  a  fage, . 
«*  The  greatcft  genius  of  his  age ; 
"  That  matchlefs  pen  let  mefupply, 
«*  Whofe  living  lines  will  never  die  !** 

I  grant  your  fuit ;  the  God  reply'd/ 
And  here  he  left  me  to  re(id6. 


VERSES 

OCCASIONED  BY 

THE  FOREGOING   PRESENTS* 

A   PAPER-BOOK  igfcntbyBoyle,. 
•^^  Too  neatly  gilt  for  me  to  foih 
Delany  fends  a  filver  flandiih. 
When  I  no  more  a  pen  can  brandifh* 
Let  both  around  my  tomb  be  plac'dt  \ 

As  trophies  of  a  Mufe  deceased  : 
And  let  the  friendly  lines  they  writ 
Ik  praife  of  long-departed  wit 
Be  grav'd  on  either  fide  in  columns. 
More  to  my  praife  than  all  my  volumes. 
To  burft  with  envy,  fpite,  and  rage. 
The  VaodaU  of  the  prefent  agss. 


•t^^ 


liH        SWIFT'S   poems; 

THE    BEASTS    CON FES SI  O 
TO      THE      PRIEST, 

ON  OBSERVING  HOW  MOST  JMEN  MI9.TAK] 
THE,IR  OWN  TALENTS.    1732, 

XTTHEN  beafls  could  fpeak  (the  learned  fa 

^  ^  They  ftill  can  do  fo  every  day). 
It  feems,  they  had  religion  then, 
As  much  as  now  we  find  in  men. 
It  happon'd,  when  9  plague  broke  out 
(Which  therefore  made  them  more  devout )j^ 
The  king  of  brutes  (to  make  it  plain. 
Of  quadrupeds  I  only  mean) 
By  proclamation  gave  command^ 
That  ev^ry  fub}e£t  in  the  land 
Should  to  the  prieft  confefs  their  fins  ^ 
And  thus  the  pious  wolf  begins. 
Good  fathdr,  I  mufl  own  with  fhame,, 
That  often  I  have  been  to  blame  : 
I  mud  confefs,  on  Friday  lall. 
Wretch  that  I  was  !  I  broke  my  faft  s 
But  I  defy  the  bafcft  tongue 
To  prove  I  did  my  neighbour  wrong  j 
Or  ever  went  to  fcek  my  food 
By  rapine,'  theft,  or  thirft  of  bloods 

The  a{s»  approaching  next,  confefsM^ 
That  in  Vii^  Yit^cLxV'tVyO^  ^ \t^-» 


THE  BEASTS  CONCESSION.        2$r 

A  wag  he  was,  he  needs  mufl  own. 
And  could  not  let  a  dunce  alone  ; 
Sometimes  his  friend  he  would  not  fparei, 
And  might  perhsips  be  too  ftvtte  ; 
But  yet,  the  worft  that  couM  be  faid^. 
He  was  a  ivit  both  born  and  bred  j 
Andy  if  it  be  a  (in  or  fhame, 
Nature  alone  mud  bear  the  blame  : 
One  fault  he  hath,  is  forry  for  *t. 
His  ears  are  half  a  foot  too  ihort ; 
Which  could  he  to  the  ftandard  brings .  . 
He  M  (hew  his  face  before  the  king  : 
Then  for  his  voice,  there 's  none  difputeii ; 
That  he  's  the  nightingale  of  brutes. 

The  fwine  with  contrite  heart  alloWd>. 
His  ihape  and  beauty  made  liim  proud : 
In  diet  was  perhaps  too  nice, 
But  gluttony  was  ne'er  his  vice : 
In  every  turn  of  life  content. 
And  meekly  took  what  fortune  fent : 
Inquire  through  all  the  parifli  round, 
A  better  neighbour  ne*cr  was  found  : 
His  vigilance  might  fome  difpleafe ; 
*Ti8  true,  he  hated  lloth  like  peafe. 

The  mimic  ape  began  his  chatter. 
How  evil  tongues  his  life  befpattcr : 
Much  of  the  ccnfuring  world  complainM,, 
Who  faid,  his  gravity  was  frign'd  : 
Indeed  tlie  (Iriftnefs  of  his  morals 
Engaged  him  in  an  hundred  c^uaiitA^  \ 


^<fc 
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He  faw,  and  be  was  griev*d  to  fee  't> 
His  zeal  was  fometimes  indifcreet ; 
He  foun^his  vimies  too  fevere 
For  our  corrupted  times  to  bear : 
Yet  fucb  a  lewd  licentious  age 
Migbt  well  excufe  a  Stoic's  rage. 

The  goat  advanced  with  decent  pace; 
And  firll  excused  his  youthful  face ; 
Forgivcncfs  begg*d,  that  he  appeared 
('Twas  nature's  fault)  without  a  beards 
Tis  true,  be  was  not  much  inclined 
To  fondnefs  for  the  female  kind; 
Noty  as^s  enemies  ohjeQ:^ 
From  chance^  or  natural  defe£b ; 
Not  by  bis  frigid  conflitution ;. 
But  through  a  pious  refolution  : 
For  he  had  made  a  holy  vow 
Of  chaftity,  as  Monks  do  now ; 
"Which  he  refolv'd  to  keep  for  ever  hence,. 
And  {lri£Wy  tooj  as  doth  his  *  Reverence« 

Apply  the  tale,  and  you  ihall  find. 
How  juft  it  fuits  with  human-kind. 
Some  faults  we  own :  but,  can  you  guefs  f 
—Why,  virtues  carried  to  excefsy 
Wherewith  our  vanity  endows  us, 
Though  neither  foe  nor  friend  allows  us. 

The  lawyer  fwears  (you  may  rely  on  *t); 
He  never  fqueez'd  a  needy  client ; 

*  The  prieft  bis  confeflbn 
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And  this  he  makes  his  conftant  rule  j 
*For  which  his  brethren  call  him  fool  x 
His  confcience  always  was  fo  nice. 
He  ffccly  gave  the  poor  advice  j 
By  which  he  lofl,  he  may  affirm^ 
A  hundred  fees  laft  Eafter-term. 
While  others  of  the  learned  robe 
Would  break  the  patience  of  a  Job  $ 
No  pleader  at  the  bar  could  match 
His  diligence  and  quick  difpatch ; 
Ne'er  kept  a  caufe,  he  well  may  boaf^ 
Above  a  term,  or  two  at  mod. 

The  cringing  Icnave,  who  feeks  a  place 
Without  fuccefs,  thus  teflls  his  cafe  : 
Why  (hould  he  longer  mince  the  matter  ? 
He  fairdy  becaufe  he  could  not  flatter ; 
He  had  not  learned  to  turn  his  coat^ 
Nor  for  a  party  give  his  vote  : 
His  crime  he  quickly  underftood  5 
Too  zealous  for  the  nation's  good  1  ^ 

He  found  the  miniders  rtfent  it. 
Yet  could  not  for  his  heart  repent  it. 

The  chaplain  vows,  he  cannot  fawn. 
Though  it  would  raife  him  to  the  lawn  t 
He  pafs'd  his  hours  among  his  books ; 
You  find  it  in  his  meagre  looks  : 
He  might,  tf  he  were  worldly  wife, 
Preferment  get,  and  fpare  his  eyes  : 
But  own'd,  he  had  a  (hibborn  fpirit. 
That  made  him  trull  ilone  to  merit : 
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Would  riCe  by  nent  to  piomodOD  ; 
Alas  !  a  mere  chimeric  notion. 
The  do6koTf  if  you  will  believe  him, 

'Confefs'd  a  (in  ;  (and  God  foigire  him  I) 
Caird  up  at  midnight,  ran  to  ikve 
A  blind  old  beggar  from  the  glare  : 
But  fee  how  Satan  fpreads  his  fnares  | 
He  quire  forgot  to  fay  his  prayers. 
He  cannot  help  it  tor  his  heart 
Sometimes  to  a&  the  parfon's  part : 
Q^iotes  from  the  Bihlt  many  a  fcntencCy 
That  moves  his  patients  to  repentance  : 
And,  when  his  medicines  do  no  good. 
Supports  their  minds  with  heavenly  food. 
At  which,  however  well  intended, 

:IIc  hears  the  clergy  are  offended ; 
And  grown  fo  bold  behind  his  back. 
To  call  him  hypocrite  and  quack. 
In  his  own  church  he  keeps  a  feat ; 

•Says  -grace  before  and  after  meat ; 
And  calls,  without  allc£ting  airs. 
His  houfehold  twice  a  day  to  prayers. 

Jle  fliuns  apothecaries  fliops ; 
And  hates  to  cram  the  fick  with  flops  s 
He  fcorns  to  make  his  art  a  trade  j 
l^or  bribes  my  lady's  favourite  maid. 

".Old  nurfe-keepers  would  never  hire. 
To  recommend  him  to  the  fquire  5 
Which  others,  whom  he  will  not  name, 

rHave  oftcn.pra^^is'd  to^heir  Aame. 
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The  ftatefman.  tells  you,  with  zfiaer^ 
His  fault  is  to  be  too/iw:4rei 
And,  having  no  fmifter  cikU, 
7s  apt  to  difoblige  hiB  friends. 
The  nation's  good,  his  inaftert  gloiy^ 
Without  regard  to  Whig  or  Tory, 
Were  all  che  fdiemes  he  had  in  rtjeiw  { 
Yet  he  was  feconded  by  few  : 
Though  fonae  had  fpread  a  tboufaod  lyes, 
'Twas  be  defeated  the  Excife. 
'Twas  known,  chout>h  he  had  borne  afperiion^ 
Thzi  flauMng  troops  were  his  avcrfion  : 
His  praftice  was,  in  every  (lation, 
To  ferve  the  king,  and  plcafc  the  nation* 
Though  hard  to  find  in  every  cafe 
The  fitted  man  to  fill  a  place : 
His  promifes  he  ne'er  forgot. 
But  took  memorials  on  the  fpot : 
His  enemies,  for  want  of  charity. 
Said,  he  af{c6led  popularity  : 
*Tis  true,  the. people  underflood. 
That  all  he  did  was  for  their  good ; 
Their  kind  affe£lion6  he  has  try'd ; 
No  love  is  lofl:  on  either  fide. 
He  came  to  court  with  fortune  clcar^ 
Which  now  he  runs  out  every  ytjar : 
Mufl,  at  the  rate  that  he  goes  on» 
Inevitably  be  undone  : 
Oh  I  if  his  majedy  would  pleaie 
To  give  hiro  hut  a  writ  of  etiie. 
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Would,  grant  him  licence  to  retire^ 
As  it  hath  long  been  his  defire, 
By  fair  accounts  it  would  be  fottn4^ 
'He's  poorer  by  ten  thoufand  pouncL 
He  ownsyi  and  hopes  it  is  no  fin> 
He  ne'er  was  partial  to  his  kin ; 
'        He  thought 'it  bafe  for  men  in  iUtioiit 
To  crowd  the  court  with  their  relations': 
His  country  was  his  deareft  mother^ 
And  every  virtuous  man  his  brother ; 
through  modefly  or  aukward  (hame 
{For  which  he  owns  himfelf  to  blame). 
He  found  the  wifeft  man  he  could. 
Without  refpe^  to  friends  .or  blood; 
Uor  ever  a£tson  private  views, 
When  he  hath  liberty  to  chufe. 

The  fharper  fworc,  he  hated  pky, 
•Except  to  pafs  «an  hour  away : 
And  well  he  might ;  for,  to  his  cofl. 
By  want  of  (kill,  he  always  loil ; 
<He  heard  there  was  a  club  of  cheats. 
Who  had  contrivM  a  thoufand  feats; 
'Could  change  the  flock,  'or  cog  a  dye. 
And  thus  deceive  the  iharpcft  eye  r 
Nor  wonder  how  his  fonune  funk, 
His  brothers  fleece  him  when  he  -'s  drunk* 

I  own  the  moral  not  exadl ; 
Beiides,  the  tale  is  falfe  in  fa^i: ; 
And  fo  abfurd,>that,  could  I  raife  up 
From  fields  Elyfam,  fabling  JEhp ; 

I  wo 
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I  would  ascu^e  him  to  his  face 
For  libeling  the  j^r'-foot  race. 
Creatuies  pf  e\;efy  kind  byt  OkXn 
Well  con>preli6fid  cbetP  natural  powers ; 
While  wc,  whom  rea/om  ought  to  fway, 
Miftake  our  talents  every  day. 
The  afs  wai  ne\Tr  known  fo  ftupid 
To  a£l  the  part  of  Tray  or  Cupid; 
Nor  leaps  upon  his  mafter*s  lap. 
There  to  be  ftroak'd,  and  fed  with  pajr. 
As  ^fop  would  the  wotid  pcrfuade ; 
He  better  underdand^  hi»  tracfe  : 
Nor  comes,  whene'er  his  lady  whiftlcs  ; 
But  carries  lostds^^  and  feeds  on  thidle^ 
Our  author's  meaning,  1  prefume,  is 
A  creature  bifes  et  i^plumis; 
Whcrefn  tlie  morallft  defignM 
A  compliment  on  huniaa-ktnd; 
For  here  he  owns,  that  now  and^cn 
Beads  may  degeniratt  Into  CDeo« 

ADVICE    Td    A    PARSON.  lyjT. 

TXTOULD  you  rife  in  the  church?  lie  ftuprdtnddulli 
~      Be  empty  of  learning,  of  infolence  full  j 
Though  lewd  and  imraomly  be  formal  and  gnure. 
In  flattery  an  ariift,  in  fawning  %JUivi : 
No  merit,  no  fciencc,  no  virtue,  is  wanting 
In  tiim  that 's  accomplilh'd  in  cringing  and  wanting. 
Voult  U  '  Et^ 
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Be  ftudious  to  pra6tifc  tnic  miamifsrfj^hrk  j  *' 
For  who  but  lord  Bolton  *  was  mkred  fbr  mtritf  • 
Would  you.  wiih  to  |^  wrapt  in  zrtbeiP,  in  fliott^ 
Be  pox'd  ftod  profane  as  F — n  or  Horttf  •  ' 

THE    PARSON'S    CASE.* 

npHAT  you,  friend  Marcus,  like  a  Stoackj^ 
-■"    Can  wiih  to  diain  ftrains  heroiQ^ 
No  real  JFortitude  implies  : 
Yet,  all  muft  own,,  thy  wifh  is  wife* 
Thy  curate's  place,  thy  fruitful  wife. 
Thy  buty,  drudging  fccne  of  life. 
Thy  infolent,  illiterate  yicar. 
Thy  want  of  all-confoling  liquor. 
Thy  thread-bare  ^own,  thy  cafTock  rent^ 
Thy  credit  funk,  thy  rooney:fpcnt> 
Thy  week  made  up  of  faftinig-days. 
Thy  grate  unconfdous  of  a  blaze. 
And,  to  complete  thy  other  curfcs. 
The  quarterly  demands  of  nurfes. 
Are  ills  you  wifely  wifli  to  feavt. 
And  fly  for  refuge  to  the  grave : 
And,  O,  what  virtue  yoti  exprefs, 
la  wiHiing  fuch  aflii6Hons  lefs! 

,But,.  now,  ihoukl  Fortune  fluft  the  fcene,. 
And  make  thy  Curateflitp  a  Dean  i 

*  Then  archbifliop  of  Caihel. 
\  Ai  that  tune  bi^op  of  Kilmore. 
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Or  fome  rich  benefice  provide. 
To  pamper  luxury  and  pride  ^ 
M^ith  libou?  fma!l,  and  incofnc  great"; 
With  chaiior  leTs  foruf&tUan^ftite; 
With  fwclling  fcarf  and  glofly  gown. 
And  licenfe  to  reiide  in  town ; 
To  ftme,  where  all  the  gay  rtfort, 
At  concert V  coflfbe-houfc,  or  court. 
And  weekly  perfccutc  his  Grace, 
With  vifits,  or  to  beg  a. places 
With  underling*  thy  flook  to  teach. 
With  no  defirc  to  ptay  or.prfeach ; 
With  haughty  fpoufe  in  vcfture  fine. 
With  plenteous  meaU«nd=  generous  wine; 
Wouidd  thou  not  v/ifh,  in  fo  much  ea^e. 
Thy  years  as  numerous  ai  thy  days  ? 


THE  HARDSHIP  UPON  TOE  LADIE& 

1753- 

TJOOR  ladies  I  though  their  hufmcfs  be  to  play, 
^     *Tis  hard  they  muft  be  bufy  night  and  day  :    . 
Why  fhould  they  want  the  privilege  of  men, 
}4or  take  fome  fmall  divedions  now  and  then  ? 
Had  women  been  the  makers  of  our  laws 
•(And  why  they  were  not,  I  can  fee  no  caufe)  ; 
The  men  (hould  (lave  at  cards  from  morn  to  night ; 
And  female  pleafures  be  to  read  and  write. 

U  2  A  LOVE 


A       LOVE       SO    N    G, 
IN    THE    MODERN   TASTE:  1733- 

I-  .  - 

T^LUTTERING  li>wad  thy  purpk  pixuoipV:' 
•*•       Gentle  Cupid,  o*cr  my  heaif ; 
I  a  flave  in  thy  dominions  f 

Nature  muft  give  way  to  tru 
IL 
Mild  Arcadians,  tnfor  bloomings 

Nightly  nodding  o*er  your  flock Sy 
See  my  weary  days  confumipg. 

All  beneath  yon  flowery  rocksh 
III. 
Thus  the  Cyprian  goddefs  weeping 

Mourn'd  Adonis,  darling  youth  t 
Him  the  boar,  in  filcnce  creeping^  *  ' 

Gor'd  with  unrelenting  tooth. 
IV. 
Cyntliia,  tune  harmonious  numbcFs.; 

Fair  Difcrction,  firing  tlie  lyre  j. 
Sooth  my  cvcr-waking  flumbers  : 

Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  choir. 
V. 
Gloomy  Pluto,  king  of  terrors, 

Arm'd  in  adamantine  chains,. 
Lead  me  to  ti\e  cryAal  mirrors,, 

Watering  fofc  Elylian.  plains^ 

VI.  Mournful 
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VI. 

Movrnful  cyprcfs,  Tcrdant  willow. 

Gilding  my  Aurelia*8  brows, 
Morpheus,  hovering  o'er  my^Uou-, 

Hear  me  |Miy  ray  dyini^  tows. 
VIL 
Melaneholy  fmooth  Meander, 

Swiftly  purling  in  a  round. 
On  thy  margin  lovers  wander, 

With  z\iy  flowery  chaplcts  crown'-cL 
VIII. 
Thus  Avhen  Philomela  drooping 

Softly  feeks  her  iilenc  mate, 
See  the  bird  of  Juno  (looping; 

M^My  reiigns  to  f ate« 

OaifccWonis  BROTHER  PROTESTANTS, 
and  FELLOW  CHRISTIANS, 

So  familiarly  ufcd  hy  the  Advocates  for  the  Repeal  of 
the  Te^t-a-ct  in  Jreland.  1733* 

A  N  inundation,  faystlie  fahic, 
•*^  O'erflow'd  a  farmer**  barn  and  flablc ; 
Whole  ricks  of  hay  and  (lacks  of  ciM'n 
Were  down  the  fudden  current  borne; 
While  things  jof  heterogeneous  kind 
Together  float  uith  tide  and  wind. 
The  generous  wheat  forgot  its  prid^ 
And  Uil'4l  with  litter  fide  by  fide ^ 

U  2  'X^>w.<vx>^ 
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Uniting  all,  to  ihew  their  amity. 
As  in  a  general  calamity. 
A  ball  of  new-dropt  liodt't  dwngf 
Mingling  with  appkt  in  the  throqi^ 
Said  to  the  pippin  plam(>  and  prkn, , 
«  See,  brother,  how  w^  apples  fwim." 

Thus  Lamb,  renowii'd  for  cutting  oociit»i  ' 
An  offer'd  fee  from  JLaddii*  fooms : 
**  Not  for  the  world— we  doAors,  brother, 
•*  Muft  take  no  fees  of  one  another.*^ 
Thus  to  a  Dean  fome  Curate  floven 
Subfcribes,  <*  Dear  Stf,  your  brother  kMrbg*" 
Thus  all  the  footmen^  Aoe-boys,  porters. 
About  St.  James's,,  cry,  "  Wc  courtiers*'' 
Thus  H-^  in  the  houfe  will  prate, 
**  Sir,  wc  the  minifters  of  ftatc." 
Thus  at  the  bar  the  blockhead  Bettefworth, . 
Though  half  a  crown  overpays  his  fweat's  %vortb». 
Who  knows  in  law  nor  text  nor  margentj 
Calls  Singleton  his  brother  ferjeant. 
And  thus  fanatic  faints,  though  neither  ia 
Do£brine  nor  difcipline  our  brethren. 
Are  Brother  Proteflants  and  Chri{lians> 
As  much  as  Hebrews  and  PhilHlines : 
But  in  no  other  fenfe,  than  nature 
Has  made  a' rat  our  fellow-creature. 
Lice  from  your  body  fuck  their  food  ;: 
But  is  a  loufe  your  flefh  and  blood  ? 
Though  born  of  human  filth  and  fwcat,  it 
May  2LS  wdl  be  faid  man  did  beget  it. 

S  But 
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But  maggots  in  your  nofe  and  chin 
As  well  may  claim  you  for  their  kin. 

Yet  crkicks  nuiy  obie£^>  why  not  ? 
Since  lice  are  brethren  tt>  •  Scot : 
Which  m^e  our  Cwarm  of  k&s  dcteinunc 
'  Employments  for  their  brother  vermin. 
But  be  they  Engltfh,  Iriili,  Soottiib, 
What  Proteilaot  can  be  fo  fottiA, 
While  o'er  the  church  thefe  clouds  are  gathering,. 
To  call  a  iWann  of  lice  his  bfethren  ? 

As  Mofesy  by  dirine  advice^ 
B)  Egypt  tum'd  the  duft  to  lice  t 
And  as  our  fe6^v  ^7  *^^  defcriptioosy 
Have  hearts  more  harden'd  than  Egyptians  1 
As  from-  the  trodden  duft  they  fpring. 
And,  tum'd  to  lice,,  inftft  the  king : 
For  pity's  fake,  it  would  be  ju(V, 
A  rod  iboukl  turn  them  back  to  dujl^ 

Let  folks  in  high  or  holy  (lations 
Be  proud  of  owning  fuch  relations; 
Let  courtiers  hug  them  in  their  bofom, 
As  if  they  were  afraid  to  lofe  them  : 
While  I,  with  humble  Job,  had  rather 
Say  to  corruption—**  Thou'n  my  father." 
For  he  that  has  fo  little  wit 
To  aourilh  vermini  may  be  hit* 


U4  THE 


THE   YAHOO'S    OVERTHROW; 

THE  KEVAN  BAY^'S  NEW  BALLAp, 

VPON    SERJEANT   KITE'S   INSVLTIN^G    TH£    DSAN. 

Tx>  the  Tunc  of,  Dcrry  down. 

JOLLY  boys  of  St.  Kevin's,  St.  Patrick's,  Dooorc, 
And  Sroithfield,  I  '11  tell  you,  if  not  told  before. 
How  Bcttefworth,  that  booby«  sad  fcoundrel  in  gnu. 
Hath  infulted  us  all  by  tnfulting  ihp  Dean, 

ATvyri  Sim  Jowum^  down,  Jotvfut,  knock  him  dawn. 

The  Dcin  and  his  merits  we  every  one  know. 
But  this  ikip  of  a  Lawyer,  wTierethe  Dc'el  cfid  hegrowf 
>f ow  greater  i»is  merit  at  Four  Courts  or  Houfe, 
Than  die  barking  of  ToWi^er^  or  leap  of  a  loufe  ? 

'  Knock  him  douon,  &c. 

That  he  canoe  from  tlie  Temple,  his  morals  do  ihow; 
But  wliere  his  deep  law  is,  few  mortals  yet  know  -  1 

His  ilictoric,  Iwmbaft,  filly  jcfts,  are  by  far  \ 

More  like  to  laoipooning,  than  pleading  at  bar. 

Knock  him  down,  &c. 

This  pedlar,  at  fpeaking  and  making  of  lavs. 
Hath  met  with  returns  of  all  forts  but  applaufe ; 
Has,  with  noifc  and  odd  geftures,  been  prating fomeyeart* 
Wlwt  hoDcIlcr  folks  never  durft  for  their  ears. 

Xncck  him  Jo^wm,  Sec. 


I 
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^f  all  iizes  and  fortSy  the  fanatical  crew 
Are  his  Brother  Proteilants,  good  men  and  tntf 
Red  hat,  and  blue  bonnet,  and  turbant  's  the  fanie. 
What  the  De'el  is 't  to  him  whence  the  Devil  they  came  * 

X»0€k  him  Ja^tm,  Sec* 

fiobbeSy  Tindal,  «nd  Woolfton,  and  Collins^  and 
Naylcr, 
And  Muf^eton*  Toland,  and  Bradley  the  Tayloi* 
Are  Chriftians  alike  ^  4uid  it  may  he  Mrerr'dy 
He 's  a  Chriftian  as  |;ood  as  tlie  ixikcf  the  herd. 

Ktuck  bim  (hwH^  &e« 

He  only  the  rights  of  the  clergy  debates. 
Their  rights  •'    their  importance !    We  '11  iiet  xm  new 

xates 
On  their  tithes  at  half-nothing,  their  priefthood  at  lef&t 
What 's  next  to  be  voted  with  eaic  you  may  guefs. 

Knocl  bim  dotvHf  &c. 

At  length  hi5  Old  Mafter  (I  need  not  him  name^ 
To  fhis  damnable  Speaker  had  long  owM  a  Ihame? 
When  his  fpeecli  came  abroad,  he  paid  him  ofTclean^ 
By  leaving  him  under  the  pen  of  the  Dean. 

Knock  bim  tbnjon^  S:e. 

He  kindled,  as  if  the  whole  Satire  had  been 
The  opprefBon  of  Virtue,  not  wages  of  ^an  t 
He  began,  as  hehngg'd,  with  a  rant  and  a  roar} 
He  bragged  how  he  bounced,  and  he  fwore  how  he 
/wok. 

£MOck  bim  dovm,  fee, 
ThoBg^ 
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Though  he  aing'd  to  hit  Deanihip  in  Tory  low 
ftnios, 
To  others  be •  beaded  of  knocking  out  brains. 
And  flittiBg'Of  nofesy  «nd  cropping- of  «art,  ^ 
WUle  his-  own  afs^s  zeggs  were  more  fit  for  die  fliears. 

Kmock  bim  dafwu^  &c. 

On  this  Worrier  of  Deans  whene'er  we  can  Wt, 
We  '11  Ihew  lum  the  way  how  to  crop  and  to  flit  i 
We  '11  teach  him  iR>me  better  addrefs  to  afibfd 
To  the  Dean  of  all Deansythough  he  wears  not  a  fword^ 

Knock  ism  dtvmh  &C' 

Well  cQlcliim  through Kevan,  St.  Fatrick^s,  Donor^ 
And  Smithfield,  as  Rap  was  ne'er  coTi^  befbie ; 
We  '11  oil   him  with  Kennel,  and.  powder    him  ^th 

grauns, 
A  modus  right  fit  for  infulters  of  Deans. 

Kaock  bim  dmim,  &c 

And,  when  this  is  over,  we  '11  make  him  amends. 
To  the  Dean  he  fhall  go;  they  ihall  kifs  and  be  friends r 
But  how  ?  Why,  the  Dean  (ball  to  him  difclofe 
A  £ice  for  te'kifsy  without  eyes,  ears,  or  nofe. 

KMOck  him  down,  &c* 

If  you  fay  this  is  hard  on  a  man  that  is  reckon'd 
That  ferjeant  at  law  whom  we  call  Kite  the  Second, 
Tou  miftake;  for  a  fiave,  who  will  coax  his  fuperiors^ 
May  be  proud  to  be  licking  a  great  man's  pofteriors. 

Kjioci  bim  donjcn^  &c 
Wlwt 
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What  care  wc  how  high  runs  his  pallion  or  pride  ? 
Though  his  foul  he  dftfpifes,  he  values  his  hide ; 
Then  fear  po(  hit  tongue,  or  his  fword,  or  his  knife ; 
He  11  take  his  revenge  on  hit  innocent  wife. 

Xinock  him  tkwm,  dtwnf  itSmftt,  ^eep  bim  dfwn. 


O-N   T  »B 

ARCHBISHOP    OF    CASHEL, 
AND    frETTE&WORTH. 

T^EAR  Dick,  pr'ytbee  tell  by  what  pailion  you  moye^ 

-*^  The  world  is  in  doubt,  whether  hatrcj  or  lovej 

And,  while  at  good  Ctihel  yov  rail  witKfuch  fpite. 

They  Ihrewdly  fufped  it  is  all  but  a  bke. 

Tou  certainly  knowr  though  fo  loudly  you  vapoufy- 

His  fpite  cannot  wound,  who  atteropced  the  Drapier*. 

Then,  pr'ythee,  refledk,  take  a  word  of  advice ; 

And,  as  your  old  wont  is,  ahi^nge fides  in  a  trice: 

On  his  virtues  hold  forth;  'tis  the. very  btfl  way; 

And  fay  of  the  man  what  all  hbneft  men  fay. 

But  if,  dill  obdurate,  your  anger  jwmains, 

If  dill  your  foul  boTom  more  rancour  contains  1 

Say  then  more  than  they ;  nay,  lavishly  flatter,. . 

*Tu  your  grofs  panegyrics  alone  fan  bcfpatter : 

For  thine,  my  dear  Dick,  give  me  leave  to  fpeak  plda»- 

Like  a  very  foul  mop,  dirty  more,  than  they  clean* 

dN 
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ON        POETRYt 
A       RHAPSODY.    1713. 

A  LL  human  race  would  fain  be  tjuks, 
^^^  And  millions  mifs  for  one  that  hits. 
Young's univcrfalf affion,  pride. 
Was  never  "known  to  fpread  fo  wide. 
Say,  Britain,  could  you  ever  boaft  5 

Three  poets  in  an  age  at  mod  ? 
Our  chilling  climate  hardly  bears 
AJ^g  of  bajrs  in  fifty  years  : 
While  every  fdol  his  claim  alkdges. 
As  if  it  grew  in  oommon  hedges.  c« 

What  reaibn  can  there  be  afl!ign'4 
For  tins  perverfenefs  in  the  mind  ? 
Brutes  find  out  where  their  talents  tic« 
A  hear  will  not  attempt  to  fly ; 
A  foundered  horfi  will  oft*  debate,  15 

Before  he  tries  a  five-barr'd  gate  j 
A  dog  by  in{tin6k  turns  aiide, 
Whoiees  the  ditchrtoo  deep  and  wvdcu 
Sut  man  we  fin^  the  only -creature 
Who,  led  hyfii^,  combats  Nature-;  M 

Who,  when^^jr  loudly  cries^  Enrbuar^ 
With  obftinacyifixes  there; 
And,  where  his  genius  leaft  indtaes, 
Ablurdly  bends  his  whole  defigns. 
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Not  impire  to- the  rifing  fua  25 

By  valour,  condu^l:,  foituoe  woa; 
Not  higheft  nvifdom  in  debtte$ 
For  framing  lawv  to  govem  (faites  ; 
N(|t  iklll  in  fcienccg  profound 
So  large  to  grafp  the  circle  round :  9^ 

Such  heavenly  ii^fluence  r<i^uiFe>  .. 
As  how  to^  (bike  the  Muf»*s  Ijre^ 

Not  beggar's  brat  on  bulk  bc;go^ ; 
Not  badard  of  a  pedlar  $cpt ; 
Not  l)oy  brought  up  to  cleaning  ihoes»  yj 

The  fpawn  ol  Bridewel}  or  the  ftews  ; 
Not  infants  dropt,  the  fpurious  pledges 
^gipfiti  littering  undev  hedgesj 
Are  fo  difqualify'd  by  fa|e 

To  rife  in  churchy  or  lawt  otftatit  4^^ 

As  he  whom  Phoebus  in  his  ice 
Hath  blafted  with  poetic  fire. 

What  hope  of  cuflom  b  the^ir. 
While  not  a  foul  demands' your  ware  ? 
Where  you  have  nothing  to  produce  4* 

For  private  life,  or  public  ufe? 
Cwru  citjy  country f  want  you  not? 
You  cannot  bribe,  betray,  or  plot, 
.For  poets,  law  makes  no  provilloo ; 
The  wealthy  have  you  in  derifipn;  .     c^ 

Of  Ibte-aflairs  you  cannot  fmatter  { 
Are  awkward  when  you  try.to  flatter : 
Your  portion,  taking  Britain  round. 
Was  ju(\  one  annual  hundred  pound  ^ 


l^ow  not  fo  much  as  in  remaiiid^y  ■  5^ 

-  Since  Gibber  Vrought-tn  tn  attainder ; 

Tor  ever  fixM  by  right  divine 

(A  monarch's  right)  on  Grubflreet  line. 

Poor  (larveling  bard,  ho^  fmall  tliy  gnns ! 
'     How  unpropdroon'd  to  th^r  pains  1  6f 

And  here  zJUniU  comes  pat  in  r ' 
Though  cbtckems  tak«  a  month  to  falttefay 
The  guefts  in  lofs  than  iudf -an  hour 
'Will  moie  than  hsdf  a-  fcere  -dtTette. 
^  'So»  after  toiling  twenty  days  ^ 

To  earn  a-ftdck  ofpence  and  prdfe. 
Thy  ]aboui9,  grown  the  critic's  prey,  • 
Are  fwallow'd  o'er  a  difli  of  tea « * 
•<Jonc  to  be  never  heard  of  more, 
''  ■  «Gone  where  the  ebkiiMS  went  before.  -  ?# 

How  ihall  a  new  attempter  learn 
^Of  different  fpirits  to  difcem. 
And  how  diitinguifli  wldch  is  which. 
The  poet's  vein,  or  fcribUing  itch  ? 
Then  hear  an  old  experienc'd  finnet^  75 

.In(lru6ting  thus  a  young  beginner. 

Confult  yourfelf  $  and  if  you  fiiid 
A  powerful  impul&  urge  your  mind. 
Impartial  judge  within  your  breaft 
What  fubjed  you  can  manage  beft ;  U 

Whether  your  genius  moft  inclines 
To  fatircy  pndfe,  or  humourous  lines. 
To  elegies  in  nMMimfiDd  tone. 
Or  pro\«>g(ie  kttixnisiVfiKGiji'vsknown. 


Then,  rifmg  with  Aurora's  lights  85 

The  Mufe  invi^'dy  fit  down  to  Wtit*, 

Blot  out,  cotttiXi  infcrt,  refine,  '  '     ^* 

Enlarge,  ditiwAifbf  interiine;'  ' 

Be  mindful, '  vfaeii  invemkm  failti 

To  fcratch  your  head,  and  bite  Jrour  Jidh.'  9Q 

Your  poem  ^iih'd,  next  your  chsai  ' 

Is  needful  toitratifcribe  it  faih 
In  modem  wit  a'U  printed  traihis- 
Set  off  with  numerous  bnais'vuA  dafies.  ' 

To  flatefeien  would  you  give  a  vt^pe,  g^ 

You  T^rinV  it  in  Italic  type.' 
When  letters  are  in  vulgar  ihapes,' 
•Tis  ten  to  one  the  wit  efdapes  : 
But,  when  in  ciapitaU  expreft,    ' 
The  dulled  reader  fmoaks  the  jeflli  ioa 

Or  elfe  perhaps  he  may  invent 
A  better  than  the  pO^t  meant^ 
As  leafned  commentators  view 
In  Homer  more  than  Homer  knew. 

Your  poem  in  its  modiih  drefs,  to$ 

-Corre^ly  fitted  for  the  prefs, 
Convey  by  penhy-pod  to  Lintoc, 
But  let  no  friend  iUvc  look  into  t. 
If  Lintot  thinks  'twill  quit  the  coft. 
You  need  not  fear  your  labour  loft':  1 10 

And  how  agreeably  furprizM 
Are  you  to  fee  it  advertised  I 
The  hawker  (hews  you  one  in  print. 
As  frcfh  as  fanhings  from  the  mint  -. 


tVtf^ 
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The  produ£fc  of  your  toil  and  fweacing;.  115 

A  baftard  of  ypur  own  begettinfo 

Be  Aire  at  Will's,  the  fellovifing,.day. 
Lie  fnugy  and  hear  what  critics  iayi 
And,  if  you  find  the  general  vogue  ' 
Pronounces-  you  a  (htpid  rogue,  i3« 

Damns  all  your  thoughts  as  low  and  little^ 
Sit  (UU,  and  fwallow  down  your  .fpittk. 
Be  (ilent  as  a  politician^ 
For  talking  may  beget  ftifpicion ; 
Or  praife  the  JAidgement  of  the  town,  1:5 

And  help  yourfelf  to  run  it  down. 
Cive  up  your  £ond  paternal  pride, 
Nor  argue  on  the  weaker  (ide : 
For  poems  read  without  a  name 
We  juftly  praife,  or  Juftly  blanie  i  13a 

And  critics  have  no  partial  views. 
Except  they  kno\y  whom  they  abufe  : 
And,  fmce  you  ne'er  provoke  their  fpite. 
Depend  upon 't  their  judgement 's  righc 
But  if  you  blab,  you  are  undone  :  1^5 

Confider  what  a  riik  you  run  : 
You  lofe  your  credit  all  at  once  ; 
The  town  will  maik  you  for  a  dunec ; 
The  riled  doggrel,  Grubftrect  fends. 
Will  pafs  for  yours  with  foes  and  friends  i         s^    \ 
And  you  muft  bear  the  whole  difgrace. 
Till  fome  frcfli  blockhead  take^  your  place- 

Your  fecret  kept,  your  poem  funk, 
Ani  Uvi^vti c^xt.\\a  llae  a  trunk„ 
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If  Aill  you  h€  difpoe'd  to  rhyme^  145 

Go  try  your  hand  a  fecond  time. 
Again  you  fail :  yet  Safe  *s  the  word  j 
Take  courage  and  attempt  a  third. 
But  firft  with  care  employ  your  thoughts 
Where  critics  mark*d  your  former  faults;  i5# 

The  trivial  turns,  riie  borrow'd  wit, 
Tht  JimiUs  that  nothing  fit ; 
The  cant  which  every  fool  repeats, 
Town-jefts  and  coffee-houfc  conceits, 
Defcriptions  tedious,  flat  and  dry,  155 

And  introducM  the  Lord  knows  why : 
Or  where  we  find  your  fury  fct 
Againft  the  harmlcfr.  alphabet; 
On  A's  and  B's  your  malice  vent, 
While  readers  wonder  whom  you  meant ;  \if 

A  public  or  a  private  robber^ 
AJIatefmarif  or  a  South -feayoi^^r  ; 
A  prelate  who  no  God  believes; 
A  parliament,  or  den  of  thieves  ; 
'A  pick-puffe  at  the  bar  or  bench,  165 

A  dutchcfs,  or  a  fuburb-wench  : 
Or  oft',  when  epithets  you  link 
In  gaping  lines  to  (ill  a  chink  1 
Like  ftcpping-ftones,  to  fave  a  flride. 
In  (Ireets  where  kennels  are  too  wide{  170 

Or  like  a  teel-piccc,  to  fupport 
A  cripple  with  one  foot  too  fhon; 
Or  like  a  bridge,  that  joins  a  marifh 
To  moorlands  of  a  different  panih. 
Vol,  II.  X  ^^ 
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So  have  I  feen  UWovplc^'iMmnjs  175 

Drag  different  wayf  in  miry  groiui4$« 
So  geographers  in  Afiic  maps 
With  favage  pl^^qres  £11  their  gaps. 
And  o'er  unhabitable  downs 
•  Place  elephants  for  want  of  towns.  iSo 

But,  thoygh  you  mifs  your  third  cffgy, 
You  need  not  throw  your  pen  away. 
Lay  now  afide  all  thoughts  of  famey 
To  fpring  nuwfi  profitable  game. 
From  party-n^rit  feek  fupport  j  185 

The  vilcft  vcrfe  thrives  heft  at  court. 
A  pamphlet  in  Sir  Bob's  defence 
Will  never  fail  to  bring- in  pence  :  ^ 

Nor  be  concerned  about  the  falc. 
He  pays  his  workmen  on  the  naiL  190 

A  prince,  the  moment  h^  is  crowA'd, 
Inherits  every  virtue  round. 
As  emblems  of  the  fovereign  power, 
Like  other  baubles  in  the  Tower : 
Is  generous,  valiant,  juft,  and  wife,  195 

And  fo  continues  till  he  dies  : 
His  humble  fe/idtte  this  profelTes, 
In  all  thtirfpeecbeSf  'votes,  addreffiu 
But  once  you  fix  him  in  a  tomb  j 
His  virtues  fade^  his  vices  bloom ;  aoo 

And  each  perfe61ion,  wrong  imputed. 
Is  fully  at  his  death  confuted. 
The  \o3ids  of  poems  in  his  praifc, 
Alceu^m^t  xKi^  QX)L%l^TkK.\\\hUzf  i 
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As  foon  as  you  can  hear  his  knell,  xo^ 

This  god  on  earth  turns  devil  in  Ifell : 

And  h) !  his  miniflers  of  (late, 

Transform'd  to  imps*  his  levee  watti 

Wlicrc,  in  the  fcenes  of  endlefs  wbc. 

They  ply  their  former  ans  below ;  •lo 

And,  as  they  fail  in  Charon's  boat^ 

Contrive  to  bribe  the  judge's  vote  j 

To  Cerberus  they  give  a  fop, 

His  triple-barking  mouth  to  flop  ) 

Or  in  the  ivory  gate  of  dreams  115 

Proje6t  excife  and  South-fca  fchemcs ; 

Or  hire  tlieir  party-pamphleteers 

To  fet  Elyfium  by  tl\c  ears. 

Then,  f>oet,  if  you  mean  to  tlirive. 
Employ  your  Mufe  on  kings  alive;  220 

With  prudence  gathering  up  a  clufter 
Of  all  the  virtues  you  can  muftcr, 
Which,  form'd  into  a  garland  fweety 
Lay  humbly  at  }our  monarch's  feetj 
Who,  as  the  odours  reacli  his  throne,  115 

Will  fmile,  and  tliink  them  all  his  own ; 
For  la^w  and  go^e/  both  determine 
All  virtues  lodge  in  royal  ermine: 
( 1  mean  the  oracles  of  botli, 
\Vi\o  (liall  depofe  it  upon  oath.)  t^o 

Your  (garland  in  the  following  rcigOy 
Change  but  the  names,  will  do  agaia* 

But,  if  you  think  this  trade  too  baf^ 
(Which  fcldom  is  the  dunce's  cafc,> 
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Put  on  the  critick's  broWf 'and  fit  .135 

At  Will's  the  puny  judge  of  wit.- 

A  nod,  a  Ihrugy  a  fcornful  Tmile, 

With  caution- us*d,  may  lerve  a  while. 

Proceed  no  further  in  your  part, 
'  Before  you  learn  the  terms  of  art ;  24^ 

For  you  can  never  l)c  too  far  gone 

In  all  our  modem  criticks' jargon  : 

Then  talk  with  more  authentic  face 

Of  unities f  in  time  and  place  i 
'  Get  fcraps  of  Horace  from  your  friend*,  245 

And  have  them  at  your  fingers  ends  j 

Learn  Ariftotlc's  rules  by  rote, 

And  at  all  hazards  boldly  quote  j 

Judicious  Rymer  oft'  review, 
'  Wife  Dennis,  and  profound  BolTu.  .  ^50 

Read  all  the  prefaces  of  Dryden, 

For  thefe  our  criticks  much  confide  in 

(Though  merely  writ  at  firfl  for  filling. 

To  raife  the  volume's  price  a  Ihilling). 

A  forward  critick  often  dupes  us  :.255 

With  -fham  quotations  peri  bupfous  : 

And  if  we  have  not  read  Longinus, 
*  Will  magifteri^Uy  outfhine  us. 

Then,  lefl  with  Greek  he  over-run  ye. 

Procure  the  book  for  love  or  money,  26f 

Tranflated  from  Boileau's  tranflation. 
And  quote  quotation  on  quotation. 
At  Will's  you  hear  a  poem  read, 
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Jl«clintng  on  his  e^bovr-chaify  265 

Gives  judgement  with  dccifiyc  air ; 
To  whom  the  tribe  of  circling  wits 
As  to  an  oracle  fubmits. 
He  gives  direftions  to  the  town, 
fTe  cry  it  up,  or  run  it  down ;  a7» 

Like  courtiers,  when  they  fend'  a  note,' 
Inftrufting  members  how  co*  vote. 
He  fets  the  ftamp  of  bad  and'  gotod^ 
Though  not  la  Word  be  undwftood. 
^Your  leflbn  learn 'd,  5^ou  '11  be  fc'Cure     ■  275 

To  get  the  riartd  of  tormotffeur : 
And,  when  your  merits  once  are  known, 
Procure  difciples  of  your  own. 
For  poets  (you  can  never  want  them) 
tSprcad  through  Augufta  Trinobantum,  28b 

Computing  by  their  pecks  of  coals, 
Amount  to  juft'nine  thoufand  fouls  : 
Thcfe  o  er  their  proper  diftrifts  govern. 
Of  wit  and  humour  judges  fovcreign, 
,  Jit  every  (Ireet  a  city -bard  285 

Rules,  like  an  alderman,  his  ward  ; 
His  indifputed-  rights  extend 
Through  all  the  lane,  from  end  to  end ; 
The  neighbours  round  admire  \i\%fireu:dneff 
.For  fongs  of  loyalty  and  lenudnefs ;  290 

Out-done  by  none  in  rhymins;  well. 
Although  he.  never  leam'd  to  fpell. 

Two  bordering  wits  contend  for  glory  j 
And  one  is  Whig,  and  one  is  Tory  : 

X  3  And 
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AnA  this  for  epics  claims  tht  talySft  %^j 

And  that  for  elegiac  layt  s 

Some  fam'd  for  numbers  fofc  and  fmodth. 

By  lovers- fpokc  in  Punch's  booth  j 

And  fome  as  jutUy  fame  extok 

ippr  lofty  lines  in  Smithfield  drollf«  30* 

Ba?ius  in  Wapping  gains  itnowhy 

And  Maevlus  reigns  o*er  Kentifli^town  1 

Tigcllius  plac'd  in  Phoebus*  car 

From  Ludgate  ihines  to  Temple^bar  t 

Harmonious  Gibber  entertains  „  J05 

The  court  with  annual  birth-day  ifarains  f 

Whence  Gay  was  baniih'd  in  dt/graee ; 

Wliere  Pope  will  never  ihow  his  facet 

Where  Young  muft  torture  his  invention 

To  flatter  knaves^  or  lofc  his  pni/h^^  3i# 

But  thefe  are  not  a  thoufandth  pan 
Of  jobbers  in  the  poet's  art. 
Attending  each  his  proper  ilation^ 
And  all  in  due  fubordination. 
Through  every  alley  to  be  found,  3^^ 

In  garrets  high,  or  under  ground  ; 
And  when  they  join  their  pericrantHf 
Out  ikips  a  b§ok  of  mfceUaniit, 
Hobbes  clearly  proves,  that  every  creatuit 
Lives  in  a  flate  of  war  by  b«ture«  ^^ 

The  greater  for  the  fmalleft  watch. 
But  meddle  feldom  with  their  match« 
A  whale  of  moderate  fize  will  draw 
^  ftvQal  of  hftmngs  down  his  mav^  j 

A,fox 
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I  A  tox  with  geeiii  bis  bcUy  crams  >  515 

A  wolf  ddlroys  a  thdufind  lamhs : 

But  feaveh  among  the  rhyiHiBg  raM, 

The  bnve  f te  weity'4 1^  the  baie^ 

If  on  Parnaflfus'  top  you  fit, 
'-  You  rarely  bite,  ire  always  bit.  330 

Each  poet  of  inferior  ftte 

On  you  (hall  rail  and  criticife« 

And  itrive  tx>  tear  you  limb  hom  Hmb  » 

While  otheKf  do  as  moch  for  him. 
The  vermin  duly  teaie  and  pinch  335 

Their  foes  foperior  by  aa  inch. 

So,  naturalifls  obfervo^  a  flea 

Hath  fmaller  fleas  that  ott  him  ptisy ; 

And  thefc  have  fmaller  (till  u^  bite  'em« 
.  And  fo  proceed  ad  infimtum.  j^o 

Thus  every  poet  in  bis  kfud 

Is  bit' by  him  that  comes  bdund  t 

Wiio,  though  too  little  10  be  feen^ 

Can  Maze,  and  gaU,  and  give  the  Tplcen ; 

Call  dunces  fools  and  (bns  of  whores^  345 

Lay  Grub-ftreet  at  each  other's  doors ; 

Extol  the  Greek  and  Roman  mailerSy 

And  curfe  our  modern  poetalUrs  % 

Complain,  as  many  an  ancient  bard  did^ 

ih)w  genius  is  no  more  rewarded;  330 

How  wrong  a  tafla  prevails  among  usi 

How  much  our  anoeftors  outfung  us  | 

Can  perfonaia  aa  awkward  fcom 

For  thofc  whQ axe  noc  poets  bom; 
X4 
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itid  all  their  biothcr-dunccs  laflii.,     .   !  •  .      5=5^ 
Who  croud  the  preft  with  hourly  traib^     .  1 

O  Grub-ftrect !  how.do.I  bemoanth^ew    .  •  ».: 
Whofe  graceleJV  children  .fcorn  to  ow|i  thec" ! 

Their  filial  piety  forgot,  .  , ; 

^  Deny  their  counti;y,  like  a  5cot  j  3;6# 

Though,  by  their  idiom  aiid  grimace^ ,  .  , 

They  foon  betray  their  native  place: 

Yet  ikou  Ijaft  greater  caufc  to  be..  ;  .  : 

Afham'd  of  them,,. than* they, of.  thee^..     , 

I^egenerate  from  thek  ancient  brood,  '365 

Since  firft  the  courjt  allowld  them  food^ 
Remains  a  difficulty  ;Aill« 

To  purchafe.fame  by  writing  ill-    . 

From  Fle^knoc  down  tO'.Howard'^  time^ 
/r  Kow  few  have  reach*d  the  lonn  fublimi  I'  J70 

For  when  our  high-born  Howard  dy'd,. 

Black  more  alone  his  place  fupply'd  : 

And,  left  a  chafm  Ihould  intervene. 

When  death  had  finilh'd  Blackmore's  reign^: 

The  leaden  jcoivn  devoIv*d  to  tliee,.  37^ 

Great  poet  .of  the  bolhnu  tree. 

But  ah  !  ho)v  unfecurc  thy  throne  I 

A  thoufand  bards  thy  right  difown  t 

They  plot  to  turn,  in  factious  zeal, 
.  Ipuncenia  to  a  common- weal  ;  9^0 

And  with  rebellious  arms  pretend 

An  equal  privilege  to  defcentL 

In  bulk  there  are  not  more  degrees 

Prom  eUpkants  ,to  mites  in.cheefc,^  i 
i  •;*.  .     -     *  Tha» 
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,  Than  what  a  curious  eye  may  trace  385 

In  creatures  of  the 'rhyming,  race. 
From  bad  to  wovftt^  and  worfe  they  fall ; 
But  who  call-  ifeach  the  word  of  all  ?  , .  - ;  * 

For  thoiyrhy  in  nature,  depth  and  height  !  * 

Are  equally  held  infinite  :  3^0 

In  poetry,  the  Jbeight  we  know;  - 
Tis  only  infinite  below. 
For  inftance  :  when  you  rafUy  think> 
No  rhymer  Qan  like.  Welftcd  (ink, 
£[is  merits  balanc'd,  you  ihaU  fin4  3^5 

The  Laureat  leaves  him  far  behind. 
Concannen,  more  afpiring  bard, 
Soars  downwards  deeper  by  a  yard. 
Smart  Jemmy  Moqit  with  vigour  drops: 
The  reil  purfue  as  thick  as  hops.  ^po 

With  heads  to  points  the  gulph  they,  enter^ 
Linked  perpendicular  ta  the. centre;. 
And,  as  theii:  heels  elated  rife. 
Their  heads  attempt  the  nether  Ikies. . 

O,  what  indignity  and  (hame,  ^- 

To  proftitute  the  Mufe's  name  I 
By  flattering  kings,  whom  Heaven  defign'd 
The  plagues  and  fcourges  of  mankind  j  . 

Bred  up  in  ignorance  and  iloth, 
i^nd  every  vice  that  nurfes  both.  ^q 

Fair  Britain,  in  thy  monarch  blcfl:, 
Whofe  virtues  bear  the  ftriftcfl  tell ; 
Whom  never  fafUon  could  bcfpatter. 
Nor  miniftcr  nor  poet  flatter  j.  ^. 
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What  juHrice  In  rewarding  mmt  t  411 

What  magnaniraity  of  fpirit ! 

What  lineaments  dirtne  wc  traee 

Through  all  hh  figure,  niMn,  and  f«ca  ? 

Though  peace  with  ©lire  bind  his  haodst 

Confefs^d  the  conquering  hero  (hinds.  410 

Hydafpes,  Indus^  and  tlie  Ganges, 

Dread  from  his  hand  impending  cinagcA* 

From  him  the  Tartar  and  Chineft^ 

Short  by  the  kmet9,  intreat  for  pta6i« 
.  The  con/ort  of  hi9  throne  and  b<d,  415 

A  perfe£l  god<k(9  bdrn  and  bred^ 

Appointed  forereign  judge  to  fit 

On  learning,  eloc^uence,  and  wie* 

Our  eldeft  hope,  divine  luIuSf 
c  .(Late,  very  late,  O  may  he  rule  vtt  f>  4J0 

What  «arly  manhood  has  he  fhown. 

Before  his  downy  beard  was  grown  f 

Then  think,  what  wonders  will  be  done 

By  going  on  as  he  begun, 

Ain  heir  for  Britain  to  fecure  43  j 

As  long  as  fun  and  moon  endure; 
The  remnant  of  the  royal  blood 

Comes  pouring  on  me  Hkc  a  flood. 

Bright  goddelTes,  in  number  five  $ 
'  Puke  William,  fvveetcfl  prince  alire.  440 

Now  fing  the  mincer  offate^ 

Who  Ihines  alone  without  a  mate. 

Obfcrve  with  wiiat  majefUc  port 

Tbil  M&i^saA^XA'gvfi^  the  court  r 

Intent 


O  N      F  O  E  T  R  Y.  315 

Intent  the  public  debts  to  pk)r,  '441 

Like  prudent  Ftbiiis^  by  delay. 

Thou  great  vicegertnt  of  the  klog^  . 

Thy  praifcs  every  Mufe  ihall  fing ! 

In  all  affairs  thou  fole  dire£lor, 

Of  wit  and  learning  chief  prote6^or  t  45* 

Though  fniili  the  time  thou  haft  to  fpitVi 

The  church  it  thy  peculiar  care* 

Of  pious  pttlatds  what  a  ftock 

You  chufe,  to  rule  the  faWc  flock  t 

Ydu  raife  the  honour  of  th^  peerage,  45^ 

Proud  to  attend  you  itt  the  (leerage. 

You  dignify  tlie  noblt  race. 

Concent  yourfelf  with  humbler  place* 

Now  learning,  valo>lr,  virtue,  fenfe^ 

To  titles  give  the  fole  pretence.  46% 

St.  George  bahcld  thee  with  delight 

Vouchfafe  to  be  an  azure  kn%ht» 

When  on  thy  breads  and  fides  Hercnlcan, 

He  fix*d  thejfar  ittd/riftg  eerulean. 

Say,  poet,  in  what  other  nation  46^ 

Shone  ever  fuch  a  conflellation  ! 

Attend,  ye  Popes,  and  Youngs^  and  Gays^ 

And  tune  your  harps,  and  ilcow  3rottr  bays  & 

Your  panegyricks  here  provide  ; 

You  cannot  err  on  flattery's  (ide.  47# 

Above  the  ftars  exalt  your  ftyle,. 

You  flill  are  low  ten  thoufand  niile.^ 

On  Lewis  all  his  bards  beflow'd 

Of  iacenfe  xna&y  a  thoofaftd  lotd^ 

Buc 
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^  Europe  mordfy'd  his  piide,  475 

And  fwore  the  fawning  rafcals  ly'd. 

Yet  what  the  world  refused  to  Lewis, 

Apply'd  to  George*  exa^ly  true  is. 

£xa£lly  true  I  invidious  poet  I 

fXi^  fifty  thoufand  times  below  it.  4^ 

Tranilf^e  me  now  fome  lines,  if  you  can. 
From  Virgil,  Martial,  Ovid,  Lucan. 
They  could  all  power  in  Heaven  divide. 
And  do  no  wroag  on  either  fide  \ 
Xhey  teach  you  how  to  fplit  ahAtr,^  485 

ioive  George  and  Jove  an  equal  (have. 
Yet  why  fhould  we  be  lac\l  fo  (braitii 
1 11  give  my.moiuirch  butter- wei^c 
And  reafon  g9od ;  for  many  a  year 
Jove  never  intermeddled  here  :  .  490 

Nor,  though  his'  priefls  be.  duly  pud,. 
Did  ever  we  defire  his  aid  : 
We  now  can  better  do  without  him. 
Since  WoolAon  gave  us  arms  to  rout  him. 
Cetera  d^dtrantur. 


HORACE,  BOOK  IV.  ODE  XIX.  IMITATED. 
TO  HUMPHRY  FRENCH,  ESQ^,*.     1733. 

T>  ATRON  of  the  tuneful  throng, 
'*'     O  !  too  njce,  and  too  fevere  I 


Think  not,  that  my  cnmhj  fong 
SVaW.  di^v^^^  \^  \MSBft&  car. 
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Chofen  drains  I  proudlybringj 

Which  the  Mufes'  facred  ^choir, 
When  they  gods  and  heroes  imgr 

Di£Ute  tO'th'  karmonkms  Ifie. 

Ancient  Homer,  princely  bard ! 

Juft  precedence  ftill  maintains } 
With  facred  rapture  ftill  are  heard 

Theban -Pindar's  lofty  ftrains. 

Still  the  old  triumphant  ibng. 

Which,  when  hated  tyrants  fdl^ 
Great  Alcaeus  boldly  fung. 

Warns,  iDftni6tsy  and  pleafes  well* 

Nor  has  Time's  all-darkening  fhade 

In  obfcure  oblivion  prefs'd  9 

What  Anacreon  laugh'd  and  play'd  { 
Gay  Anaofoon,  drunken  prieft ! 

Gentle  Sappho/  love-fick  Mufe, 

Warms  the  heart  with  amorous'fircj 
Still  her  tenderefl  notes  infufe 

Melting  rapture,  foft  defire. 

Beauteous  Helen,  young  and  gay, 

By  a  painted  fopling  won, 
Went  not  firft,  fair  nymph,  aftray. 

Fondly  pleas'd  to  be  undone. 

Nor  young  Teuccr's'  (laughtering  bo^f 

Nor  bold  He£tor's  dreadful  fword. 
Alone  the  terrors  of  the  foe, 

Sow'd  the  field  withhoiUle  blood. 

2  ^V^«K^ 
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Many  valimt  clii^  of  old 

Greatly  Hy'd  tutd  died, ,  before 
Agamemnon,,  Grecian  bold, 

Wag*d  the  .ten  yetrs  frnmoui  war^ 

But  their  names,  unfung,  unwept^ 

Unrecorded,  loft  and  goae^ 
Long  in  endleTs  night  hare  (lept. 

And  ihall  now  no  OK>re  be  knowiu 

Virtue,  which  the  poet's  care 

Has  not  well  configo'd  to  famCf 
Lies,  as  in  the  fepulehre 

Some  Q)d  king  witlu»ut  a  name« 
But,  O  HumpJiiry,  ^neat  and  free, 

While  my  tunefol  fongs  are  raady 
Old  forgetful  Time  on  thee 

Dark  obliyian  ne'ifr  (hall  fpread. 
When  the  deep-cut  notes  jQxall  fade 

On  the  mouldering  Parian  flone,  • 
On  the  brafs  no  more  be  read 

The  periihing  infcription ; 

Forgotten  all  the  enemies. 

Envious  G n*s  cur  fed  fpiie. 

And  P I's  derogating  lies. 

Loll  and  funk  in  Stygian  night : 

Still  thy  labour  and  thy  care. 
What  for  Publin  thou  haft  done. 

In  full  luiire  fhall  appear, 

Atv<\  oMX^vckft  xJci  uaclouded  fun. 

1  \a 
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Large  thy  mind,  and  not  untried* 

For  Hibcrni^  now  doth  iUtki ; 
Through  the  calm*  or  raging  tid^ 

Safe  condu£^s  the  fhip  to  la«cL 

Falfely  vfc  call  tl\e  rich*  mtn  grett; 

He  is  only  fo  that  knows 
His  plentiful  or  fmall  eftato 

Wifely  to  enjoy  and  ufc. 

He,  in  wealth  or  poverty. 

Fortune's  power  alike  defies  } 
And  falfehood  and  diihonefly 

More  than  death  abhors  and  flies : 

Flies  from  death  !  —  No,  meets  it  brave. 

When  the  fu^cring  fo  fevere 
May  from  dreadful  bondage  fave 

Clients,  friends,  or  country  dear. 
This  the  fovereign  man,  compleat  t 

Hero ;  patriot ;  glorious ;  free ; 
Rich  and  wif« ;  and  good  and  great; 

Generous  Humphry,  thou  art  He. 

A  NEW  SIMILE  FOR  THE  LADIES. 
BY    DR.    SHERIDAN.    1733. 

"  To  make  a  writer  mifs  his  end, 
«  You  Ve  nodiing  elfe  to  do  hut  mend. 
OFTEN  try'd  in  vain  to  find 
AAmiU  for  woman-kind, 
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Afimle  I  mean  to  fit  'em. 
In  every  circuixiftance  to  hit^em. 
•  Through  every  beaft  and  bird  I  went, 
I  ranfack'd  every  element  j 
And,  after  peeping  through  all  nature 
'To  find  fo  whimfical  a  creature, 
A  cloud  prefcnted  to.  my  view. 
And  flrait  this  parallel  I  drew: 

Clouds  turn  with  every  wind  about, 
'  They  keep  us  in  fufpence  and  doubt, 
~  Yet  oft*  perverfe,  like  woman-kind, 
Arc  feen  to  fbud  againft  tlic  wind  : 
And  arc  not  women  juft  the  fame  ? 
For,  Wlio  can  tell  at  what  they  aim  ? 

Clouds  keep  the  ftouteft  mortals  under, 
When  bellowing  they  difcharge  their -thunder : 
So  when  th*  alarum-bell  is  rung 
Of  Xanti's  everlafling  tongue, 
The  hufband  dreads  its  loudnefs  more 
Than  lightning's  flafh,  or  thunder's  .roar. 

Clouds  weep,  as  they  do,  without  pain  ; 
And  what  are  tears  but  women s*  rain  ? 

The  clouds  about  the  welkin  roam  5 
And  ladies  never  flay  at  home. 

The  clouds  build-caftks  in  the  Mr, 
A  thing  peculiar  to  the  fair ; 
For  all  the  fchemes  of  their  fbrectfting 
Are  not  more  folid,  nor  more  Jailing. 

A  clatid  is  light  by  turns,  and  dark. 
Such  IS  u  \?^<^^  m^\v^^  ^^-wV  \ 
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"Kow  with  a  fudden  pouting  gloom 

She  feemsto  darken  all  the  room  ; 

Again  fhe  's  pleas'd,  his  fears  beguil'd^ 

And  all  k  clear  when  fhe  has  fmird. 

In  this  they  're  wondroufly  alike 

(I  hope  the  Jimile  will  ilriloe); 

Though  In  the  darkefl  dumps  you  view  them. 

Stay  but  a  moment,  you  '11  fee  through  them. 

The  clotu/s  are  apt  to  make  Fefle£tion» 
And  frequently  produce  infeftion; 
So  Czli^t  AK'ith  fmall  provocation, 
3la{ls  every  neighbour's  reputation. 

The  clouds  delight  in  gaudy  (how 
(For  they,  like,  ladies,  have  their  bow)  5 
The  graveft  matron  will  cenfef&y , 
That  flic  hcifelf  is  fond  of  drcfs. 

Obfcr\'e  the  clouJs  in  pomp  array-d, 
"What  various-colours  are  difplayM  j 
The  pink,  the  rofc,  the  violct-s  dye. 
In  tlur  great  drawing-room  the  iky^ 
How  do  tlicfe  differ  from  our  Graces, 
In  garden-filks,  brocades,  and  laces  ? 
Are  they  noti'uch  another  fighc. 
When  met  upon  a  binh-day  night  ? 

The  cloudj  delight  to  change  their  faihioii  s '  [ 
(Dear  ladies,  be  not  in  a  paflion!) 
34or  let  thi-*whim  to  you  feem  ftrtnge^ 
Who  every  hour  deKght  in  dumge. 

In  them  and  \-ou  alike  are  fecn 
The  fullen  fympioms  of  thfifpleenf  *    "^  " 


1„  every  i»ft»»«**2llet««* 
^  like,  t»'*^*t^  ,?«heT'»B«««» 

l^t»ei.tod««»         ^»^ 
TTbat  every  ««•» 

^  ^^°wS<i-MO-fl*- 
Stra^.geP'^<l«r;^^,belov^ 
l„fer^or«nc*«Mi^^,o«e«s 


Alas!  6\h-'tftt!Uiatf%6H^'ofats 
And  only  mftek'  yiAi  ii36i«-^^fvt)UE 
Then  is  not  (ettiitit  clifttfef '  Wbrfifi 
That  drives'  you  nibt  tW'./^i'  btitr  rrf^,^ 

We  hattlly  th^iid'<Jt  thtte  it  ywfir; 
The  bolt  difcKa>g*a,  the  iKy  ,ghjw^  tkar  : 
But  every  fublunat-y'doVvdy, 
The  more  ihe  fcolds,  the  mbre  (tie  '£  c!l<^dv^ 

Some  cnu&t  may  olrJeA»  {^fha^/ 
That  cbiufj  are  btam*d  for  giving  chips ; 
But  what,  tlhl  trtefups  aethereal. 
Compared  for  VhHcHltf  to  vihibtal  ? 
Can  ribWx  give  bubo's,  ulcwif,  blotfc!hes, 
Or  from  your  hd&s'  dig'otit'wbtches  ? 
We  leave  thfe  bb<Iy  fwett  afldToun'a  ; 
We  kil!,  Wi  triiy,  Wit  i*vcr  wound. 

You  Icnow  a  dmdy  Iky  btffpcaks 
Fair  weather  wficn  the '  iwornhig  brei^«  j 
But  womefi  in  a  Vfe«i§^  pH^htf 
Foretell  a  fWrm  to  laft  till  night* 

A  ckud  in  proper  feafcms  jxAirs 
His  bleflings  dd^b  in  firoitful  (Koweh ; 
But  wbmiti  #a«  by  fate  defigh'd 
To  pour  down  cuife^  ott  ffftnkihd. 

When  Sinus  «'er  the' wdfkhi'  m^es; 
Our  kindly  help  hB'iiit  afluiqg^^  ^ 
But  womati'is  v'-cu^inBiiriet-; 
No  panih*dtickiiij^-1biai'£)uf  dii^  h6r  t 
To  kindk  ftrift;  damt  Nire»te'taughf  her ; 
Like  fire- works,  ftix^'a  bttfti'  iit  WSMft ; 

X  1    '  "^^^ 
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For  ficklenefs  how  durft  you  blame  us^i 
Who  for  our  conftancy  arc  famous  ?  , 
You  '11  fee  a  cloud  in  gentle  weather 
Keep  tho  fame  face  an  hour  together  $  .  . 

While  women,  if  it  could  be  reckoned. 
Change  every  feature  every  fecond. 

Obferve  our  figure  in  a  morning, 
Of  foul  or  fair  we  give  you  warning ; 
But  can  you  guefs  from  woman'^  air  / 

One  minute,  wliether  foul  or  fair  ? 

Go  read  in  ancient  books  enrolPd 
What  honours  we  poflefs'd  of  old» 

To  difappoint  Ixion's  rape 
Jove  drefl-  a  cioud  in  Juno's  (hape  $  . 
Which  when  lie  had  enjoy'd,  he  fwore, 
l^o  goddefs  could  have  pleas'd  himi  more  i 
No  difference  could  he  find  between 
His  cloud  ^nd  Jove's  imperial  queen  : 
His  cloud  produc'd  a  race  of  Centaurs^ 
Fam*d  for  a  thoufand  bold  adventures; 
From  us  defcended  ab  origine^ 
By  learned  authors  call'd  nuhigm^f 
But  fay,  what  earthly  nymph  do  you  know^ 
So  beautiful  to  pafs  for  Juno  ? 

Before  ^neas  durft  afpire 
To  court  her  majefty  of  Tyre,  , 

His  mother  begg'd  of  us  to  drefs  him^ 
That  Dido  might  the  more  careis  him  : 
A  coat  \ye  gave  him,  dy'd  in  grain, 
A  fiaxtn  \iv^  ^^  cUud«<i(  cane  ^ 

C*rhc 


ANSWBR  TO  SRERIDAM'S  SIMILE,     itj 

(The  wig  wa»  powder'd  round  with  ileety.  ^ 
Which  fell  in  cUuds  beneath  his  feet). 
With  which  be  nMde  t  tearing  fliow ; 
And  Dido  c[a\c\i\y  fmoaVd  tbi  bimu. 

fVmong  your  females  make  tnqutrieSy 
What;  nymph  on  earth  fa  fair  as  Iris^ 
With  heavenly  beauty  fo  endow'd^ 
And  yet  her  father  is  a  ckud* 
We  drefs'd  her  in  a  gold  brocade^ 
Befitting  Juno's  £ivounte  maid. 

*Tis  known,  that  Socrates  the  wife 
Ador'd  us  clouds  as  deities ; 
To  us  he  made  his  daily  prayers. 
As  Ariflophanes  declares ; 
FrocA  Jupiter  took  all  dominion^  * 
And  dy'd  defending  his  opinion. 
By  his  authority  'tis  plain 
You  worlUip  other  gods  in  vain. 
And  from  your  own  experience  know 
We  govern*  all  things  there  below. 
You  follow  where  we  pleafe  to  guide;. 
G'cr  all  your  paffions  we  preiide, 
Can  raife  them  up,  or  (ink  them  down>. 
As  we  think  fit  to  fmile  or  fh)wn  :. 
Andy  juillK*  we  dil^ofe  your  brain. 
Are  witty,  dull,  rejoice,  complain. 

Compare  us  then  to  female  race  ! 
We,  tor  whom  all  the  gods  give  place  !' 
Who  better  challenge  your  allegiance, 
Bccaufe  we  dwtlMn*  higher  rc^oas  r 


You  fin4  tbfi  <Q^s.  AH  Hainfur4i«c|^t 

Jn  Teas  an4  jteinnf*  .QX  tov  aaiicH  : 

Ev'n  JoTC,  «Ad  A^^Qury  Jbii  fimpp 

No  highfir  cUaib  ^ium  XftQUAK  Qlywp' 

(Who  mkes  you  think  nbe  «JMr  Jbe  piena»^ 

He  pierce  the  chmis  I  he  Jufe  their  a^-nes)  ;. 

While  we,  o'er  Teneiifii  phKs'dt 

Are  loftier  by  a  mil/:  «ic  kaft  j 

And«  when  A[|y)]^  ftRpi;$  oi}  Picvlaj»» 

We  fee  him  from  Oitf  kifiphen-windov;^!: 

Or,  to  PamjiflSjs  If^ojmg  doWDf 

Can  pifs  upon  hi»  lauf^  c^jkt^, 

Fat^  never  forc^^  i)^  g^^ff  to  %  i 
In  vehicle?  they  mount  t|^  fl^y : 
When  Jove  >fould  fopfte  ^ir  ny)9>j^h Jii^g^^ 
He  comes  full  gallop  on  b^  c?£^» 
Though  Venus  be  as  l^t  as  aic^ 
She  mufl  have  doje?  tp  draw  her  diab. 
Apollo  flirs  not  out  ojf  ^ppr 
Without  his  lacjter'd  cq^h  and  four.. 
And  jealous  Juno,  evpr  fp^rjing, 
Is  drawn  by  peacpck^  in  ber  (ferli/f. 
But  we  ^an  ^y  wheu^'er  we  pleafe. 
O'er  cities,  rivers,  hi^l^,  and  feas  : 
From  caft  to  \yeft  the  >yorld  we  rpain^ 
And  in  all  climates  are  at  hoin^e ; 
With  care  pipyide  you  su  we  go 
With  fun-ihine,  rain,  and  hail,  or  fno\v» 
You,  when  it  rains,  }ik?  fpols,  believe 
Jove  piffw  oi?i  IS^'^aV^^^^  *  ficye : 
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An  idle  tale» 'tis  m>  focb  lattter  i 

We  only  dip  a  fpungt  k»  wtteri 

Then  fqueeze  it  ckdc  bctweea  our  thumbtr 

And  ihake  it  weU»  M  «Uwi'k  Oonili^* 

As  you  ihadl  to  your  finTOW  knov; 

We  '11  watch  yofur  ffaipt  arbcfc^oc  jan,  go-» . 

Andy  (Ince  we  find  you  walk  a-foot. 

We  '11  foundly  fouce  your  frize-furtouc* 

'Tis  but  by  our  peculiar  gracc^ 
That  Phoebus  ever  Ibcws  his  face  s 
For,  when  we  pleafe,  we  opcq  wide 
Our  -curtains  blue  from  £de  to  iidc  : 
And  then  how  faucily  hfi  (bfws 
His  brazen  face  and  fiery  nofe ; 
And  gives  himfelf  a  haughty  air,.  • 
A^  if  he  made  the  weather  fair ! 

'Tis  fung,  wherever  Caelia  treads. 
The  violets  ope  their  purple  heads  s 
The  rofes  blow,  the  cowflip  fprings  j 
Tis  fung  $  but  we  know  better  things* 
Tis  true>  a  woman  on  her  mettle 
Will  often  pifs  upon  a  nettle  $ 
But,  tliough  we  own  ihe  makes  it  wetter> 
The  nettle  never  thrives  the  better^ 
While  we,  by  foft  prolific  Ihowers, 
Can  every  fpring  produce  you  fbwers. 

Your  poets,  Chloe^s  beauty  heighteniog. 
Compare  her  radiant  eyes  to  Jightmng  { 
And  yet  I  hope  'twill  be  allow'd. 
That  lightning  comet  but  from  a  cUmL 

Y  4  ^>iX 


Did  HanM  Vtrbu^not  very  ^^^  ,,  ,,, .. 
A»^  -°"'^S  d  gonen  by  ^^Sg^^.^J^W/, 


i-'^ 
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Bttt  ts  a  wife  fiddler  is  noted,  you  know, 

To  \tvrc  a  good  coQpk  of 'firings  to  one  bow^i 

So  Hartley  judicioufly  thought  it  too  little^ 

To  live  by  the  fweat  of  his  hands  and  his  fpittle : 

He  finds  out  another  profefBon  as  fir. 

And  ftraight  he  becomes  a  retailer  of  wit. 

One  day  he  cried— ''Murders,  and  fbngs,  and  great  news  l"' 

Another  as  Ibudly — ^*  Here  blacken  your  ihoes  I** 

At  Domyile's  *  full  often  he  fed  upon  bits. 

For  winding  ot  jacks  up,  and  turning  of  fpits ; 

Lick'd  all  the  plates  round,  had  many  a  grubbing,. 

And  now  and  then  got  from  the  cook-maid  a.  drubbing  t 

Such  bailings  efle^  upon  bim  could  have  none ; 

The  dog  will  be  patient,  that  *s  flruck  with^  bone.. 

Sir  Thomas,  ohferving  this  Hartley  withal 

So  expert  and.  (b  a£live  at  bru/bei  and  baU, 

Was  mov'd  with  compaffion,.  and  tho\ight  it  a  pity 

A  youth  fhould  be  lo(l^  that  had  been  fb  witty : 

Without  more  ado^  he  vamps  up  my  fpark. 

And  now  we  Ml  fuppofe.  him  an  eminent  clerk  { 

Suppofe  him  an  adept  in  all  the  degrees 

Of  fcribbliDg.cM»  dajboy.  and  hooking  of  Us&p. 

Suppofe  him  a  mifer,  attorney  per  bill, 

Suppofe  him  a  courtier  —  fuppofe  what  you  will  -m- 

Yet  would  you;  believe,  though  I  fwore  by  the  Bibkf 

That  he  took  up  two  ntws-byt  for  crying  the  Ubilf 

*  Sir  T.  Domvile^  patentee  of  tho  Hanaper-office»  N» 
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FOR  A  CERTAIN  JUSTJCE  OF  PE^ACE, 

By  Way  of  Defence  pf  ^iMi<ri.£V  ^VTC^xlI.4QII>^t» 

**  But  he  by  bajvling  news  aboiu, 

*<  And  aptly  uGng  bruih  ^d  dout, 

**  A  juf^ce  of  tlie  peace  ^caixie, 

**  To  punifh  rogues  who  dp  the  fame.**    Hud, 

By  JAMS?  ptAC*;-WPJLl-,  QpmAor  &r  thc:F«c 

T  S I N  O  the  man  of  courige  «ry*d, 
-*•    O'cr-run  with  ignorance  and  ptide, 
¥^0  boldiy  hunted  out  difgrace 
With  canker'd  mind  and  hideous  face  i 
The  firft  who  made  (let  none  deny  h). 
The  lH>cl-Tending  rogues  be  quiet. 

The  fa6t  was  glorious,  we  muft  own. 
For  Hartley  was  before  unknown. 
Contemned  I  mean ;  —  for  who  would  chufe 
So  vile  a  fubjcft  for  the  Mufe  } 

'Twas  once  the  nobleft  of  hit  wiflies 
To  fill  his  paunch  with  fcraps  from  di&es^ 
For  which  he  *d  parch  before  the  grate. 
Or  wind  they«f*'5  (low-rifing  weight 
(Such  toils  as  beft  his  taleats  fit), 
Or  ipoliih /boeSf  or  turn  the /pit ; 
But,  uuexpeftedly  grown  rich  in 
'Squire  Domvilc*s  family  and  kitchen. 
He  pajvl^  to  tXfcirivLt.\vV5»  xassn^^ 
And  xsiifwt^  ^^  ^^^^  \Q^.\\a  VwsA\  ^^^^^ 
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Believes  thac  perfecuting  wit 

Will  prove  the  fureft  way  to  it ; 

So,  uatka^Colond  *  at  liis  back. 

The  U^  Ms  jm  %ft  i^Ka*  p 

He  calls  it  a  feditioQS  paper. 

Writ  My  .4(9ot4^  F*tpri9t;  Vfi^m  t 

Then  raves  ^^  hl^Am  «ftrf«f«.^cter 

Than  aldermaii  .<>*er9]^g'4  wiUi  U^ttor  s 

And  all  this  with  deCigo,  j^tp  .doiohlE» 

To  hear  his  praifes  ha\yH'd  ^vic ; 

To  fend  his  nanie  th^ra^^l^  py$iy  ffare^|>  . 

Which  erijk  h^  irpjtm'd  with  dirty  j^cct  ^ 

Well  pleas'd  to  live  to  future  tisaes^ 

Though  but  in  keen  fatiric  rhymes. 

So  Ajax,  who,  for  aught  we  know. 
Was  juftice  many  years  ago, 

*  And  minding  then  no  earthly  things. 
But  killing  libelers  of  kings ; 

Oir,  if  he  warned  work  to  do. 

To  run  a  bawling  news-boy  through  ;  • 

Yet  he,  when  wrapped  up  in  a  cloudy 

Entreated  Father  Jove  aloud. 

Only  in  light  to  ftew  his  face. 

Though  it  might  tend  to  his  di%raf:c»^ 

And  fo  th'  Epheiiaa  villain  fir'd 
The  temple  which  the  world  adquii'dr 
Contemning  death,  defpifing  fhame,. 
To  gain  an  ever-odious  name. 

*  Colonel  Ker,  a  mere  Scotchman-,  Lieutenant  Coto^ 
jel  to  Lord  Harrington's  regiment  oi  di^^ocyo^^  nJtis* 
naJe  j  Dcws-boy  evidence  againft  xVit  ^^fuoXJtt  A^\^^^J^'' 
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DR.    SHERIDAN'S   BALL  A 
ON    BALLYSFELLIN* 

A  LL  you  that  wottld  refine  ywxt  bloo<^. 
^^    "As  pure  as  fam'd  Llewellyn» 
By  waters  clear,  come  every  ycai^ 
To  drink  at  Ballyfpellii^. 

Though  pox  or  itch  your  (kins  enikK 

With  rubies  pad  the  telling, 
*Twill  clear  your  Ikin  before  you  *ye  beem: 

A  month  at  Ballyfpellin.. 

if  lady's  cheek  be  green  as  leek 

When  fhe  comes  from  her  dwellings 

The  kindling,  rofe  within  it  glows 
When  fhe*s  at  Ballyfpcllin. 

The  footy  brown,  .who  comes  from  towo^ 

Grows  ]»ete  as  fair  as  Helen; 
Then  back,  (he  goes,  to  kill  the  beaux^ 

By  dint  of  Bally fpellin.. 

Our  ladies  are  as  frefh  and  fair 
As  Rofci  or  bright  Dunkelling  r 

And  Mars  might  make  a  fair  miftake,. 
Were  he  at:  Bally fpellin. 

♦  A  famous  fpaw  in- the  county  of  Kilkenny, 
the  Do6lor  had  been  to  drink  the  watcis.  with 
vauritc\a.d^*   "^Z 
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Wc  men  fubmit  as  they  think  fit. 

And  here  is  no  rebelling  : 
The  reafon  's  plain }  the  ladies  reign. 

They  're  queens  at  Ballyfpcllin.- 

By  matchlefs^haroDS,  unconquer'-d  arms. 

They  have  the  way  of  quelling 
Such  defperate  foes  as  dare  oppofe 

Their  power  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Cold  water  turns  to  fire,  and  burns,  , 

I  know,  becaufe  I  fell  in 
A  ilream  which  came  from  one  bright  dame 

Who  drank  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Fine  beaux  advance,  equipt  for  dance,  « 

To  bring  their  Anne  or  Nell  in 
With  fo  much  grace,  I  *m  furc  no  place         "  •, 

Can  vie  with  Ballyfpellin. 

No  politicks,  no  fubtle  tricks. 

No  man  his  country  felling : 
We  eat,  we  drink i  we  never  think  ^ 

Of  thefc  at*  Ballyfpellin. 

The  troubled  mind,  the  puft  with  wind. 

Do  all  come  here  pell-mell  in ; 
And  they  are  furc  to  work  their  cure 

By  drinking  Ballyfpellin. 

Though  dropfy  fills  you  to  the  gills. 

From  chin  to  toe  though  fwelling. 
Four  in,  pour  out,  you  cannot  doubc 

A  cu^e  a|;  Ballyfpellin. 


Death  throws  iW'dJiyts  thW\ig*  dT  t&ife'ptft?. 

No  fextons  here  are  kh^IUl^': 
Come,  judge  and  try,  yoti  11  ritWrVA; 

But  iive  at  BallyipeUlh; 

Except  yb\i  feel  darts  uft  vHtH  ifad^ 

Which  here  are  every  belle'iii : 
When  from  theif  cyiis  fwe«  iVrin  Hiti, 

We  die  at  Ball/ft»^lliii. 

Good  chear,  fweet  air,  much  jdy,  no  dhf^ 
Your  fight,  yourtatl'c,  ybUt  finelliA]^ 

YouV  em,  yotir  totfch,  tranfportfed  mudi 
Each  day  at  BaUyfpellin; 

Within  thh'gttUittd  we  all  (Itep  found; 

Ko  noify  dogs  a-yelling ; 
Except  ydti  wike,  for*CrfliM*s  fakt. 

All  night  at  Ballyfi^llih. 

There  all  you  fee,  both  he  and"  tUt, 

No  lady  keeps  her  cell  in ; 
But  all  panalte  the  mirth  We  trfake. 

Who  drink  at  BallyfJjelHtt. 

My  rhymes  are  g6ne ;  1  think  1  'vfe  nbbt?; 

Unlefs  I  fhould  bring  hell  in; 
But,  iince  I'm  htt"*: to  heSvtti fcr'neaiTy 

I  cant  at  Ballyfpelliri  ! 


AmlU'ER. 


r  3«  1 

A    N    &    W    £    IW 
BY.      D  ft.      S  t<r  I  F  t  ^. 

TA  AR  E  you  diiputb^v  yon  HUitff  ttntte^' 
-■^    And  thittk:  dicre '»  no  refdling' 
Your  fcurvy  lays,  andfenfeids  pwufr 
You  give  to  BaUyfpellm? 

Howe'er  you  bounce^  rHtrerpiiMoUiicd^ 

Your  medicine  it  icpelliflg  r 
Your  water 's  roud^  and  (bui^  thtiblo^d^ 

When  drunk  at  Ballyfpcllin. 

Thofe  pocky  drabB>>  to^car*  tMr  fcftb^ 

You  thither  are  €«>iftipdlitfg>, 
Will  back  be  fent  worfe  thu^^tfiiy  tlttellf^ 

From  nafly  Ballyfpellia; 

Llewellyn  why  I  A»  vMiA^  I 

Name  homEft  ^oadrMMdi 
So  hard  fometime^  jtM^Utg  kt  tlMftMt^ 

To  bring  in  Ballyrp«ellio« 

No  fubje£):  fit  to  try  yOtir  WH^- 

When  you  »rwtcoldft«Alil%  I 
But  dull  intrigues  'twiift  jifleHi-aii^^ttflgiMfi/ 

That  met  afBaUyfppUiii. 

*  This  anfwer  was  xtAhtfedby  tir.  SlwHdan,  as  an 
iflfront  on  himftlf  akd*  thfc  WJ  he  atKfidcd  to  the 
paw.    N. 


336  SWI  FfT'S  ,   5OE  M  S. 

Our  lafles  fair,  fay  what  you  dare. 
Who  fowing  make  with  ihelling. 

At  Markct-liiii  inore'J*au3(;can^,  A 
Than  yours  at. Bally fpcllin, 

Would  I  was  whipt,  when  Sheelah  fbript. 

To  w<a(h  herfelf  our  well  in  1 
A  bum  fo  white  ne*er  came  in  fight. 

At  paultf y  Ballyfpellin. 

Your  mawkins  there  fmoclcs  hempen  wear« 

Of  Holland  oot  an  ell  in  -, 
Ko,  not  a  rag,  whatever  you  bragt 

Is  found  tt  Ballyfpellin. 

But  Tom  will  prate  at  any  ratcj 

All  otl^er  nymphs  expelling | 
Becaufe  he  gjets  a  few  grifettes 

At  loufy  BallyfpelUn. 

There  's  bonny  Jane,  in  yonder  lane, 
Juft  o*er  againil  The  Bell-inn  j 

Where  can  you  meet  a  lafs  fo  fweet. 
Round  ;iU  your  Ballyfpellin  ^  •     - 

We  have  a  girl  deferves  an^^arl; 

She  came  from  ^nniikiUin  : 
So  fair,  fo  young,  no  fuch  among 

The  i)elle8^it  Ballyfpellin.  • 

How  would  you  ftare,-'td  fee  her  there, 

^  The  foggy  mifl  dif pel  ling, 

^   That  cloud?  the  brows^  of  cv^ry  blowfe 

'Wiib  lives  at  Ballyfpeilmi' *"    -^ 
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Nirw  as  I  live,  I  would  hoc  give 

A  ftivcr  for  a  ikcUin, 
To  towfe  and  kifs  the  faireft  mifs 

That  leaks  at  Bally fpellin. 
Whoever  will  raife  fuch  lies  as  thefc" 

Dcfcrvcs  a  good  cudgelling  : 
Who  falfcly  boafts  of  belles  and  toaftsr 

At  dirty  Bally  fpellin. 

My  rhvmes  are  gone,  to  all  but  one. 

Which  is,  our  trees  are  felling  ; 
As  proper  quite  a«  ihofc  you  write. 

To  force  in  Bally  fpellin. 

HORACE,  PART  OF  BOOK  L  SAT.  VL 
PARAPHRASED, 

TV  noify  Tom  '*  ihouid  in  the  fcnate  prate^ 

•■*  '*  That  he  would  .mf  vt:r  both  for  church  and  flate; 

"  Ami,  fuitiier  to  dcinoniu.itc  his  atFe£lion, 

**  Would  take  tlu  kingd(;in  it:to  hib  protection  :** 

All  mortals  muft  bo  curious  to  intjuirc, 

Who  could  this  coxconib  bo,  and  who  his  fire  ? 

"  Wlur !  thou,  the  fpawn  of  hint'|-^'''iio  Iham'd  ourifle, 

"  That  traitor,  auanin,  itifonncr  vile! 

♦  Sir  Thomas  Prcndergafl.     Ir  fSH  Ed. 

f  The  fa* her  of  Sir  Thomas  P .  who  engaged  in 

ipJot  to  murder  king  William  III;  but,  to  avoid" 
Scing  hanged,  turned  informer  a-aiail  his  alfociatcs, 
for  which  he  was  rewarded  wiih  a  ^ood  eCl«..«.,  ^xv^k 
Dade  a  ha: unci.     Ibid. 

Vol.  11.  Z  ^  •>:Vo>:^'^ 


318  SWIFfS      POfiMS. 

*'  Though  by  the  female  fide  *  you  proudly  bria^' 
"  To  mend  your  breed,  the  murderer  of  a  king  : 
**  What  was  thy  grandiire  f  but  a  mountaineer^ 
**  Who  held  a  cabbin  for  ten  groats  a  year  5 
"  Whofe  mafter  Moore  %  preferv-d  him  from  the  haltcr^^ 
*^  For  dealing  cows  -,  nor  could  he  read  the  Pfalter ! 
**  Durft  thou,  ungrateful,  from  the  fenate  diace 
"  Thy  founder's  grandfon  §,  and  ufurp  his  place  ? 
*'  Juft  heaven  !  to  fee  the  dunghill  baftard  brood 
**  Survive  in  thee,  and  make  the  proverb  good  J  ! 
**  Then  vote  a  worthy  citizen  **  to  jail, 
"  In  fpite  of  jurtice,  and  refufe  his  bail  f** 

*  Cadogan's  family.     Irish  Ed. 

f  A  poor  thieving  cottager  under  Mr,  Moore,  con- 
demned at  Clonmell  alTizcs  to  be  hanged  for  dealing' 
cows.     Ibid. 

t  The  grandfather  of  Guy  Moore,  cfq;  who  pro- 
cured him  a  pardon.     Ibid. 

§  Guy  Moore  was  fairly  elefted  member  of  par- 
liament fbr-  Clonmci  but  Sii  Thomas,  depending 
upon  his  intereft  with  a  certain  party  then  prevaiHng> 
and  fince  known  by  the  title  of  Parfon-hunters,  pe- 
titioned the  houfc  againft  him  j  out  of  which  he  was 
turned  upon  pretence  of  bribery,  which  the  paying  of 
his  lawful  debts  was  then  voted  to  be.     Ibid. 

H  "  Save  a  thief  from  the  gallows,  and  he  will  cut 
**  your  throat."     Ibid. 

*»  Mr.  Georrgc  Faulkner.  See  the  verfes  in  tlic  fol- 
lowing page.    "N, 

Ofl 
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Oh  a  PRrNTER^S  being  fent  to  Newgate. 

T>  ETTER  we  all  were  in  our  graves 

•*^  Than  live  in  flavery  to  (laves, 

Worfc  than  the  anarchy  at  fca. 

Where  fiihes  on  each  other  prey; 

Where  every  trout  can  make  as  high  rants' 

O'er  his  inferiors  as  our  tyrants  ; 

And  fwagger  while  the  coafl  is  clea4r: 

But,  ihuuld  a  lordly  pike  appear. 

Away  you  fee  the  varlct  feud, 

Or  hide  his  coward  fnout  in  mud. 

Thus,  if  a  gudgeon  meet  a  roach. 

He  dare  not  venture  to  approach  ; 

Yet  dill  has  impudence  to  rife, 

And,  like  Domitian,  leap  at  flics^ 

TH«:   DAY   OF    JUDGEMENT*. 

TTT'ITH  a  whirl  of  thought  opprefi^d, 

I  funk  from  reverie  to  reft. 
An  horrid  vifion  feiz'd  my  heaJ, 
1  faw  the  graves  give  up  their  dead  ! 
Jove,  arm'd  with  terrors,  burfts  the  (kics. 
And  thunder  roars,  and  lightning  flics  1 
Amaz'd^  confused,  its  fate  unknown. 
The  world  (lands  trembling  at  his  throne  I 

•  That  this  poem  is  the  genuine  production  of  the 
Dean,  Lord  Chefterfield  bears  ample  teftimon^  vcw  Vcc^ 
Letter  to  M.  Voltaire,  Aug.  i-j,  \";^^»    '^^ 
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While  each  pale  (inner  hung  his  head, 
Jove»  nodding,  ihook  the  heavens,  and-  faid  r 
**  Offending  race  of  httfnan-kind» 
««  By  natarc,  rcafon,  leamutg,  blind ; 
**  You  who,-  through  frailty,  flcpp'd  afide ; 
•*  And  you  who  never  fell,  through  prule ; 
**  You  who  in  different  fcdh  were  (hamin'dy- 
**  And  come  to  fee  each  other  damn'd 
♦*  (So  fome  fblk  told  you,  but  they  knew 
**  No  more  of  Jove's  defigns  than  you) ; 
•*  — The  woild's  mad  buhnefs  now  is  o'er^ 
**  And  I  refentthcfe  praoks  no  more. 
*♦  — I  to  fuch  blockheads  fct  my  wit ! 
«*  1  damn  fuch  fools  ! — Go>  gOi  yon  Yc  hii," 


VERSES   SENT   TO   THE  DEAN 

ON     HIS    BIRTH-DAY, 

WITH  PINE'S  HORACE,  FINELY  BOUND, 

BY  DR.  J.  SICAN*. 

—[Horace  fpeakingi 

"\7^0U  'VE  read,  Sir,  in  poetic  iVain, 
"■•     How  Varus  and  the  Mantuan  fwaia 
Have  on  ray  bhrrh-day  been  invited      • 
(But  I  was  torc'd  in  verie  to  write  itj^ 

•  This  ingerious  young  gentleman  was  anf<Mtuna:e1y 
murdered  in  ItaXv.   'tis. 
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Upon  a  plain  repaft  to  dine. 

And  tafle  my  old  Campanian  wine  j 

But. I,  who  all  punfiilio^  hate, 

Though  long  familiar  with  the  great, 

Nor  glory  in'^my  reputation, 

Am  come  without  an  invitation  ; 

And,  though  1  *m  us*d  to  right  Falcrnian, 

f  '11  deign  for  once  to  tade  lernian  j 

But  fearing  that  you  might  difputc 

(Had  I  put  on  my  common  fuit) 

My  brccdiag  and  my  fulitejfe^ 

I  viiit  in  a  birth-day  drefs  ; 

oVtsTcoat  of  pu  reft  Turkey  red, 

With  gold  embroidery  richly  fpread  ; 

To  which  I  've  furc  as  good  preteniions 

As  Irifli  lorils  %yho  ftarve  on  penfions. 

What  though, proud  miniders  of  (late 

Did  at  your  anti-chamber  wait  j 

What  though  your  Oxfords  and  your  St.  John* 

Have  at  your  levee  paid  attendance ; 

And  Peterborough  and  great  Ormond, 

With  many  chiefs  who  now  are  dormant, 

Have  laid  afidc  the  general's  (lafF 

And  public  cares,  with  you  to  laugh  ; 

Yet  I  fome  friends  as  good  can  name. 

Nor  Icfs  .the  darling  fons  of  Fame  ; 

For  fure  my  Pollio  and  Maecenas 

Were  as  gocft  ftatefmen,  Mr.  Dean,  as 

Either  your  Bolingbrokc  or  Harlcy, 

'XJjough  they  made  Lewis  beg  a  parley ; 

Z  3  K^ 


341  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

And  as  for  Mordaunt,  your  lov'd  hero« 

I  *11  match  him  with  my  Dniftis  Nero. 

You  *ll  boafl,  perhaps,  ydur  favourite  Popr^ 

But  Virgil  k  as  good,  I  hope. 

I  own  indeed  I  can't  get  any 

To  equal  Hcifliam  and  Dclanv; 

Since  Athens  brought  forth  Socrates, 

A  Grecian  iile  Hippocrates  ; 

Since  Tully  liv'd  before  my  rime. 

And  Oalcn  blcfb'd  another  cKmc. 

You  *11  plead  perhaps,  at  my  requeft. 
To  be  admitted  as  a  gueft, 
**  Your  hearing**  bad!" — But  why  fuch  fears ^ 
I  fpeak  to  eyes,  and  not  to  cars  j 
And  for  that  rcafon  wifely  took 
The  form  you  fee  me  in,  a  book. 
Attack'd  by  flow-devouring  moths. 
By  rage  of  barbarous  Huns  and  Goths  ; 
By  Fentley's  notes,  my  dcadliefl:  toes. 
By  Creech's  rhymes  and  Dunfter's  piofe  j 
1  found  ray  IxjaftcU  wit  and  tire 
In  their  rude  hands  almoft  expire  : 
Yet  dill  they  but  in  rain  aflaiFd  ; 
For,  had  their  riolcncc  prcvail'd. 
And  in  a  blaft  dcftroy'd  my  fame,  * 

Thcv  would  have  partlv  mifs'd  their  adm ; 
Since  all  my  fpirit  in  thv  page 
3>ciics  tlie  Vandals  of  this  age. 
-'Tis  yours  to  fare  thtfc  fmall  remains 
IFlom  f  atuic  jfciiaixxC  TCi^i.^^x  \is^kcsi. 
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And  fix  my  long-uncertain  fate, 

You  bell  know  how — which  way  ? — I'ranslatb* 

ON        PSYCHE*. 

A  T  two  afternoon  for  our  Pfyche  inquire, 
^^  Her  tea- kettle  "s  on,  and  her  fmock  at  the  fire  r 
So  loucring,  fo  a£tive ;  fo  bufy,  fo  idle  ; 
Which  hath  (he  moft  need  of,  a  fj)ur  or  a  bridle  ? 
Thus  a  greyhound  out-runs  the  whole  pack  in  a  race, 
Yet  would  rather  he  hang'd  than  he'd  leave  a  warm  place. 
She  gives  you  fucli  plenty,  it  puts  you  in  pain  j 
15ut  ever  with  prudence  takes  care  of  the  main. 
To  pluafc  you,  fhe  knows  Ivow  10  chufQ  a  nice  bit  j 
For  her  talk  is  almon  as  refii)'d  as  her  wit. 
'J^o  oblige  a  good  fiicnd,  flic  will  trace  every  market. 
It  would  do  your  heart  good,  to  fee  how  flie  will  cark  it. 
Yet  beware  of  her  arts  j  for,  it  plainly  appears, 
She  faves  half  her  victuals,  by  feediiig  your  ears. 

THE    DEAN    AND    DUKE.  1734. 

JAMES  BRYDGES  and  the  Dean  had  long  beea 
friends ; 
James  is  bcduk'd  ;  of  courfe  their  fricndfhip  emit : 
But  fure  the  Dean  deferves  a  Iharp  rebuke. 
From  knowing  James,  to  bo.«fl:  he  knows  the  Duke. 
Yet,  fince  jull  Heaven  the  Duke's  ambition  mocks. 
Since  all  he  got  l)y  fraud  is  loft  by  ftocks, 

•  Mrs.   Sican,    a  very  ingenious  well-bred    lad)r, 
.  niothcr  10  the  author  of  the  preceding  poem.     N, 

7-  ^  V^^> 
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His  wings  are  clipped  :  he  tries  no  more  in  vain 

With  bands  of  iiddlers  to  extend  his  train. 

Since  he  no  more  can  build,  and  plant,  and  revel. 

The  Duke  and  Dean  fecmi  near  upon  a  level. 

Oh  !  wort  thou  not  a  Duke,  my  good  Duke  Humphry^ 

From  bailiff's  claws  thou  fcarcc  could*ft  keep  thy  booi 

free. 
A.  Duke  to  know  a  Dean  !  go,  fmooth  thy  croxvn : 
Thy  brother  (far  thy  l)ctters)  wore  a  gown. 
Well,  bur  a  Duke  thou  art ;  fo  pleas'd  the  King  : 
Oh  ?  would  his  Majefty  but  add  a  firing ! 

on 
DR,  RUNDLE,  BISHOP  OF  DERRY*. 

Tl  T  AK  E  Rundle  bifliopi  fie  for  fbame  ! 

-''^-*-  An  Anan  to  ufurp  the  name  ! 

A  "biftiop  in  the  iilc  of  Saints  1 

liow  will  his  brethren  make  complaints! 

Dare  any  of  tl»€  mitred  lioft 

Confer  on  biro  the  Holy  Ghoft; 

In  njotbcr-church  to  breed  a  variance, 

B/  coupling  Orthoc'.ox  with  Arians  ? 
Yet,  were  he  Heathen,  Tuik,  or  Jew, 

"U'liat  is  tlicre  in  it  flrange  pr  new  ? 

For,  let  us  hear  the  weak  pretence, 

Hia  brethren  find  to  take  offence  j 
•Of  whom  there  are  but  four  at  moft, 
"Who  know  there  is  an  Holy  Glioft : 
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The  reft,  who  boaft  they  have  conferr'd  it, 
•Like  Paul's  Ephefians,  never  heard  it  i 
And,  when  they  gave  it,  well  'tis  known. 
They  gave  what  never  was  their  own. 

Rundle  a  biihop !  well  he  may ; 
He  's  flili  a  Chriftian  moce^than  they. 

We  know  the  fubjcft  of  their  quarrels ; 
Tlie  man  has  learning,  fenfe,  and  morals. 

There  is  a  reafon  ftill  more  weighty ; 
*Tis  granted  he  believes  a  Deity. 
Has  every  circumftance  to  pleafe  us, 
Though  fpols  may  doubt  his  faith  in  Jefus. 
But  why  fhould  he  with  that  be  loaded. 
Now  twenty  years  from  court  exploded  ? 
And  is  not  this  obje£^ion  odd 
l^rom  rogues  who  ne!er  believ'd  a  God  ? 
l^or  liberty  a  champiop  ftout, 
Though  not  fo  go(pel-ward  devout. 
While  others,  hither  fent  to  favc  us, 
Cam^  but  to  plunder  and  enilave  u:> ; 
Nor  ever  own'd  a  power  divine. 
But  Mammon  and  the  German  line. 

Say,  how  did  Rundle  undermine  'cm  ? 
Who  fhew'd  a  better y«j  divinum  f 
From  antient  canons  would  not  vary, 
But  thrice  rcfus'd  epifcopari. 

Our  bi (hop's  predeceifor.  Magus, 
Would  offer  all  the  fands  of  Tagus ; 
Or  fell  his  children,  houfe,  and  lands, 
l^or  chat  one  gift,  to  lay-on  hands : 


345 
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But  all  his  gold  could  not  avail 

To  have  the  Spirit  fet  to  fale. 

Said  furly  Peter,  «  Magus,  pr*ythee, 

**  Be  gone :  thy  money  perifli  with  thee.** 

Were  Peter  now  alive,  perhaps. 

He  might  have  found  a  fcore  of  chaps  ? 

Could  he  but  make  his  gift  appear 

In  rents  three  thoufand  pounds  a  year. 

Some  fancy  this  promotion 'odd. 
As  not  the  handy- work  of  God  j 
Though  e*en  the  biihops  difappointed 
Mufl:  own  it  made  by  God's  anointed. 
And,  well  we  know,  the  conge  regal 
Is  more  fecurc  .as  well  as  kgal ; 
Bccaufe  our  lawyers  all  agree. 
That  bilhopricks  are  held  in  fee. 

Dear  Baldwin  chafte,  ^d  witty  CrofTe, 
How  forcly  I  lament  your  lofs  ! 
That  fuch  a  pair  6f  weahhy  ninnies 
Should  flip  youriime  of  dropping  guineas; 
:For,  had  you  made  the  king  your  debtor, 
.Your  title  had  been  fo  much  better. 

EPIGRAM. 

FRIEND  Rundle  fell,  with  grievous  bump, 
Upon  his  reverential  rump. 
Poor  rump !  thou  had  ft  been  better  fped, 
.Had  thou  been  join'd  to  Boulter's  head  : 
A  Vvt^^i  t<^  vit\q}.u^  and  profound, 
*W  Ou\A  iv!&*^%  Vwv?t  Vfc^^x.  ^«.  'ttwsa.^^  ^Qund. 
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A  CHARACTER,  PANEGYRIC,  and  DESCRIP^ 
TION  of  the  LEGION-CLUB,    1 736. 

A  S  I  ftroll  the  city,  oft'  I 
•^^  Sec  a  building  large  and  lofty. 
Not  a  bow-fhot  from  the  college ; 
Half  the  globe  from  fenfe  and  knowlcd^ : 
By  the  prudent  architeft,  -  5 

Plac'd  againft  the  church  direft. 
Making  good  my  grand-dame's  jeft, 
'*  Near  the  church"  — •  you  know  the  reft. 

Tell  us,  what  th^  pile  contains  ? 
Many  a  head  that  holds  no  brains.  x# 

Thefe  dcmoniacks  let  me  dub 
With  the  name  of  Legion-club. 
Such  alTcmblies,  you  might  fwcar. 
Meet  when  butchers  bait  a  bear ; 
Such  a  noife,  and  fuch  haranguing,  j^ 

Wiicn  a  brother  thief  is  hanging :. 
Such  a  rout  and  fuch  a  rabble 
Run  to  hear  Jack-puddcn  gabble ; 
Such  a  crowd  their  ordure  throws 
On  a  far  Icfs  villain's  nofe.  29 

Could  I  from  the  building's  top 
Hear  the  rattling  thunder  drop, 
While  the  devil  upon  the  roof 
(If  the  devil  be  thunder-proof) 
Should  with  poker  fiery  red  t^ 

Crack  the  ftoncs,  and  melt  the  lead  j 
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Drive  them  down  on  every  fcull. 

While  the  den  of  thieves  is  full  j 

Quite  dcftroy  the  harpies*  ncft; 

How  might  .then  our  ifle  be  blefl  !  ]t 

For  Divines  allow,  that  God 

.Sometimes  makes  the  devil  his  rod  J 

And  the  Gofpel  will  inform  us, 

He  can  punifh  fins  enormous. 

Yet  ftould  Swift  endow  the  {chools^  '   14 

For  his  lunatics  and  fools, 
With  a  rood  or  two  of  land } 
1  allow  the  pile  may  iland. 
You  pcthaps  will  alk  me.  Why  fo  ? 
JBut  it  is  with  this  provifo  :    '  4« 

"Since  the  houfe  is  like  to  I  aft. 
Let  the  royal  grant  be  pafsM, 
That  the  club  hav6  right  to  dwe^ 
Each  within  his  proper  cell. 
With  a  paflage  left  to  creep  in,  45 

^nd  a  hole  above  for  peeping. 

Let  them,  wlicn  rh6y  once  get  in. 
Sell  the  nation  for  a  pin  j 
Wliile  they  fit  a-picking  ftraws,  - 
jLet  them  rave  at  making  laws  ;  5« 

W^hile  they  never  hold  their  tangoe. 
Let  them  dabble  in  tiieir  dung  : 
Let  them  form  a  grand  committee. 
How  to  plague  and  ftarve  the  city  ; 
Let  diem  ftare,  and  ilorm,  and  frown,  55 

W\ktti  \ii\t>5  fet.  ^  dfcY^-^wn  i 

Ijat 
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Let  them,  ere  they  crack  a  lou fc, 

Call  for  th*  orders  of  the  houfe; 

Let  them,  with  their  gofling  quills. 

Scribble  fenfelcfs  heads  of  bills.  60 

We  may,  while  they  ftrann*  their  diroats. 

Wipe  our  a— s  with  their  votes. 

Let  Sir  Tom  ♦,  that  rampant  afs. 
Stuff  his  guts  wkh  fl  ix  and  grafs  j 
But,  before  the  pricft  he  flcecesr  i  j 

Tear  the  Bible  all  to  pieces  : 
At  the  parfons,  Tom,  halloo,  boy,. 
Worthy  offspring  of  a  (hoe-boy, 
Footman,  traitor,  vile  fetlucer, 
Pcrjur*d  rebel,  brib'd  accufer,  j^t 

Lay  thy  paltry  privilege  afide. 
Sprung  from  papifls,  and  a  regicide; 
Fall  a-working  like  a  molt, 
Raife  the  dirt  about  your  hole; 

Come,  alllft  me,  Mufe  ol)cdient  t  ^S 

Let  us  tr)'  fome  new  expedient; 
Shift  the  fcene  for  half  an  hour, 
Time  and  place  are  in  thy  power. 
Thither,  gentle  Mufe,  conduft  me  j 
I  ihall  aik,  and  you  in{lru£^  me.  %^ 

See,  the  Mufe*  unbars  the  gate  T 
Hark,  the  monkeys,  how  they  prate  f 

All  yc  gods  who  rule  the  foul ! 
Styx,  through  hell  whofe  waters  roll  t 

*  A  privy-couafcllor,  mentioned  in  p.  ^^f.  ^. 
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Let  me  be  allow'd  to  tell 
What  I  heard  in  yonder  hell. 

Near  the  door  an  entrance  gapes^ 
Crouded  round  with  antic  ihapesy 
Poverty^  and  Grief,  and  Care, 
Caufelefs  Joy^  and  true  Defpair ; 
Difcord  periwigg*d  with  fnakes. 
See  the  dreadful  ftrides  ibe  takes  I 

By  this  odious  crew  befet,. 
I  began  to  rage  and  fret. 
And  refolv'd  to  break  tlieir  pates« 
£re  we  entered  at  the  .gates ; 
Had  not  Clio  in  the  nick 
WhifperM  nac,  "  Lay  down  your  flick." 
What,  faid  I,  is  this  the  mad-boufe  ? 
Thefcy  ihe  anfwer*d,  are  but  ihadows^ 
Phantoms  bodilefs  and  vain^ 
Empty  vifions  of  the  brain. 

In  the  porch  Briareus  (binds. 
Shews  a  bribe  in  all  liis  hands  \ 
Briareus  the  fecrctary. 
But  we  mortals  call  him  Carey. 
When  the  rogues  their  country  fleece. 
They  may  hope  for  pence  a-piec^^ 

Clio,  who  had  been  fo  wife 
To  put-on  a  fool's  difguiie. 
To  befpeak  fome  approbatioo. 
And  be  tlK)ught  a  near  relation^ 
When  (he  faw  three  hundred  brutes 
AW.  '\u^oV»'d  in  wild  difputes. 


Ce  JMi^JL^Jj^^J^. 
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Roaring  till  their  lungs  were  fpenr,  115 

Privilege  op  PARfiiAMiNT, 

Now  a  new  misfortune  feels, 

Drcadiijg  to  Vc  laid  by  th'  hecU- 

Never  durft  a  Mufc  before 

Enter  that  infernal  door  i  *ao.' 

Glio,  ftifled  with  the  fmall^ 

Into  fpleen  and  vapours  fell, 

By  the  Stygian  fleams  that  flf^ 

From  the  dire  infectious  crew. 

Not  the  flench  of  Lake  Avernus  i%% 

Gould  have  more  offended  her  nofe ; 

Had  fhe  flown  but  o'er  the  top, 

She  had  fek  her  pinions  drop. 

And  by  exhalations  dire. 

Though  a  goddefs,  mufl  expire.  rjH^ 

In  a  fright  fhe  crept  away  j 

Bravely  I  refolv'd  to  flay. 

When  I  faw  the  keeper  frown, 

Tipping  him  with  half  a  crown. 

Now,  faid  I,  we  are  alone,  133 

Name  your  heroes  one  by  one. 

Who  is  that  hell-fcatur'd  brawler  ? 

Is  it  Satan  ?  No,  'tis  Waller. 

In  what  figure  can  a  bard  drcfs 

Jack  the  grandfon  of  Sir  Hardrefs  ^  14c 

Honeft  keeper,  drive  him  further. 

In  his  looks  are  hell  and  murder ; 

See  the  fcowling  vifage  drop, 

Juft  as  when  he  murder'd  T— P» 


'^'W.'^'^, 
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Keeper,  fhcw  me  where  to  fix  145 

On  the  puppy  pair  of  Dicks  j 
By  their  lantern  jaws  and  leathern. 
You  might  fwear  they  both  are  brethren' t 
Dick  Fiiz-Baker,  Dick  the  player, 
'  Old  acquaintance,  are  you  there  f-  ^50 

Dear  companions,  hug  apd  kift, 
Toaft  Old  Glorious  in  your  pifc  j 
Tie  them,  keeper^  in  a  tether, 
I,et  them  ftarve  and  ftink  together  y 
Both  are  apt  to  be  unruly,  155 

)  .a(h  them  dai^y,  lafh  them  duly  ; 
Though  'tis  hopelefs  to  reclaim  them. 
Scorpion  rods  perhaps  ma\'  rame  themw 

Keeper,  yon  old  dotard  fmoke, 
■^   Sweetly  fnoring  in  his  cloak:  i6c 

Who  is  tie  ?  *Tis  humdrum  Wynne, 
Halt  encompar^'d  by  his  kin  : 
'^     There  obfcrvc  the- tribe  of  Bingham, 
For  he  never  fails  to  bring  them  j 
While  he  (leeps  the  whole  debate,  165 

They  lubmiflive  round  him  wait ; 
Yet  would  tjladly  fee  the  hunks 
In  his  grave,  and  fearch  his  trunks. 
Sec,  they  gently  twitch  his  coat, 
Juit  to  vawn  and  give  his  vote,  17a 

Always  firm  in  his  vocation. 
For  the  court,  againft  the  nation. 

Thofc  are  A — s  Jack  and  Bob, 
Fix  Ci  m  c\  CIS  ^Wt^  ViV^^ 
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"Son  and  brother  to  a  queer  175 

Brainiick  brute,  they  call  a  peer. 

We  muft  give  thcmbettcr  quarter. 

For  their  anceilor  trod  mortar. 

And  H-»tli,  to  boatt  his  fame, 

T)n  a  chimney  cut  his  name.  s8« 

There  fit  Clements,  B — ^ks,  and  Hanifoa : 
How  they  iWagger  from  their  garrifoa'l 
Such  a  triplet  eould  you  tell  . 
Where  to  find  on  this 'fide  hell  ? 
Harrifon,  andl) — ^ks,  and  Clements,  185 

Keeper,  fee  they  have  their  payments. 
Every  mifchicf  ^  in  their  hcartr; 
If  they  fail,  'tis  want  of  parts. 

Blefs  us,  Morgan  I  art  thou  ^ere,  roan  1 
31ers  mine  eyes'!  art  thou  the  chairman  !  190 

Chairman  to  your  damn'd  committee ! 
Yet  I  look  on  thee  with  pity. 
Dreadful  fight*!  what !  learned  Morgan 
Metamorphos'd  to  a  Gorgon? 
Tor  thy  horrid  looks,  I  own,  195 

Half  convert  mc  to  a  ftone. 
Haft  thou  been  fo  long  at  fchool, 
Now  to  turn  a  fa6^ious  tool  ? 
Alma  Mater  was  thy  mother, 
?Every  young  divine  thy  brother.  200 

Thou,  a  dil'obcdient  varlet. 
Treat  thy  mother  like  a  harlot  1 
Thou  ungrateful  to  thy  teachers, 
Who  are  all  grown  reverend  preachers  I 

"Vol.  II.  A  a  '^w;5^^> 
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Morgan,  would  it  not  furprize  one!  zoj 

Turn  thy  nourifhraent  to  pqifpn  ! 

Virhcn  you  walk  among  your  books. 

They  reproach  you  with  their  looks  ; 

Bind  them  faft,  or  from  i\\4f,  ihelvcs. 

They  will  come  and  right  theipfelycs;  2i« 

ilomer«  Plutarch,  VirgU,  Iflaccus, 

All  in  ar^s  prepare  to  back .  us  : 

Soon  repent,  or  put  to  (lau^h^er 

Every  Greek  an()  Roman. author. 

Will  you,  in  your  fi^^on's  jphrafe,  S15 

Send  the  clergy  all  to  gra^ ; 

And,  to  make  your  prqjc£V  pafs. 

Leave  them  not  a  blad.9  of  graf^ } 

How  I  want  thee,  humorous  Hogarth  I 
Thou,  I  hear,  a  pleafapt  rogue  art.  i2« 

Were  but  you. and  I  acquainted. 
Every  moniler  ihould  be  paipted  : 
You  iliould  try  your  graving-took 
On  this  odious  groupe  of  fools; 
Draw  tlie  beafls  as  I  dcfcribe  tliem  %t^ 

From  their  features,  while  I  gibe  them ; 
Draw  them  like  j  for  I  aflure  you, 
You  will  need  no  car'catura; 
Draw  them  fo,  that  we  may  trace 
All  tlic  foul  in  every  face.  ^30 

Keeper,  I  muft  not  retire. 
You  have  done  what  I  defirc  : 
But  I  feel  my  fpirits  fpent 
With  the  noilc,  the  fight,  the  fccnt. 

«Pny 
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^  Pray  be  patient;  yon  Ihall  find  135 

-"  Half  the  beft  are  ftill  behind  s 

^*  You*  have  hardly  feen  a  fcore ; 

^*  I  can  fhew  two  hundred  more.'* 

Keeper,  I  have  feen  enough.  — * 

Taking  then  a  pinch  of  fnufl^  t^ 

1  concluded,  looking  round  them, 

**  May  their  god,  the  devil,  confound  tlicm  I* 


A 


AN    APOLOGY,    Uc. 

/ 
LADY,  wife  as  well  as  fair. 


Whofc  coni'cience  always  was  her  care, 
Thoughtful  upon  a  point  of  moment, 
Wonld  have  the  text  as  well  as  comment  x 
So  hearing  of  a  grave  Divine, 
She  fent  to  bid  him  come  and  dine. 
But,  you  mud  know,  he  was  not  quite 
So  grave  as  to  be  unpolite  ; 
Thought  human  learning  would  not  Itiflen 
The  dignity  of  his  profeflion  : 
And,  if  you  'd  heard  the  man  difcourfe. 
Or  preach,  you  'd  like  him  fcarce  the  worfe. 
He  long  had  bid  the  court  farewell. 
Retreating  filent  to  his  cell ; 
Surpc£bcd  for  the  love  he  bore 
To  one  who  fway'd  fomc  time  before  j 
Which  made  it  more  furprizing  how 
He  ibould  be  fcDt  for  thither  now. 

A  a  X  "5.>«^ 
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The  mefTagetold,  he  gapes»  s^nd  flares. 
And  fcarce  believe  his  eyes  or  ears  : 
«Could  not  conceive  wliat  it  (hould  mean, 
JfVnd  fain  woujld  hear  it  told  again. 
But  then  the  'fquire  fo  trim  and  nice, 
'Twere  rude  to  make  him  tell  it  twice ; 
•So  bow'd,  was  thankful  for  the  honour  j 
And  would  not  fail  to  wait  upon  her. 
His  beaver  brufh'd,  liis  fhoes,  and  gown. 
Away  he  trudges  into  town ; 
Paflcs  the  lower  caftlc-yard. 
And  now  advancing  to  the  guards 
He  trembles  at  the  thoqghts  of  ftace ; 
For,  confcious  of  his  iheepifli  gait. 
His  fpirits  of  a  fudden  faiPd  himj 
He  flopty  and  could  not  tell  what  ail'd  hinu  ' 

What  was  the  melTage  I  receiv'd  ? 
Why  certainly  the  Captain  rav'd  ! 
To  dine'  with  her  !  and  come  at  three  I 
Impoflible  !  it  can't  be  me. 
Or  may  be  I  miftook  the  word ; 
My  Lady  —  it  mud  be  ray  Lord. 

My  Lord  *s  abroad ;  my  Lady  too : 
Wliat  mud  th'  unhappy  Do6^or  do  > 
•**  Is  Captain  Crachcrotic  here,  pray  ?*  —  "  Ho." 
**  Nay,  then  'tis  time  for  me  to  go.** 
Am  I  awake,  or  do  I  dream  ? 
I  'm  fure  he  call'd  me  by  my  name  ; 
Nara'd  me  as  plain  as  he  could  fpcak  j 
And  yet  there  mufl  be  fome  miA^kc. 

Why 
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Wfiy,  what  a  jeft  fhould  I  have  been. 

Had  now  my  Lady  been  within ! 

What  could  I  Vc  faid  ?  I  *m  mighty  glad 

She  went  abroad  —  (he  *d  thought  me  mad* 

The  hour  of  dining  now  is  paft : 

Well  then,  I  '11  e'en  go  home  and  h&f 

And,  iince  I  'fcap'd  being  made  a  feoff; 

I  think  I  *m  very  fairly  off. 

My  Lady  now  retvming  home, 

Calls,  "  Cracherode,  is  the  Doftor  come  ?"' 

He  had  not  heard  of  him  —  *'  Pray  fee, 

*'  *Tis  now  a  quarter  after  three." 

The  Captain  walks  about,  and  fearchcs 

Through  all  the  rooms,  and  courts,  and  arches  j- 

Examines  all  the  fervants  round. 

In  vain  —  no  Do6tor  *s  to  be  found. 

My  Lady  could  not  chufe  but  wonder : 

**  Captain,  I  fear  you  *ve  made  fome  blunder: 

**  But  pray,  to-morrow  go  at  ten, 

**  I  *11  try  his  manners  once  again; 

**  If  rudenefs  be  th*  cfFeft  of  knowledge, 

"  My  fon  (hall  never  fee  a  college." 

The  Captain  was  a  man  of  reading. 
And  much  good  fenfe,  as  well'as  breeding,. 
Who,  loath  to  blame,  or  to  incenfe. 
Said  little  in  his  own  defence. 
Next  day  another  mefTage  brought  t 
The  Doftor,  frightened  at  his  fault; 
Is  drefs'dj  and  dealing  through  the  croud, 
Now  pale  as  death,  then  blufh'd  and  bow'J, 
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rating  —  ana  finheng  «*  kommM  andluSd^. 

«  Her  Ladyftip  was  g^uie  dbioaif 

**  The  Capttin  ta»  —  be  did  not  know 

•«  WbttberkeMglatoflaywrgo^'' 

Begg;*d  (he  M  fBvpve  Kiiiu    In  '•^^^'^^fkin^ 

Mf  Lady>  piling  bis  ooaifa6on> 

Call*d  her  good-omire  to  xclkre  luai  $ 

Told  bim,  iie  dioiight  ibc  might  bdieie  bioi.^ 

And  ivoold  not  only  gnnt  bis  £10X9 

But  rifit  biiB»  and- cat  (bme  fruit  ^ 

Pnmded»  at  a  proper  time 

He  told  the  real  troth- in  ibymc. 

'Twas  to  00  porpofe  to  ogfok^ 

She  'd  bear  of  no  exc«(e  in  profe* 

The  Doftor  ilood  not  to  debate. 

Glad  to  compound  at  any  rate ; 

So,  bowiogy  feemingly  comply*d| 

Though,  if  he  durft^  be  had  deny'd* 

But  6r{l,  refolv'd  to  (hew  his  tafb. 

Was  too  refin'd  to  give  a  feaft : 

He  M  treat  with  nothing  that  was  rare,. 

But  winding  walks  and  purer  air ; 

WoaU  entertain  without  ex  pence. 

Or  pride,  or  vain  magni&cence  : 

For  well  he  knew,  to  fuch  a  gueft 

The  plaincft  meals  muft  be  the  bed. 

To  flora achs  clogg'd  with  coftly  fare 

Simplicity  alone  is  rare  ; 

Whilft  high,  and  nice,  and  curious  mtats,. 

Arc  tcally  but  vulgar  treats.. 

tssXlca 
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Jnflea^  of  fpoils'df  Pei^an  loofriSy 
The  coftly  boails  '^f  Vegal  rooms. 
Thought  it  more  county  ^nd  difcreet 
To  fcatter  rofds  at  her  fett ; 
Rofes  of  richeft  dye>  that  Ihcme 
With  native  luffare,  likelier  own: 
Beauty  that  needs  no  iiid  of  art 
Through  etery  fenfe  to  reach  the  "httn* 
The  gracious  dame,  though  well  iht  knew 
All  this  was  much  bentUth  her  due, 
Lik'd  every  thing  -^  at  leaft  thought  fit 
To  praifc  it  pAr  "Maniefe  cT  aequtt. 
-  Yet  fhe,  though  fceming  pleas'd,  can't  bear 
The  fcorching  fun,  or  chilling  air; 
Diflurb'd  allike  at  both  extremes. 
Whether  he  fliews  or  hides  his  beams : 
Though  Teeming  pleasM  at  all  (he  fees. 
Starts  at  thb  ruffling  of  the  trees ; 
And  fcarce  can  fpeak  for  Want  of  brelfh. 
In  half  a  walk  fatigued  to  death. 
The  Do£tor  ukes  his  hint  &om  hencir^ 
T*  apologize  his  late  offence  : 
"  Madam,  the  mighty  power  of  ufc 
**  Now  ftrangely  pleads  in  my  excufe  r 
**  If  you  unusM  have  fcarcely  llrength 
**  To  gain  this  walk's  untoward  length  \ 
"  If,  frighten *d  at  a  fcene  fo  mde, 
"  Through  long  difufe  of  folitude  5 
"  If,  long  confin'd  to  fires  and  fcrcens, 
"  You  dread  the  waving  of  thefe  greens  ; 


3^0  SWIFT'S     PO£M& 

**  If  you,  who  long  have  breath'd  the  fiunas 

**  Of  city-fogs  and  crouded  rooms,. 

**  Do  now  folicitouiiy  ihun 

''  The  cooler  air  and  dazzling  fun; 

**  If  his  majeftic  eye  you  flee, 

'*  Learn  hence  t'  excufe  and  pity  me* 

**  Confider  what  it  is  to  bear 

**  The  powder'd  courtier's  witty  fneerj 

«•  To  fee  th*  important  man  of  drcfs 

'*  Scoffing  my  college-aukwacdoefsi 

**  To  be  the  (Iruttbg  cornet's  fport^ 

**  To  run  the  gauntlet  of  the  court, 

**  W'mning  my  way  by  flow  approaches* 

**  Through  crouds  of  coxcombs  and  of  coaches^ 

*•  From  the  hrft  fierce  cockaded  centiy» 

**  Quite  through  the  tribe  of  waiting-gentry  s 

**  To  pafs  fo  many  crouded  (biges, 

**  And  Itand  the  llanng  of  your  pages ; 

•*  And,  attcr  all,  to  crown  my  fplcen, 

**  Be  told  —  "  You  are  not  to  be  fccn  :* 

•*  i)r,  if  you  are,  be  forc'd  to  bear 

**  The  aA'e  of  your  majeftic  air. 

**  And  can  I  then  be  iiuilty  found, 

**  In  dn^ading  this  vexatious  round  T 

**  Can  it  be  ftraDge,  if  I  efchew 

*•  A  Iccne  fo  glorious  and  fo  new  ? 

**  Or  is  he  criuAioal  that  flics 

*•  1  ive  livirg  lufire  of  your  eyes  P 
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THE  DEAN'S  MANNER  OF  LIVlNa. 

f\  N  rainy  days  alone  I  dine 
^^  Upon  a  chick  and  pint  of  wine. 
On  rainy  days  I  dine  alone. 
And  pick  my  chicken  to  the  bone : 
But  this  my  fervants  much  enrages, 
No.fcraps  remain  tafavc  board-wages,. 
In  weather  fine  I  nothing  fpend. 
But  often  fpunge  upon  a  friend  i 
Yety  where  he  's  not  fo  rich  as  I, 
I  pay  my  club,  and  fo  good  b'  ye. . 


VERSES  MADE  FOR  FRUIT- WOMEN,  &c. 

APPLES. 

/^  O  M  E  buy  my  fine  wares, 
^^  Plumbs,  apples,  and  pears, 
A  hundred  a  penny. 
In  confcience  too  many  : 
Come,  will  you  have  any  ? 
My  children  arc  fcven, 
I  wiih  them  in  Heaven  i 
My  hufband  a  fot. 
With  his  pipe  and  hii  pot,. 
I*}ot  a  farthing  will  gain  them> 
And  I  mud  maintain  them. 
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ASPARAGUS. 
HITE  ^Tparagrafs, 
Fit  for  lad  or  kfsy 
To  make  their  water  pafs : 
O,  'tis  pretty  picking 
With  a  tender  chicken ! 

ONIONS. 

COME,  follow  me  by  the  fmell»  -j 

Here  are  delicate  dniotis  to  fell^  | 

I  promife  to  ufe  you  well;  J 

They  make  the  blood  warmer  | 
You  '11  feed  like  a  farmer : 
For  this  is  every  cook's  opinion. 
No  favoury  dith  without  an  onion; 
But,  left  your  killing  ihould  be  fpoil'd. 
Your  onions  mud  be  throughly  boil'd  : 

Or  elfe  you  may  fpare 

Your  miihefs  a  (hare, 
The  fecret  will  never  be  known  g 

She  cannot  difcover 

The  breath  of  her  lover. 
But  tliink  it  as  fweet  as  her  own. 

OYSTERS. 

CHARMING-oyftcrsIcry: 
My  maders,  come  buy. 
So  plump  and  fo  frt(h> 
So  (wctt  \\  \ktf:vt  ^^» 


Verses  for  fruit- women^  kc    3*^ 

No  Colchcflcr  ojrfler 
Is  fweeter  tod  moiAer ; 
Your  flomach  they  fettle^ 
And  roufc  up  your  mettle  { 

They  11  iBake  you  a  dad 

Of  a  lafs  or  a  lad  f 

And  madam  yoiir  wife 

They  '11  plcafc  to  the  life  r 
Be  ihe  barcen,  he  (he  old. 
Be  ihe  fluc^  or  be  Ihe  fcoldi 
Eat  my  oyfters,  and  lye  near  her^ 
She  '11  be  fruitfily  never  fear  her. 

HERRINGS. 

B  E  not  fparingy. 
Leare  off  fwearing. 
Buy  my  herring 
Frelh  from  Malahide  *, 
Better  never  was  try'd. 
Come,  eat  them  with  pure  fre(h  butter  and  muilardf 
Their  bellies  are  foft,  and  as  white  as  a  cuflard. 
Come»  fix-pence  a  dozen  to  get  me  fome  bread. 
Or,  like  my  own  herrings,  I  fooaihall  be  dead. 

O  R  A  N  O  E  S. 

COME  buy  my  fine  oranges,  fauce  for  your  veal, 
(Ind  charming  when  fqneez'd  in  a  pot  of  brown  ale  t 
^ell  roafted,  with  fugar  and  wine  in  a  cup, 
rhey  *11  make  a  fwcet  bifhop  when  gentle-folks  fup. 

♦NcarDubWiu  _ 
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ON  ROVER.    A   LADY'S   SPANIEE. 

INSTRUCTIONS  TO  A  PAINTERV 

TTAPPIEST  of  die  fpanicl-race, 

**•  ■*•  Painter,  with  thy  colours  grace  s. 

Draw  his  forehead  Urge  and  high^ 

Draw  his  blue  and  humid  eye  { 

Draw  his  neck  fo  fmooth-  and  roundy. 

Little  neck  with  ribbons  bound ;  ^ 

And  the  mufclj  fwelling  breaft 

Where  the  Loves  and  Graces  reft  ; 

And  the  fpreading  even  back. 

Softy  and  fleek,.  and  glolly  black  ^ 

And  the  tail  that  gently  twines,. 

Like  the  tendrils  of  the  vines ; 

And  the  filky  twitted  hair. 

Shadowing  thick  the  velvet  ear; 

Velvet  tzx%f  which,  hanging  low, 

0*er  the  veiny  temples  flow. 

With  a  proper  light  and  ihade^ 
Let  the  winding  hoop  be  laid ; 
And  within  that  arching  bower 
(Secret  circle,  myitic  power) 
In  a  Jrwity  flurobcr  place 
Happicit  of  the  Spaa:cl  ivce; 
While  the  fojt  pcrlpiring  Dtune, 
Glowing  with  xhc  fo^l  flaoK, 

^  In  ridicule  of  PhiHps^r  poem  cm  Mi&  Cajieig 
and  wntttis  \x.  \i»&  ^eeskiakd^  **  ao  a&ae  iJk  lacr 
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<On  tKcTavilh*d  favourite  pours 
Ualmy  dews,  ambrofial  fliowers !  .- 

With  thy  utmoft  (kill  exprcls 
*  "Nature  in  her  richcft  drefs, 
Limpid  rivers  fmoothiy  flowing. 
Orchards  by  thofe  rivers  blowing:; 
Curling  nMfood'biuet  myrtle  fiiade, 
And  the  gay  enamePd  mead ; 
Where  the  linnets  (it  and  (ing. 
Little  fportlings:of  the  Spring ; 
Where  the  breathing  6eld  and  grove 
Sooth  the  heart,  and  lundle  love ; 
Here  for  me,  and  for  the  Mufe, 
•Colours  of  rcfcmblance  chufe. 
Make  of  lineaments  divine, 
Daply  female  ^a«iV/j  (hine, 
Victty  fondlings  of  the  fair. 
Gentle  dam/els^  gentle  raret 
But  to  one  alone  impart 
All  the  flattery  of  thy  art. 
Croud  each  feature,  croud  each  grace, 
Which  compleat  the  defperate  face  | 
I«et  the  fpotted  wanton  Dame 
Fed  a  new  refidlefs  flame  ; 
Let  the  happied  of  his  race 
Win  the  fair  to  his  embrace* 
But  in  fhade  the  red  conceal. 
Nor  to  (ight  their  joys  reveal, 
Led  the  fencU  and  the  Mufe 
.Loofe  defires  and  tlioughts  infuie. 

AY 
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AT     AND     NO, 

A  TALE  FROM  DUBLIN.     i7jf. 

A  T  DBUin's  highrfsaft  fate  Piiimte  wad  Desn, 
^^  Both  drefs'^iikediTiiies,  with  iMuidl  and  ^Ke  dean. 
Xlgpth  Hugh  of  Arougb  *-,  **  The  oiob  »  giowii  bold.*^ 
**  Aj^  ay,"  qoodi  the  Dean,  '<  the  onift  is  old  gold." 
«<  No,  no,"  quoth  the  Pdmate,  **  if  «wiIm  we  (ifiy 
*'  This  mifcUef  ariiet  fram  witty  Dan  fiwift;** 
The  fmart-one  wt^tlki,  ^  Tlieie /aaawit  intlie  cafei 
«<  And  nothing  of  thic  ever  trottUed  your.  Grace. 
**  Though  with  your  iUte-(ieve  your  own  nottont  you 

*'  fplit, 
*'  A  Boulter  by  name  is. no  bolter  of  wic 
^<  It  is  matter  of  weight,  and  a  mere  iiioiiey-3ohb  f 
'<<  But  the  lower  the  coin,  the  higher  the  mob. 
^<  Go  tell  your  friend  Bob  and  the  odier  great  folk, 
**  That  finking  tlie  coin  is  a  ■  dangerous  joKe^ 
«  The  Irilh  dear-joys  have  enough  common  fenfe, 
<<  To  treat  gold  reduced  like  Wood's  copper  pence. 
^,  It  is  pity  a  Prelitte.ihauld  die  without  law ; 
'«  But  if  I  fay  the  word  —  take  care  of  Anaagh  l** 

Dr.  Swift's  Anfwer  to  a  Friend's  Queflion* 

np  H  E  furniture  that  bed  doth  pleafe 
-*"    St,  Patrick's  Dean,  good  Sir,  axe  tl^e : 
The  knife  and  fork  with  which  I  eat; 
And,  next,  the  pot  that  botis  the.  meat  j. 
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The  next  to  be  preferred,  I  think. 
Is  the  glafs  in  which  I  drink^ 
The  (helves  on  whifch  my  book^  I  k^e^  s 
And  the  bed  on  which  I  deep ; 
An  antique  elbQVK-chsiir  betwoeoy. 
Big  enough  to  hold  the  Qea^'; 
And  the.  (bore  th|k^  gives  delight 
In  the  cold  bleak  wintery  night  { 
To  thefe  we  add  a,  thing  below. 
More  for  ufe  referv'd  than  ibow: 
Thefe  are  what  the  Dean  do  pleafe  » 
All  fuperfluous  arc^  but  thde.. 

APOLLO'S    EDICTS 

TRELAND  is  now  our  royal  care, 
•■•  We  lately  fix'd  our  Viceroy  there  i 
How  near  was  (he  to  be  undone. 
Till  pious  love  infpir'd  her  Son  f 
What  cannot  our  Vicegerent  do» 
As  Poet  and  as  Patriot  too  f 
Let  his  fuccefs  our  fubje£ks  fway. 
Our  infpiratipns  to  obey. 
And  follow  where  He  leads  the  ways 
Then  (ludy  to.  correal  your  tafie  j 
Nor  beaten  paths  be  longer  tnc'd. 

♦  This  poem  was  origim^y  written  in  xvae;  the 
latter  part  of  it  was  re-publUhed  in  1743,  on  th?  death 
of  the  Countefs  of  DonegaL  N« 
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"No  (imilc  fhtll  be  begun, 
"With  rifiii^  or  with  letting  fun-; 
And  let  xhs/ecret  bead  of  NUe 
Be  ever  banifli'd  from  your  ifle. 

When  wretched  lovers  .live  on  air, 
I  beg  you  '11  the  Camelion  fpare ; 
Andy  when  you  'd  make  a  hero  grander. 
Forget  he  's  like  a  Salamander. 

No  fon  of  mine  (hall  dare  to  fay:, 
Jlurora  u/hef^d-in  the  Dajf^ 
Or  ever  name  the  miUty-nnay. 

You  all  agree,  I-make  no  doulK;, 
Elijah's  mantle  is  worn  out. 

The  bird  of  Jove  (hall  toil  no  mose 
To  teach  the  humble  Wren  to  foar. 
Tour  Tragic  Heroes  ihall  not  rant. 
Nor  Shepherds  ufe  poetic  cant, 
:Simplicity  alone  can  grace 
The  manners  of  the  rural  race. 
Theocritus  and  Philips  be 
Your  guides  to  true  fimplicity. 

When  D^mon'i  fomifiail  take  itsJUgbt, 
Though  Poets  have  the  fecond>fight. 
They  fliall  not  fee  a  trail  of  Ugbt. 
Nor  (hall  the  *ui^9ar5  wpward  rife^ 
Nor  a  me^Jfarmdanx  the  ikies :: 
For  who  can  hope  to  place  one  diere. 
As  glorious  as  Belinda's  bair  ? 
Yet,  if  his  nanoe  you  'd  eternize. 
And  niu^  tsL^X;.  \jMiv-ta  the  ikies  j 


} 


Without  zjfaff  this  miy  ht  done  t 
So  Tickell  mourn'd  hit  Addrfon. 

If  Anna^  happy  refgn  you  praiffei 
Pray,  not  aword^of  bal^ou'ddys  i 
Nor  let  my  votaries  ihew  tl)eir  ikill 
In  aping  lines  from  Cooper^s-Hilt  {   • 
For  knoWy  I  cannot  bear  to  hear 
The  mimickry  of  detp^  yet  clear. 

Whene'er  my  Viceroy  is  addrefs'd, 
Againft  the  Phcenix  I  proteft. 
When  Poets  foar  in  youthful  drains, 
No  Phaeton  to  hold  the  reins. 

When  you  dcfcribe  a  lovely  girl, 
No  lips  of  coral,  teeth  of  pearL 
Cupid  (hall  ne'er  mi  (lake  another. 
However  beauteous,  for  his  mothers 
Nor  ihall  his  darts  at  random  fly 
From  magazine  in  Cxlia's  eye. 
With  women-compounds  I  am  cloy'd. 
Which  only  pleas'd  in  Biddy  Floyd. 
For  foreign  «d,  what  need  they  roam. 
Whom  Fate  has  amply  blcft  at  honre  ? 

Unerring  Heaven,  with  bounteous  hand. 
Has  form'd  a  model  for  your  land, 
Whom  Jove  endow'd  with  every  grace  % 
The  glory  of  the  Oranard  race ; 
Now  deOia'd  by  the  powers  divine 
The  blefltng  of  another  line. 
Then,  weuld  y^u  paint  a  matchlefs  dame, 
WlK)m  you  'd  conlJgH  to  en<llefs  fame  ? 

Vol.'  n.  \S\i  Vk-,^.^ 
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Invoke  not  Cythcrca's  aid, 
Nor  borrow  from  the  bluc-cy'd  maid ; 
Nor  need  you  on  the  Graces  call ,  — 
Take  qualities  from  Donegal. 

EPIGRAM*. 

TOEHOLD  !  a  proof  of  Irifli  fenfc ! 
•"    Here  Irifli  wit  is  fecn ! 
When  nothing  's  left,  that 's  worth  defence. 
We  build  a  magazine. 

Epigrams,  occafioned  by  Dr.  Swift's  intended 
Hofpital  for  Ideots  and  LuNAxicKa. 

I. 

^'T^  H  E  Dean  muft  die  —  our  Ideots  to  maintain. 
•^    Perifh,  ye  Ideots  !  and  long  live  the  Dean  ! 

*  The  D^an,  in  his  lunacy,  had  fome  intervals  of 
fenfe;  at  which  time  his  guardians,  or  phyficians,  took 
him  out  for  the  air.  On  one  of  thele  days,  when  they 
came  to  the  Park,  Swift  remarked  a  new  bufhling, 
which  he  had  never  feen,  and  afked  what  it  was  dtTigned 
for.  To  which  Dr.  Kinglbury  anfwered,  "  That,  Mr. 
"  Dean,  is  tlie  magazine  for  arms  and  powder,  for  ihc 
**  fecurity  of  the  city."  "  Oh  1  oh  !"  fays  the  Dean, 
puUing  out  his  pocket-book,  "  let  me  take  an  iuz/t  of 
**  that.  This  is  worth  remarking;  my  tablets,  a>; 
**  Hamlet  fays,  my  tablets  —  memory  put  down  that !" 
—  Whicli  produced  the  above  lines,  faid  to  be  the  lafl 
he  ever  wrote,    N. 

II.  O  GENIUS 
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II. 
O  GENIUS  of  HiUmia's  ftate. 
Sublimely  good,  fevewljr  great!. 
How  doth  this  latefl;  aft  excel 
All  you  have  donfe  or  wrote  fo  well  f 
•Satire  piay  be  the  child  of  fpite. 
And  Fame  might  bid  the  Drapier  write : 
But  to  relieve,  and  to  endow,  •  '  •  Ji 

Creatures  ^that  know  not  whence  or  howj  '"'' 

Argues  a  foul  both  good  and  wife, 
Refembling  Him  who  rules  the  Ikies. 
He  to  the  thoughtful  mind  difplays 
Immortal  (kill  ten  thoufand  ways; 
And,  to  compleat  liis  glorious  taik,  ' 

Gives  what  we  have  not  fenfe  to  aik  I 

III. 
« 

L  O  !  Swift  to  Ideots  bequeaths  his  (lore : 
Be  wife,  ye  rich  I  —  confider  thus  tlie  poor  I 


On  the  DEAN  of  ST.  PATRICK'S  Birth-day  *, 
Nov.  30,  St.  Andrew's-da  Y. 

TJETWEEN  the  hours  of  twelve  and  one,    ' 
•*-^  When  half  the  world  to  reft  were  gone, 
Intranc'd  in  fofttft  deep  I  lay. 
Forgetful  of  an  anxious  day; 
From  every  care  and  labour  free. 
My  foul  as  calm  as  it  could  be. 
♦  See,  in  Parncll's  Poems,  an  elegant  compliment  or 
the  fame  occafion.    N. 
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The  Qjjccn  of  Drcami^  well  pleas'd  to  find 
An  undifturb*d  and  vacant  mind. 
With  magic  pencil  trac'd  my  brain. 
And  there  flie  drew  St.  Patrick's  Dean. 
I  ftraight  beheld  on  either  hand 
Two  Saints,  like  Guardian  Angels,  ftand. 
And  either  claimed  him  for  their  foii  { 
And  thus  the  high  difpute  begun. 

St.  Andrew  firft,  uith  reafon  ftrong. 
Maintained  to  him  he  did  belong  : 
'*  Swift  is  my  own,  by  r^ht  divine, 
•*  All  born  upon  this  day  are  mine.** 

St.  Patrick  faid,  **  I  own  this  true, 
**  So  fai"  he  does  belong  to  3rou  : 
*'  But  in  my  church  he  's  bora  agun, 
'*  My  fon  adopted,  and  my  Dean. 
•«  When  firft  the  Cbrijlian-irutb  I  fpread, 
**  The  poor  within  this  ifle  I  fed, 
**  And  darkeft  errors  banifli'd  hence, 
**  Made  knowledge  in  their  place  commence  j 
.'<  Nay  more,  at  my  divine  command, 
**- All  noxious  creatures  fled  tlic  land. 
**  I  made  both  Peace  and  Plenty  (mile* 
**  ^ibtnaia  was  my  favourite  ille ; 
^  Now  bis  -—  for  he  fuqceeds  to  me» 
••  Two  angeb  cannot  tnpic  Kgoee. 

**  His  joy  is,  to  celicve  the  poor ; 
**  Behold  them  weekly  at  his  door  ! 
«*  His  knowledge  too,  in  bcighteft  r^/, 
'<  He  \\k&  the  Igin  to  all  convey s, 

<'Shr 
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**  Shews  nvifdom  ia  a  fiagle  page, 
<^  And  in  one  hour  infbru^s  an  age, 
*'  WkcR  ruin  lately  flood  around 
"  Th*  inclofures  of  my /acred  ground, 
*•  He  glorioufly  did  interpofe, 
««  And  fav'd  it  from  invading  foes  5 
<<  For  this  I  claim  tminortal  Swift, 
<<  As  my  own  fon,  and  Heaven's  beft  gift."  . 

The  Caledonian  Saint,  enrag'd, 
Now  clofei:  in  difpute  engaged, 
Eifays  to  prove,  by  tranfmigration. 
The  Dean  is  of  the  Scottiih  nation } 
And,  to  confirm  the  truth,  he  chofe 
The  loyal  foul  of  great  Montrofe. 
"  Montrofe  and  He  are  botli  tlie  fame, 
*'  They  only  differ  in  tlie  nanie  : 
<*  Both,  heroes  in  a  ri^teous  caufe, 
^  AiTcrt  their  liberties  and  laws ; 
"  He  's  now  the  fame,  Montrofe  was  then, 
"  But  that  the /word  is  turn*d  a  pea  i 
**  A  pen  of  fo  great  power,  each  word 
**  Defends  beyond  tlie  Yttro's /word," 

Now  words  grew  high  —  we  can  't  fuppofc 
Immortals  ever  come  to  blows; 
But,  Icll  unruly  pailion  fhould 
Degrade  them  into  flelh  and  blood. 
An  a^gel  quick  from  Heaven  defcends. 
And  he  at  once  the  contefl  ends  : 

"  Ye  reverend  pair,  from  difcord  ceafe, 
"  Ye  both  mjflake  tl\e  prefcnt  cafe  j 

B  b  3  **  O^ 
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**  One  khgdom  ctnnot  htre  pfeteiice 

'*  To  fo  much  virtue  I  fo  much  fenfe  r 

'<  Setidi  Heaven's  record ;  and  there  you  11  find, 

•«  That  He  was  bom  for  all  mankind.*' 

IPISTLE  to  ROBERT  NUGENT,  Esqj 

with  a  Picture  of  DEAN  SWIFT. 

BY   DR.  DUNKIN*. 

npO  gratify  thy  long  dcfire 
■*"    (So  Lwc  and  Piety  require), 
Frcm  Bindcn's  f  colours  you  may  tract 
T!w  Patriot's  venerable  face. 
The  Ufc,  O  Nugent  1  which  his  art 
Shall  ever  to  the  world  impart ; 
For  know,  the  prime  of  mortal  men, 
Thr.t  matchlcfs  monarch  of  the  pen 
(Whofc  labours,  like  the  genial  fun, 
Sliall  through  revolving  ages  run. 
Yet  never,  like  the  fun,  decline. 
But  in  their  full  meridian  ihine). 
That  ever-honour'd,  envied  Sage, 
So  long  the  wonder  of  his  age, 
"Wlio  charmed  us  with  his  golden  drain. 
Is  not  the  ihadow  of  the  Dean  : 

♦  This  elegant  tribute  of  gratitude,  as  it  was  written 
at  a  period  when  all  fufpicion  of  flatter\-  muft  vanifh,  re- 
flects the  higheft  honour  on  the  ir.gccious  Writer,  and 
cannot  but  be  agreeable  to  the  admirerb  of  Dr.  Swift.  N. 

f  SamucV  ^vucioxi,  tlc^  ^  t^i)v€vi\^\'t^  ^.-vW^r.   N. 
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He  only  breathes  Boeotian  air  — 

"  Oh !   what  a  falling-ofF  was  there  !** 

Hibernians  Helicon  is  dry,  . 
Invention,  Wit,  and  Humour  dies 
And  what  remains*  ag'ainft  the  ilorm 
Of  Malice,  but  an  empty  form  ? 
The  nodding  ruins  of  a  pilej 
That  flood  the  bulwark  of  this  iflc ; 
In  which  the  fiftcrhood  waVfix'd 
Of  candid  Honour,  Truth  unmix'd. 
Impartial  Reafon,'  Thought  profound. 
And  Charity,  difFufing  founB^      '     ' 
In  cheerful  rivulets,  the  flow 
Of  Fortune  to  the  fons  of  woe  ? 

Such  once,  my  Nugent,  was  thy  Swift, 
Endued  with  each  exalted  gift. 
But,  lo  !  the  pure  ethereal  flame 
Is  darken 'd  by  a  mifty  fteam  :  • 
The  balm  exhaulled  breathes  no  fmcll. 
The  rofc  is  wither'd  ere  it  fell. 
That  godlike  fupplement  of  law. 
Which  held  the  wicked  world  in  awe, 
And  could  the  tide  of  fa£tion  flem. 
Is  but  a  fliell  without  the  gem. 

Ye  fons  of  genius,  who  would  aim 
To  build  an  everlafting  fame. 
And,  in  the  field  of  lettered  arts, 
Difplay  the  trophies  of  your  parts, 
To  yonder  manfion  turn  afide. 
And  mortify  your  growing  pride. 

B  b  4  Behold 
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Anfi  Naconc's  tomcwTa  ia d^^nccs 
Wii&  hom^k  TdEsBoaaa  aw^ 
Tbflt  dH  jwtr  Gibes  xre  a  iooa  ; 

WThiidi  ^roa  ftoxxlki  (^J^  to  proiace^ 

Anwcvui  crmcsc  now  Jt.  psi^ 
3C;iT  kipfY  be  cnaJFi  iroim  jpoa 
Ittibre  die  Gav«  deasBsd^i  In  dTic 

Dirofi;  ysiir  cci!r&  t»  wocti^  deeds, 
Lt  fuller  <£i^ cifLFiJigie  jQOf  ^ieba ^ 
Fqc*.  wiKii  jQnr  taiL  q£  ica&u  fecsy 
Tile  m^Iic  ^OBCBeii  ^  sui  aJI  joor  ^-^^^t^^t^ 

Jbh  r  whaz  is  oow  dbe  fiippk  zam^ 
Th  jc  vianc*i  angmfance  ob  d:e  Ikaii  ^ 
t^av^  where  are  than:  ^aeenuos  &Iksy 
Who  ^uek  wij±  Iau3C&£t£r  ar  bl:i  jukes» 
Anil  vvitb  arrenrrne  sapcize  h.3n^ 
Otr  wtlUufli  Uroppn^aom  Iiis  :aagae  ; 
\Sho  Icek'd  widi  hi^  adxtaiofol  pruic 
On  ;kl  tile  bti^>r  vorlii  be£tk^ 
A>iii  rated  his  psniuiSfiQiu  aaiare 
Than  trtiafiircs  et  PferuOTo.  mx  ? 

Cool  Cbriiliaua  T  dia/  wim  beaded  Isces- 
I.igulpii'^  the  wine,  but  uaadi  dse  Lesa, 
A  vert:  n 5  C'^^  ^*=  ^^*s^  ccmmaacs}, 
V.'.tii  4i-fiuac  tf\-es  ami  up<a:l  hands* 

T^ 


^ 
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The  cup.  of  forrow  from  theiF  lips. 
And  fly,  like  rats  from  linking  fhips. 
While  fome,  who  by  his  friendihip  rofe 
To  wealth,  in  concert  with  his  foes^ 
Run  counter  to  their  former  track. 
Like  old  Aftaeon's  horrid  pack 
Of  yelling  mungrils,  in  requitals 
To  riot  on  their  mailer's  vitals ; 
And,  where  they  cannot  blaft  his  laurels^ 
Attempt  to  ftigmatize  his  morals ; 
Through  Scandal's  magnifyiag-glafs 
His  foibles  view,  but  virtues  pafs. 
And  on  the  ruins  of  his  fame 
£re6l  an  ignominious  name. 
So  vermin  foul,  of  vile  extra£lion. 
The  fpawn  of  dirt  and  putrefa6tion. 
The  founder  members  traverfe  o'er, 
But  fix  and  fatten  on  a  fore. 
Hence !  peace,  ye  vinretches,  who  revile 
His  wit,  his  humour,  and  his  flyle  $ 
Since  all  the  monflers  which  he  drew 
Were  only  meant  to  copy  you  ;• 
And,  if  the  colours  be  not  fainter. 
Arraign  yourielves,  and  not  the  painter. 

But,  O !  that  He,  who  gave  him  breathy 
Dread  arbiter  of  life  and  death  ; 
That  He,  the  moving  foul  of  all. 
The  fleeping  fpirit  would  recall. 
And  crown  him  with  triumphant  mced9» 
F^r  all  his  pafl  heroic  deeds^ 
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In  manfions  of  unbroken  reft,        ' 
The  bright  rcpublick  of  the  blefs'd  ! 
Irradiate  his  benighted  mind  .*=  ^     - 
With  living  light  of  light  refin'd ;   '     •'• 
And  thefe  the  blank  of  tKought' employ 
With  obje£b  of  immortal  joy! 

Yet,  while  he  drags  the  fad  remains ' 
Of  life,  flow-creeping  through  his  Veins,. 
Ajbove  the  views  of  private  ends^ 
The  tribuury  Mufe  attends, 
To  prop  his  feeble  fleps,  or  flied' 
The  pious  tear  around  his  bed^-   ' '. '  '  ' 

So  Pilgrims,  with  devout'complaints. 
Frequent  the  graves  of  martyr'd  Saints, 
Infcribe  their  worth  in  artlefs  lines, 
And,  in  theii*  flead,  embrace  their  fhrines. 

Inscription  intended  for  a  Monument.  176^5. 
C<  AY,  to  the  Drapier's  vaft  unbounded  fame, 
^  What  added- honours  can  the  Sculptor  give  ? 
None.  —  *Tis  a  fanftion  from  the  Drapier's  name 
Muft  bid  the  Sculptor  and  his  Marble  live. 

Epigram  occafionied  by  the  above  Inscription, 

TTTHICH  gave  the  Drzipicr  birth  two  realms  contend; 

^  ^    And  each  afTcrts  her  Poet,  Patriot,  Friend  : 
Her  mitre  jealous  Britain  may  deny  5 
That  lofs  lernia's  laurel  ihall  fupply  : 
Through  life's  low  vale,  (he,  grateful,  gave  liim  bread; 
Her  vocal  flones  (hall  vindicate  him  dead. 

J  766.  B.N. 
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